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Let them cenſure, what care I ? 
The Herd of Criticks I defy, 
No, no, the Fair, the Gay, the Young, 
Govern the Numbers of my Song : 
All that they approve is ſweet, 
And all is Senſe that they repeat, 
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: IS none of the leaſt of my diverſions to ſee one 

part of the world laughing at the other, yet all 
ſeem fully ſatisfied with their own opinions and abilities; 
but I ſhall never quarrel with any man whoſe temper is 
the reverſe of mine, and enters not into the taſte of the, 
ſame pleaſures, *Tis as ridiculous for one to be dif- 
obliged at another's different way of thinking, as it 1s 
to challenge him for having a noſe not of a ſhape with 
his, Every man is born with a particular bent, which 
will diſcover itſelf in ſpite of all oppoſition. Mine is ob- 
vious, which ſince 1 knew, I never inclined to curb, but 
rather encouraged myſelf in the purſuit, though many 
difliculties lay in my way. 

Whether poetry be the moſt elevated, delightful, and 
generous ſtudy in the world, is more than I dare aflirm; 
but t think ſo: yer 1 am afraid, when the following 
Miſcellany is examined, I ſhall not be found to deſerve 
the eminent character that belongs to the Epic Maſter, 
whoſe fire and flegm is equally blended, —But Ana- 
creon, Horace, and Waller were poets, and had their 
fouls warmed with true poetic flame, although their pa- 
tience fell ſhort of thoſe who could beſtow a number of 
years on the finiſhing one heroic poem, and juſtly claim 
the pre- enunence, 

If I know any fauks in my own productions, I am not 
fool enough to blaze them: perhaps they may be over- 
looked by the indulgence of my belt friends, for whom I 
write, Tis not to be doubted that I have enemies; 
yes, I have been honoured with three or four Tatyrs, but 
ſuch wretched ſtuff, that ſeveral of my friends would al- 
ledge upon me, that | had wrote and publiſhed them my- 
ſelf (none of the worſt politics I own) to make the world 
believe I had no foes. but fools, Such pedants as con- 
{me learning to the critical underſtanding of the dead lan- 
guages, while they are ignorant of the beauties of their 
mother-tongue, do not view me with a friendly eye: bgt 
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I'm even with them, when I tell them to their faces, with» 
out bluſhing, that I underſtand Horace but faintly in the 
Original, and yet can feaſt on his beautiful thoughts dreſ- 
fed in Britiſh ;—and do not ſee any great occaſion for eve- 
ry man's bęing made capable to tranſlate the claſhcs, when 
they are ſo elegantly done to his hand. Nor do I value 
though Dr Bently heard this; and r it had been no 
worſe for the great Lyrick, that this ſame Doctor had 
underſtood the Latin tongue as little as I.—If this pa - 
ragraph chance to raiſe a neſt of waſps, let them read 
the next to blunt their ſtings. 

My chearful friends will pardon (a very eſſential qua- 
lifcation of a poet) my vanity, when, in ſelf defence, I 
inform the ignorant, that many of the fineſt ſpirits, and of 
the higheſt quality and diſtinction, eminent for literature 
and knowledge of mankind, from an affability which ever 
accompanies great minds, tell me, They are pleaſed 
© with what 1 have done; and add, That my ſmall 
knowledge of the dead or foreign languages is nothing 
* to my diſadvantage, King David, Homer, and Virgil, 
© (ſay they) were more ignorant of the Scots and Engliſh 
tongue, than you are of Hebrew, Greek, and Latin: 
* Purſue your own natural manner, and be an Original.“ 
One may very eaſily imagine, that I hear this with abun» 
dance of ſecret ſatis faction and joy. The ladies too are 
on my fide; they grace my ſong with the ſweetneſs, of 
their voices, conn over my paſtoral, and ſmile at- my in- 


nocent merry tale, 


Thus ſhielded by the Brave and Fair, 
My fees may envy but deſpair, 


That I have expreſt my thoughts in my native dialect, 
was not only inclination, but the deſire of my belt and 
wiſeſt friends; and moſt reaſonable, ſince good imagery, 
juſt ſimilies, and all manner of ingenious thoughts, in a 
well laid deſign, diſpoſed into numbers, is poetry. — Then 
good poetry may be in any language. But ſome nations 
ſpeak rough, and their words are confounded with a mul- 
titude of hard conſonants, which make the numbers un- 
harmonious : beſides their language is ſcanty, which makes 
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The PREFACE, „ 


a diſagreeable repetition of the ſame words. Theſe are 
no defects in ours; the pronunciation is liquid and ſono- 
rous, and much fuller than the Engliſh, of which we are 
maſters, by being taught it in our ſchools, and daily read- 
ing it; which being added to all our own native words, of 
eminent ſigniſicancy, makes our tongue be far the com- 
pleteſt; for inſtance, I can ſay, an empty houſe, a tom 
barrel, a boſs head, and a hollow heart Many ſuch 
examples might be given, but let this one ſuffice, 

I cannot here omit a paragraph or two of a preface, 
wrote by the learned Dr Sewel, to a London edition of 
one of my paſtorals, after he has ſaid ſome things very 
handſomely in my favour—In behalf of our language he 
expreſſes himſelf thus: * The following poem, if 1 am 
not miſtaken (for I ſet up for no critic) is a true and 
* juſt paſtoral, abounding with thoſe beauties, which are 
either required, or are to be found in the belt eſteemed 
* paſtorals. The Scoticiſms, which perhaps may offend 
* ſome over nice ear, give new life and grace to the poe- 
try, and become their place as well as the Doric dia- 
lect of Theocritus, ſo much admired by the beſt judges, 
When I mention that tongue, I bewail my own little 
knowledge of it, fince I meet with ſo many words and 
phraſes ſo expreſſive of the ideas they are intended to re · 
preſent, A ſmall acquaintance with that language, and 
our Engliſh poets, will convince any man, that we ſpend 
too much time in looking abroad for triſhing delicacies, 
when we may be treated at home with a more ſubſtan- 
tial as well as a more elegant entertainment.“ 

There are ſome of the following, which we commonly 


reckon Engliſh poetry, ſuch as The Morning Interview, 


Content. Gc. but all their difference from the others is 
only in the orthography of ſome words; ſuch as from for 
Jrae, bold for bauld, and fome few names of things; and 
m thoſe, though the words be pure Engliſh, the idiom or 
phraſeology is (till Scots. 

Throughout the whole, I have only copied from na- 
ture; and with all precaution have ſtudied, as far as it 
came within the ken of my obſervation and memory, 
not to repeat what has been already ſaid by others, 
though it be next to impoſſible ſometimes to ſtand clear 
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ially in the little love-plots of a fong — 
A — the end of this n + — 
imitations of Horace, which any acquainte 1 
— will preſently obſerve. I have on 1 2 — 
1 his thought and method in groſs, and dre 1 ha 
ws in Scots, without confining myſelf to no * W 
leſs; ſo that theſe are only to be reckoned à fo 


gar I think needful in defence of my book, and 


to keep it in countenance with a preface. 
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To Mr ALLANn RAMs v, on his Poetical Works, 


AIL Northern bard ! thou fav'rite of the Nine, 
Bright, or as Horace did, or Virgil ſhine, 
In ev'ry part of what thou'ſt done we find, 
How they, and great Apollo too, have join'd 
To furniſh thee with an uncommon ſkill, 
And with poetic fire thy boſom fill. 

Thy Morning Interview throughout is fraught 
With tuneful numbers and majeſtick thought: 

And Celia, who her lover's ſuit diſdain'd, 
Is by all- powerful gold at length obtaia'd. 

When winter's hoary aſpect makes the plains 
Unpleaſant to the nymphs and jovial ſwains, 
Sweetly thou doſt thy rural couples call, 

To pleaſures known within Edina's wall 

When, Allan, thou, for reaſons thou know'ſt beſt, 
Doom'd buſy Couper to eternal reſt, 

What mortal could thine el'gy on him read, 
And not have ſworn he was defunct indeed ! 
Yet, that he might not loſe accuſtom'd dues, 
You rous'd him from the grave_to open pews; 
Such magick, worthy Allan, hath thy muſe, 
Early inſtruc her pupils in their trade; | 
Leſt, when their faces wrinkled are with age, 
They ſhould not cullies as when young engage. 
But on our ſex why art thou ſo ſevere, 

To wiſh for pleaſure we may pay lo dear? 

Suppoſe that thou had'ſt, after chearful juice, 

Met with a ſtrolling harlot wond'rous ſpruce, 

And been by her prevail'd with to reſort 

Where claret might be drunk, or, if not, port; 
Suppoſe, I ſay, that this thou granted had, 

And freedom took with the enticing jade, 
Would*ſt thou not hope ſome artiſt might be found 
To cure, if ought you ail'd, the ſmarting wound ? 

When of the Caledonian garb you ſing, 

(Which from Tartana's diſtant clime you bring) 
With how much force you recommend the plaid, 
To ev'ry jolly ſwain, and lovely maid, 


; 


The experienc'd baw'd, in apteſt {trains thou'ſt made 


viii To Mr Ramſay on his Poems, 


But if, as fame reports, ſome of thoſe wights, 

Who cantor'd are among the rugged heights, 

No breeks put on, ſhould'ſt thou not them adviſe, 

(Excuſe me, Ramſay, if I am too nice): 

To take, as fitting 'tis, ſome ſpeedy care, 

That what ſhould hidden be appears not bare, 

Leſt damſels, yet unknowing, ſhould by chance, 

Their nimble ogle t*wards the object glance: 

If this thou doſt, we, who the ſouth poſſeſs, 

May teach our females how they ought to dreſs, 

But chiefly let them underſtand, tis meet 

They ſhould their legs hide more, if not their feet, 

Too much by help of whale-bone now diſplay'd, 

Ev'n from the dutcheſs to the kitchen maid ; 

But with more reaſon, thoſe who give diſtaſte, 

When on their uncouth limbs our eyes we caſt, 
Thy other ſonnets in each ſtanza ſhew, 

What, when of love you think, thy muſe can do, 


Wiſh on the moor his laſs to meet again, 

That I, methinks, find an unuſual pain. 

Nor haſt thou, chearful bard, expreſt leſs ſkill, 
When the brifl: laſs you ſang of Patie's mill 
Or Suſy, whom the lad with yellow hair, 5 


So movingly thou'ſt made the am'rous ſwain, 5 


Thou'ſt made in ſoft and pleaſing notes prefer 

To nymphs leſs handſome, conſtant, gay, and fair, 
In lovely ſtrains kind Nancy you addreſs, 

And make fond Willy his coy Jean poſſeſs: 

Which done, thou'ſt bleſt the lad io Nelly's arms, 

Who long had abſent been midſt dire alarms, 

And artfully you've plac'd within the grove, 

Jammie to hear his miſtreſs own her love. ; 
A gentle cure you've found for Strephon's breaſt, 


By ſcornſul Betty long depriv'd of reſt, 


You'd have the glaſs go merrily around, 

To ſhake off care, and render ſleep more ſound, 
Who e'er ſhall ſee, or hath already ſeen, 

Thoſe bony lines call'd Chri/?'s kirk on the green, 

Muſt own that thou haſt, to thy laſting praite, 

Deſery's as well as royal Jams the bays, 


And when the bliſsful pairs you thus have crown'd, 5 
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To Mr Ramſay on bis Poems, > 


Mong other things you've painted to the life, | 
A ſot unactive lying by his wife, 
Which oft 'twixt wedded folks makes woful ſtrife. 
When *gainſt the ſcribbling knaves your pen you drew, 
How didſt thou laſh the vile preſumptuous crew! 
Not much fam'd Butler, who had gone before, 
E'er ridicul'd his knight or Ralpho more; 
So well thou's done it, equal ſmart they feel, 
As if thou'd pierc'd their hearts with killing ſteel, 
They thus ſubdu'd, you in pathetick rhyme 
A ſubje& undertook that's more ſublime, 
By noble thoughts, and words diſcreetly join'd, 
Thou'ft taught me how I may contentment find. 
And when to Addie's fame you touch'd the lyre, 
Thou ſang'ſt like one of the ſeraphick choir, 
So ſmoothly flow thy nat'ral rural ſtrains, 
So ſweetly too, you've made the mournful ſwains 
His death lament, what mortal can forbear 
Shedding, like us, upon his tomb a tear ? 
Go on fam'd bard, thou wonder of our days, 
And crown thy head with never fading bays; 
While grateful Britons do thy lines revere, 
And value, as they ought, their Virgil here, 
J. Bu&CHETs 


To the AUTHOR, 


S once I view'd a rural ſcene, 
With ſummer's ſweets. profuſely wild, 
Such pleaſure ſooth'd my giddy ſenſe, 
I raviſh'd ſtood, while nature ſmil'd. 


Straight I teſolv'd, and choſe a field 
Where all the ſpring I might transfer; 

There ſtood the trees in equal rows, 
Here Flora's pride in one parterre, 


The taſk was done, the ſweets were fled, 
Each plant had loſt its fprightly air, 
As if they grudg'd to be conha'd, 
Qr to their will not matched were, 
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x To Mr Ramſay on his Poems, 


The narrow ſcene diſpleas d my mind, 
Which daily ſtill more homely grew, 
At length I fled the loathed fight, 
And hy'd me to the fields a-new, 


Here nature wanton'd in her prime 
My fancy rang'd the boundleſs waſte; 
Each different fight pleas'd with ſurpriſe, 
I welcom'd back the pleaſures paſt. 


Thus ſome who feel Apollo's rage, 

Would teach their mule her dreſs and time, 
»Till hamper'd fo with rules of art, 

They {mother quite the vital flame, 


They daily chime, the ſame dull tone, 
Their muſe no daring fallies grace, 

But ſtifly held with bit and curb, — 
Keeps heavy trot, tho' equal pace. 


But who takes nature for his rule, 
Shall by her generous bounty ſhine ;; 
His eaſy muſe revels at wall, 
And ſtrikes new wonders every line, 


Keep then, my friend, your native guide, 
Never diſtruſt her plenteous ſtore, 
Ne'er leſs propitious will ſhe prove 
Than now, but, if ſhe can, ſtill more, C. T. 


To Mr ALLAN RAMSAY. 


Oo blindly partiab to my native tongue, 
Fond of the ſmoothneſs of our Engliſh ſong; 
At firſt thy numbers did uncouth appear, 
And ſhock'd the affected niceneſs of the ear, 
Thro' prejudice's eye each page I ſee; 
Tho? all were beauties, none were ſo to me, 
Yet ſham'd at laſt, whilſt all thy genius own, 
To have that genius hid from me alone, | 
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To Mr Ramſay on bis Poems, xi 


Reſolv'd to find, for praiſe or cenſure cauſe, 
Whether to join with all, or all oppoſe, 
Careful I read thee o'er and o'er again; 
At length the uſeful ſearch requites my pain: 
My falſe diſtaſte to inſtant pleaſures turn'd, 
As much I envy as before I fcorn'd; 
And thus the error of my pride to clear, 
I 6gn my honelt recantation here. | 
C. BECKINGHAM, 


To Mr ALLAN Raits Ax, on the Publication of his 
Poems, 


TN Ear Allan, who that hears your ſtrains, 
Can grudye that you ſhould wear the bays, 
When 'tis fo long ſiuce Scotia's plains 
Could boaſt of ſuch melodious lays ! 


What tho” the criticks, ſnarling curs ! 
Cry out, your Pegaſus wants reins z 

Bid them provide themſelves of ſpurs, 
Such riders need not fear their brains, 


A muſe that's healthy, fair, and ſound, 
With noble ardor fearleſs haſtes 
O'er hill and dale; but carpet-ground 
Was ay for tender-footed beaſts, 


E' en let the fuſtain coxcombs chuſe 

Their carpet ground; but the green field 
Was held a walk for Virgil's muſe, 

And Virgil was an unco' chield ! 


Your muſe, upon her native ſtock 
Subſiſting, raiſes thence a name; 
While they are forc'd to pick the lock 
Of other bards, and pilfer fame. 


Oft when I read your joyous lines, 


80 full of pleaſant jeſts and wit, 


| 
0 


| it To Mr Ramſay on his Poems, 


So blyth and gay the humour ſhines, 
It gives me many a merry ſit. 


Then when I hear of Maggy's charms, 
And Koper tholing fair diſdain, 
The bony laſs my boſom warms, 
And mickle I bemoan the ſwain. 


For who can hear the lad complain, 
And not participate and feel 

His artleſs undiſſembled pain, 
Unleſs he has a heart of ſteel, 


But Patie's wiles and cunning arts 
Appeaſe th' imaginary grief, 

Declare him well a clown of parts, 
And bring the wretched wight relief. 


More might be ſaid, but in a friend 
Encomiums ſeem but dull and flat, 

The wiſe approve, but fools commend, 
A Pope's authority for that, 


Elſe certes twere in me unmeet, 
To grudge the muſe's utmoſt force, 
Or ſparein ſuch a cauſe my feet, 


To clinch at leaſt in praiſe of your's. 
JA. ARBUCKLE» 
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T AND, Critic, and before ye read, 
Say, are ye free of party fead ; 
Or of a ſaul ſae ſcrimp and rude, 
To envy every thing that's good? 
And if I ſhould, perhaps by chanee, 
Something that's new and ſmart advance, 
Reſolve ye not with ſcornful ſnuff, 
To ſay 'tis a' confounded ſtuff; 
If that's the caſe, Sir, ſpare your ſpite, 
For, faith, *tis not for you I write: © 
Gae gie your cenſure higher ſcope, 
And Congreve criticiſe, or Pope; 
Young's ſatires, or Swift's merry ſmile, 
Theſe, theſe are writers worth your while, 
On me your talents wad be loſt, 
And tho' you gain a ſimple boaſt; 
I want a reader wha deals fair, 
And not ae real fault will ſpare; 
Yet with good humour will allow 
Me praiſe, whene'er *tis juſtly due: 
Bleſt be fic readers but the reſt 
That are with ſpleen and ſpite oppreſt, 
May bards ariſe to gar them look divine 
To death, with lays the maiſt divine, 
For ſma's the ſkaith they'll get by mine. 
How many, and of various natures, 
Are on this globe the croud of creatures; 
In Mexiconian foreſts fly 
Thouſands that never wing'd our ſky: 
'Mangſt them there's ane of feathers fair, 
That in the muſic bears nae ſkair, 
Ooly an imitating ranter, 
Vor whilk he bears the name of taunter 
Soon as the ſun ſprings frae the eaſt, 
Upon the branch he cocks his creſt, 
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Attentive, when frae bough and ſpray With 
The tunefu? throats ſalute the day: And: 
The brainleſs beau attacks them 47, | The 
No ane eſcapes him great or ſma'; | ; As D. 
Frae ſome he takes the tone and manner, _ 3 Hir 
Frae this a baſs, frae that a tenor, A pat. 
Turns love's ſaft plaint to a dull buſtle, His p: 
And ſprightly airs to a vile whiltle ; And h 
Still labouring thus to counterfeit, Muſin, 
He ſhaws the poorneſs of his wit. The ſ 
Anes, when with echo loud the taunter Of pat 
Tret with contempt ilk native chanter, Ev'n n 
Ane of them ſays we own tis true, Fati 
Few praiſes to our fangs are due; | Happy 
But pray, Sir, lets have ane frae you, . 
| | A eco, 
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MORNING INTERVIEW. mn, 
And rur 
Such billing looks, ſo thick the arrows fy, Go to m 
That tis unſafe to be a ſlander by: And cal. 
Poets approaching fo deſcribe the fight, _ Thus 
Are by their wounds inſtructed how to write, | Roger v 
WALLER, I30- His erra 
- | Renew h 
HEN filent ſhow'rs refreſh the pregnant ſoil, The yiel 
And tender ſallats eat with Tuſcan oil, Through 
Harmopious muſic gladens every grove, E'er this 
While bleating lambkins from their parents rove, The air i 
And o'er the plain the anxious mothers (tray, $ The tray 
Calling their tender care with hoarſer bae. Wy 4 conflic 
Now cheerful Zephyr from the weſtern ſkies | Two | 
With eaſy flight o'er painted meadows flies, Penſive h 
To kiſs his Flora with a gentle air, CE = Arm'd cc 
Who yields to bis embrace, and looks more fair. 10 Thrice vi 
When from debauch with ſp'rituous juice oppreſt, Fluſh'd fi 


The ſons of Bacchus ſtagger home to reſt, 
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With tatted wigs, foul ſnoes, and uncock'd hats, 
And all bedaub'd with ſnuff their looſe cravats. 
The ſun began to ſip the morning dew, 
As Damon from his reſtleſs pillow flew, 
Him late from Celia's cheek a patch did wound, 
A patch high ſeated on the bluſhing round. 
His painful thoughts all night forbid him reſt, 
And he employed that night as one oppreſt; 
Muſing revenge, and how to countermine 
The ſtrongeſt force, and ev'ry deep deſign 
Of patches, fans, of necklaces and rings, 
Ey'n muſic's pow'r, when Celia plays or ſings. 
Fatigu'd with running errands ail the day, 


Happy in want of thought his valet lay, 


Recruiting ſtrength with ſheep His maſter calls, 
He ſtarts with lock'd up eyes, and beats the walls. 
A ſecond thunder rouſes up the fot, 

He yawns and murmurs curſes thro” his throat: 
Stockings awry, and breeches knees unlac'd, 

And buttons do miſtake their holes for haſte, 

His maſter raves, —cries, Roger, make diſpatch, 


Time flies apace, He frown'd, and Igok'd his watch: 


Haſte, do my wig, ty't with the careleſs knots, 
And run to Civet's, let him fill my box, 

Go to my laundreſs, ſee what makes her lay, 

And call a coach and barber in your way. 
Thus orders juſtle orders in a throng : 

Roger with laden mem'ry trots along. 

His errands done; with bruſhes next he muſt 

Renew his toil amidſt perfuming duſt; 

The yielding comb he leads with artful care, 
Through crook'd meanders of the flaxen hair: 
E'er this perform'd he's almoſt choak'd to death, 

The air is thicken'd, and he pants for breath, 
The trav'ler thus in the Numidian plains, 

A conflict with the driving ſands ſuſtains. 

Two hours are paſt, and Damon is equipt, 
Penſive he (talks, and meditates the fight: 
Arm'd cap-a-pee, in dreſs a killing beau, 
Thrice view'd his glaſs, and thrice reſolv'd to go, 
Fluſh'd full of hope to overcome his foe, 
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His early pray'rs were all to Paphos ſent, 

That Jove's ſea daughter wou'd give her conſent: 
Cry'd, Send thy little ſon unto my aid, 4 
Then took his hat, tript out, and no more ſaid. 

What lofty thoughts do ſometimes puſh a man 
Beyond the verge of his own native {pan ! => 
Keep low thy thoughts, frail clay, nor boaſt thy pow'r 
Fate will be fate: and fince-there's nothing fure, - + 
Vex not thyſelf too much, but catch th' auſpicious hour. 
The tow'ring lark had thrice his mattins ſung, 
And thrice were bells for pious ſervice rung. 
In plaids wrap'd up, prudes throng the ſacred dome, 6g 
And leave the ſpacious petticoat at home: 
While ſofteſt dreams ſeal'd up fair Celia's eyes, 
She dreams of Damon, and forgets to riſe. 
A ſportive Sylph contrives the ſubtile fnare ; [ 
Sylphs know the charming baits which catch the fair; 70 
She ſhews him handſome, brawny, rich, and young, 
With ſnuff box, cane, and ſword knot finely hung, 
Well ſkill'd in airs of dangle, toſs, and rap, 
Thoſe graces which the tender hearts entrap. 

Where Aulus oſt makes law for juſtice pats, 
And CHarLEsS's ſtatue ſtands in laſting braſs, 

Amidſt a lofty ſquare which ſtrikes the ſight, 

With ſpacious fabrics of ſtupendous height; 
Whoſe ſublime roofs in clouds advance fo high, 
They ſeem the watch tow'rs of the nether ſky; 89 
Where once, alas ! where once the three ellates L 
Of Scotland's parliament held free debates : 
Here Celia dwelt, and here did Damon move, 
Preſs'd by his rigid fate, and raging love. 

To her apartment ſtraight the daring ſwain 85 
Approach'd, and ſoftly knock'd, nor knock'd in vain. 
The nymph new wak'd ſtarts from the lazy down, 
And rolls her gentle limbs in morning-gown: 

But half awake ſhe judges it mult be 

Frankalia come to take her morning tea; 90 
Cries, welcome, couſin, But ſhe ſoon began 

To change her viſage when ſhe ſaw a man: 

Her unfix'd eyes with various turnings range, 


And pale ſurprize to modeſt red exchange: 
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Doubtful twixt modeſty and love ſhe ſtands, 95 
Then aſk'd the bold impertinent's demands. 

Her ſtrokes are doubled, and the youth now found 

His pains increaſe, and open ev'ry wound. 

Who can deſcribe the charms of looſe attire ? 


Who can reſiſt the flames with which they fire ? 100 


Ah, barbarous maid ! he cries, ſure native charms 
Are too too much, why then ſuch ſtore of arms? 
>» ag I come, prompt by th? uneaſy pains 
Caus'd by a wound from you, and want revenge: 


A borrowed pow'r was poſted on a charm; 195. 


A patch, dama'd patch! can patches work ſuch harm? 

He ſaid, then threw a bomb, lay hid within 
Love's mortar piece, the dimple of his chin : 
It miſs'd for once, ſhe lifted up her head, 
And bluſh'd a imile that almoſt ſtruck him dead, 119 
Then cunniggly retir'd, but he purſu'd 
Near to the toilet, where the war renew'd, 
Thus the great Fabius often gain'd the day 
O'er Hannibal, by frequent giving way: 
So warlike Bruce and Wallace ſometimes deign'd 115 
To ſeem defeat, yet certain conquelt gain'd. 

Thus was he led in midit of Celia's room, 
Speechleſs he ſtood, and waited for his doom: 
Words were but vain, he ſcarce could uſe his breath, 
As round he view'd the implements of death, 120 
Her dreadful arms in careleſs heaps were laid 
In gay diſorder round her tumbled bed: 
He oſten to the ſoft retreat would ſtare, 
Still wiſhing he might give the battle there. 
Stunn'd with the thought, his wand' ring looks did Ws. 


\ 


To where lac'd ſhoes and her filk ſtockings lay, 

And garters which are never ſeen by day. 

His dazl'd eyes almoſt deſerted light, 

No man before had ever got the fight : 

A lady's garters, earth ! their very name, 130 
Though yet unſeen, ſets all the foul on flame, 

The royal Ned knew well their mighty charms, 

Elle he'd ne'er hoop'd one round the Engliſh arms. 


| 132 The royal Ned.] Edward III. king of Eoglaud, who eſſa - 
blilked the molt honourable Order of the Garter, 
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Let barb'rous honours crown the ſword and lance, 
Thou next their king does Britifa Knights en 5 
O GARTEN I Honi ſoit qui maly penſe. | 

O who can all theſe hidden turns relate, 
That do attend on a raſh lover's fate! 
In deep diſtreſs the youth turn'd'up his eyes, 
As if to aſk aſſiſtance from the ſkies, 140 
The petticoat was hanging on a pin, | 
Which the unlucky ſwain ſtar'd up within; 
His curious eyes too daringly did rove, 
Around this oval conic vauit of love: 
Himſelf alone can tell the pain he found, 145 
While his wild ſight ſurvey'd forbidden ground. 
He view'd the ten fold fence, and gave a groan, 
His trembling limbs beſpoke his courage gone: 
Stupid and pale he ſtood, like ſtatue dumb, 
The amber ſnuff dropt from his careleſs thumb. 150 
Be ſilent here, my muſe, and ſhun a plea, 
May riſe betwixt old Bickerſtaff and me, 5 
For none may touch a petticdat but he. 

Damon thus foil'd breath'd with a dying tone, 


* Aſliſt, ye pow'rs of love, elſe I am gone.“ 157 


The ardent pray'r ſoon reach'd the Cyprian grove, 
Heard and accepted by the Queen of love. 


Who 'midſt his dread artillery did lie 
Of Flanders lace, and {traps of curious dye. 
On India muſlin ſhades the God did loll, 
His head reclin'd upon a tinſy roll. 
The mother goddeſs thus her ſon beſpoke, 
Thou mult, my boy, aſſume the ſhape of Shock, 


Fate was propitious too, her ſon was by, 5 
160 


Abd leap to Celia's lap, whence thou may fp 165 


Thy paw up to her breaſt, and reach her lip; 
« Strike deep thy charms, thy pow'rful art diſplay, 
To make young Damon conqueror to day. 
* Thou need not bluſh to change thy ſhape, ſince Jove 
© Try'd moſt of brutal forms to gain his love; 179 
« Who that he might his loud Saturnia eull, 
For fair Europa's ſake inform'd a bull. 2 
She ſpoke—Not quicker does the lamp of day 


Dart on the. mountain tops a gilded ray, 
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Sivifter than light'ning flies before the clap, 
From Cyprus iſle he reached Celia's lap; 
Now fawns, now wags his tail, and licks her arm; 
She hugs him to her brealt, nor dreads the harm, 
So in Aſcanius* ſhape, the God unſeen, 
Of old deceiy'd the Carthaginian queen. 

So now the ſubtile pow'r his time eſpies, 
And threw two barbed darts in Cehia's eyes: 
Many were broke before he cou'd ſueceed; 
But that of gold flew whizziag through her head: 
Theſe were his laſt reſerve. When others fail, 
Then the refulgent metal mult prevail. 
Pleaſure produc'd by money now appears, 
Coaches and fix run rattling in her ears, 
O liv'ry-men ! attendants ! houtehold-plate! 
Court-poſts and viſits! pompous air and (tate ! 
How can your ſplendor eaſy acceſs find, 
And. gently captivate the fair one's mind ? 
Succeſs attends, Cupid has play'd his part, 
And ſunk the pow'rtul venom to her heart, 
She cou'd no more, ſhe's catched in the ſnare; 
Sighing ſhe fainted in her eaſy chair. 
No more the fanguine itreams in bluſhes glow, 


But to ſupport the heart all inward flow, 


Leaving the cheek as cold and white as ſnow; 
Thus Celia fell, or rather thus did rife; 

Thus Damon made, or elle was made a prize; 
For both were conquerors, aud both did yield; 
Firſt ſhe, now he, is maſter of the field, 

Now he reſumes freth life, abandons fear, 
Jumps to his limbs, and does more gay appear, 
Not gaming heir when his rich parent dies; 

Not zealot reading Hackney's party-lies ; 
Not ſoft fifteen on her ſeet - waſhing night; 


Not poet when his muſe ſublimes her flight; 


Not an old maid for ſome young beauty's fall; 
Not the long tending Stibler at his call; 

Not huſbandman in drought when rain deſcends; 
Not miſs when Limberham his purſe extends, 


211 Stibler.] A probationer; 
213 Linbetham. ] A kind keepers 
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E'er knew ſuch raptures as this joyful ſwain, 
When yielding dying Celia calm'd his pain. 
The rapid joys now in ſuch torrents roul, 
That ſcarce his organs can retain his ſoul, 
Victor he's gen'rous, courts the fair's eſteem, 
And takes a baſon fill'd with limpid ſtream, 
Then from his fingers form'd an artful rain, 220 
Which rouz'd the dormant ſpirits of her brain, 6 
And made the purple channels flow again. 
She lives, he ſings; ſhe ſmiles, and looks more tame: 
Now peace and friendſhip is the only theme. 
The muſe owns freely here ſhe does not know 225) 
If language palſs'd between the belle and beau, 5 
Or if in courtſhip ſuch uſe words or no. 
But, ſure it is, there was a parley beat, 
Aud mutual love finiſh'd the proud debate. 
Then to complete the peace and ſeal the bliſs, 
He for a diamond ring receiv'd a kiſs 
Of her ſoft hand —Next the alpiring youth, 
With eager tranſports preſs'd her glowing mouth, 
So by degrees the eagles teach their young 
To mount on high and (tare upon the ſun. 
A ſumptuous entertainment crowns the war, 
And all rich requiſites are brought from far. 
The table boaſts its being from Japan, 
Th' ingenious work of ſome great artiſan, 
China, where potters coarſeſt mould refine, 
That rays through the tranſparent veſſels ſhine; 
The coltly plates and diſhes are from thence, 
And Amazonia mult her ſweets diſpenſe ; 
To her warm banks our veſſels cut the main, 
For the ſweet product of her luſcious cane. 
Here Scotia does no coſtly tribute bring, 
Only ſome kettles full of Todian ſpring, 
Where Indus and the double Ganges flow, 
On odorif'rous plains the leaves do grow, 
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2275 Uſe words.] It being alledged that the cloquence of this 


ſpecies lies in the elegance of dreſs. , 
243 Amazonia,] A famous river in South America, whence we 
have our ſugar. 
247 Todian ſpring Tod's well, which ſupplies the city with 
water. £ E | 
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Chief of the treat, a plant the boaſt of fame, 250 
Sometimes call'd Green, Bohea's its greater name, | 
O happielt of heros! Who would not be 
Pythagoriz'd into the form of thee, 
And with high traufports/ act the part of Tea! 


4 EK ſſes on thee the haughty belles beſtow, 255 


While in thy ſteams their coral lips do glow 
Thy virtues and thy flavour they commend, 
Whulc men, even beaux, with parched lips attend, 


EPILOGUE. 
HE curtain's drawn; now gen'rous reader ſay, 
-$ Have ye not read worſe numbers in a play? 260 
Sure here 1s plot, place, character and time, 


Ali /moothly wrought in good firm Britiſh rhyme. 


1 own 'tis but a jamfle of my lays, : 


Which aſks the civil ſanction of your praiſe. 


Beſtow't with freedom, let your praiſe be ample, 265 
And I myſelf will ſhow you good example, 

Keep up your face, alths* dull critics ſquint, 

And cry, with empty nod, There's nothiog in't: 

They only mean there's nothing they can uſe ; 


Becauſe they find moſt whers there's moſt refuſe. 270 


: 
—— . ̃ . . 


Elegy en MaGGy Jonxs TON, who died anno 1711. 


ULD REER T, mouro in ſable hue, | 
Let fouth of tears dreep like May dew; 
To braw tippony bid adieu, 
Which we with greed 
Bended as faſt as ſhe cou'd brew, 
But ah ! ſhe's dead, 


Maggy Johnſton lived about a mile ſouthward of Edinburgh, kept 
a litfle farm, and had a particular art of brewing a ſmall ſort of ale, 
agreeable to the taſte, very white, clear, and intoxicating, which made 
people, who laved to have a good penny-worth for their money, be 


her frequent cuſtomers. And many others of every ſtation, ſome- 
times for diverſion, thought it no affront to be {cen in barn or yard. 


1 Auld Recky.] A name the country people give £dinburgh from 
the cloud of ſmoak or reck that is always impendiug over its 
3 To braw tippony.] She ſold the Scots pint, which is near tue 


[quarts Engliſh, far two pence. 


10 nee 


To tell the truth, now Maggy dang, 
Of cuſtomers ſhe had a bang; 
For lairds and ſouters a' did gang 
| To drink bedeen : 
- The barn and yard was aft ſae thrang, 
We took the green, 13 


And there by dizens we lay down, 
Syne ſweetly ca'd the healths around, 
To bonny laſſes black or brown, 
As we loo'd beſt; 
In bumpers we dull cares did drown, 
And took our reſt, | 18 


When in our pouch we fand ſome clinks, 
And took a turn o'er Bruntsfield Links, 
Aften in Maggy's at hy- jionks, 

We guzl'd ſcuds, 


7 Maggy dang.] He dings, or dang, is a phraſe which means to 
excel or get the better 8 
20 Brumtsfield-Links] Fields between Edinburgh and Magpy's, 
wh re the citizens commonly play at the gouf. 
a1 Hy-pioks.] A drunken game, or new project to drink and be 
rich; thus, the queff or cup is filled to the brim, then one of the 
company takes a pair of dice, and after crying hy-jinks, he throws 
them out: the number he caſts up points out the perſon muſt drink, 
be who threw, beginning at himſelf number one, and ſo round till 
the number of the perſon agree with that of the dice, (which may 
fall upon himſelf if the number be within twelve; then he ſets the 
dice to him, or bids him take them: he on whom they fall is obliged 
to drink, or pay a ſmall forfeiture in money; tnen throws, and fo 
on; but if he forgets to cry hy-jinks he pays a forfeiture into the 
bank: now he on whom it falls to drink, if there be any thing in 
bank worth drawing, gets all if he drinks: then with a great deal of 
caution he emptics his cup, ſweeps up the money, and orders the cup 
to be filled again, and then throws; for if he err in the articles, he loſes 
the privilege of drawing the money. The articles arc, (1) Drink, 
(2) Draw, (3) Fill, (4) Cry hy-jinks, (5) Count jaſt, (6) Chuſe your 
duvblet, man, viz. when two equal numbers of the dice is thrown, the 
| perſon whom you chuſe mult pay a double of the common forfeiture, 
and ſo muſt you when the dice is in his hand. A rare project this, and 
no bubble I can aſſure you; for a covetous fellow my ſave money, 
and get himſelf as drunk as he can deſire in leſs than an hom's 
time, — 
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*Till we cou'd ſcarce, wi' hale out drinks, 
Caſt aff our duds, 


We drank and drew, and fill'd again, 
O wow but we were blyth and fain! 
When ony had their count miltain, 

O it was nice, 
To hear us a' cry. Pike ye' r bain 
And ſpell ye'r dice.” 


Fou cloſs we us'd to drink and rant, 
Until we did baith glow'r and gaunt, 


L fa piſn and ſpew, and yeſk and maunt, 


Right ſwaſh I true; 


'$ 'T hen of auld ſtories we did cane 


; 
* . 


9 &* 
* 
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Whan we were fou. 


Whan we were weary'd at the gowff, 


Then Maggy Johnſton's was our howff; 
Now a' our gameſters may fit dowff, 


Wi' hearts like lead, 
| Death wi” his rung rax'd her a youff, 
And ſae ſhe died. 


Maun we be forc'd thy kill to tine, 
For which we will right fair repine ? 
* haſt thou left to bairns of thine 
The pauky knack 


Of brewing ale amaiſt like wine, 


4 


That gar'd us crack, 


Sae brawly did a peaſe ſcon toaſt 
Zi: i' the queff, and flie the froſt; 
& There we gat fou wi' little coſt, 
And muckle ſpeed; 


Now wae worth death, our ſports a“ loſt, 


Since Maggy's dead, 


41 Rax'] her a yowff.] Reach'd her a blow. 


29 Pike ye'r bain,] Is a cant phraſe, when one leaves a little ia 
the cup. he is adviſed to pike his bone, i. e. drink it clean out. 


$9 Flie the froſt.] Or, fright the froſt or coldneſs out of it, 


24 


30 


26 


42 


54 


Ae ſimmer night I was ſae fou, 
Amang the riggs I gaed to ſpew; 
dyne down on a green bawk, I trow, 

| I took a nap, 
Ard ſoucht a' night balillilow, 
As ſound's a tap. 


And whan the dawn begoud to glow, 


I hirſl'd up my dizzy pow, 
Frae *mang th+ corn like wirricow, 
| Wi' bains ſae fair, 
And ken'd nae mair than if a ew 
How I came there, 


Some ſaid it was the pith of broom 
That ſhe ſtow'd in her maſking loom, 
Which in our heads rais'd fic a foom ; 

Or ſome wild ſeed, 
Which aft the chaping ſtoup did toom, 
But fill 'd our head, 


But now, ſince 'tis ſae that we mult 
Not in the beſt ale put our truſt, 
But whan we're auld return to duſt, 
Without remead, 
Why ſhou'd we tak it in diſpuſt 
| That Maggy's dead. 


Of warldly comforts ſhe was rife, 
And liv'd a lang and hearty life, 
Right free of care, or toil, or ſtrife, 

Till ſhe was ſtale, 
And ken'd to be a kanny wife 
At brewing ale. 


55 Ae ſimmer night, &c.] The two following ſtanzas are a true 


Ing for a long 


narrative. 


On that lid place where I 'maiſt brake my bains, 


To be a warning I ſet up twa ſtains, 


That nane may venture there as I have done 
Unleſs wi' froſted nails he clink'd his ſnoon. 
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Then farewel, Maggy douce and fell, 
Of brewers a' thou boor the bell; 

Let a' thy goſhes yelp and yell, 

And without feed, 


* Gueſs whether ye're in heav'n or hell, 
660 They're ſure ye're dead. 90 
EPITAP H. 


O rare MAGGy JOHNSTON. 
_ DO. oa oo gp. ocoocco —— —ͤ—Ern8 22 


1 Elegy on Join CowPER, Kirk-Treafurer's Man, 
| anno 1714. 


Wairn ye a' to greet and drone, 
I John Cowper's dead, Ohon! Ohon! 
To ſill his poit alake there's none, 
| That with fic ſpeed 
92 Fl Cou'd fa'r ſculdudry out like John, 
1 But now he's dead, 6 


1 He was right nacky in his way, 
g And eydent baitk be night and day, 


| 'Tis neceſſary for the illuſtration of this elegy to ſtrangers, to let 
them a little into the hiſtory of the kirk-treaſurer and his man, 
„The treaſurer is choſen every year, a citizen reſpected for riches 
and honeſty; he is veſted with an abſolute power to ſeize and im- 
2 priſon the girls that are too impatient to have on their green gown 
before it be hem'd; them ne ſtrictly examines, but no liberty to be 
= granted till a fair account be given of theſe perſons they have obliged: 
it mult be ſo; a liſt is frequently given, ſometimes of a dozen or there- 
by of married or unmarried unfair traders whom they ſecretly aſſiſted 
in running their goods; theſe his lordſhip makes pay to ſome purpoſe, 
= according to their ability, for the uſe of the poor: if the lads be ob- 
ſtreperous, the kirk-ſefſions, and, worſt of all, the ſtool of repentance 

is threatened, a puniſhment which few of any ſpirit can bear. 
I be treaſurer, being changed every year, never comes to be per- 
fectly acquainted with the affair; but their general ſervant continu= 
ing for a long time, is more expert at diſcovering ſuch perſons, and 
. the places of their reſort, which makes him capable to do himſelf 
| and cuſtomers both a good or ill turn. John Cowper maintained 

this poſt with activity and good ſucceſs for ſeveral years, 

5 Sa'r ſculdudry } In alluſion to a ſcent dog, Sa'r from ſavour of 
ſmell: Sculdudry, a name commonly given to whoring. | 
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He wi' the lads his part could play, 


When right ſair fleed, 


He gart them good bill ſiller pay, 
But now he's dead. 


Of whore hunting he gat his fill, 
And made be't mony pint and pill: 
Of his braw poſt he thought nae ill, 

Nor did nae need, 
Now they may mak a kirk and mill 
O't, ſince he's dead, 


Altho' he was nae man of weir, 
Yet mony a ane, wr quaking fear, 
Durſt ſcarce afore his face appear, 

But hide their head; 
The wylie carle he gather'd gear, 
And yet he's dead, 


Ay now, to ſome part far awa, 
Alas he's gane and left it a'! 
May be to ſome fad whilliwha 

O' fremit blood, 
'Tis an ill wind that dis na blaw 
Some body good, 


Fy upon death, he was to blame 
To whirle poor John to his lang hame: 
But tho” his arſe be cauld, yet fame, 
Wi' tout of trumpet, 
Shall tell how Cowper's awfou name 
Cou'd flie a (trumpet, 


He ken'd the bawds and louns fou well, 
And where they us'd to rant and reel, 
He paukily on them cou'd ſteal, 
And ſpoil their ſport; 


11 Bill: ſiller.] Bull- ſilver. 
She ſaw the Cow well ſerv'd, and took a Grat. Gay, 


27 Whilliwha o' fremit blocd.} Hhbilliwha is a kind of an infi- 
nuating deceitful fellow: fremit blood, not- a· kin, becauſe he had then 


no legitimate heirs of his own body, 
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K 15 
Aft did they wiſh the muckle de'il 
Might take him for't. 42 


But ne'er a ane of them he ſpar'd, 
E'en though there was a drunken Jaird 
To draw his ſword, and make a faird 
In their defence, 
John quietly put them in the guard 
To learn mair ſenſe. 48 


There maun they lye till ſober grown, 
The lad neilt day his fault maun own; 
And to keep a'things huſh and low'n, 
He minds the poor, 
Syne after a' his ready's ſhown, 
He damas the whore. 54 


And ſhe, poor jade, withoutten din, 
Is ſent to Leith-wyad-fit to ſpin, 
With heavy heart, and cleathing thin, 
And hungry wame, 
And ilky month a well paid ſkin 
To mak her tame, 60 


But now they may ſcoure up and down, 
And ſafely gang their wakes arown, 
Spreading their claps throw a' the town, 
But fear or dread; 
For that great kow to bawd and lown, 
John Cowper's dead. 66 


Shame faw ye'r chandler chafts, O death, 
For {tapping of John Cowper's breath; 
The loſs of him is public ſkaith: 
I dare well ſay, 


45 Make a faird.] A buſtle like a bully, 

32 He minds the poor.] Pays huſh money to the treaſurer, 

$6 Leith-wynd-fit.] The houſe of correction at the foot of Leith- 
wynd, ſuch as Bridewell in London. 

67 Chandler chafts.] Lean or meager cheeked, when the bones 


appear like the ſides or corners of a candleſtic, which in Scots we 
call a chandler, 


C 2 


16 . 


To quat the grip he was right laith 
This mony a day. 


oreli r. 
F umquhile John to lie or bann, 
O Shaws but ill will, and looks right ſhan, 
But ſome tell odd tales of the man, 
For fifty head 
Can gi'e their aith they've ſeen him gawn 
Since he was dead. 


72 


Keek but up throw the Stinking Stile, 
On Sunday morning a wee while, 
At the kirk door, out frae an iſle, 
It will appear; 
But tak good tent ye dinna file 
Ye'r breeks for fear, 


For well we wat it is his ghaiſt; 
Wow, wad ſome fouk that can do't beſt 
Speak till't, and hear what it confelt ; 

'Tis a good deed 
To ſend a wand'ring ſaul to reſt 

Amang tbe dead, 90 
r —->o-so0ccoeo-ss 
Elegy on * Lucky Wood in the Canongate, May 1717. 


Cannigate ! poor elritch hole. 
What loſs, what croſſes does thou thole! 


London and death gars thee look drole, 
And hing thy head; 


77 Seen him gawn.] The common people when they tell their 
tales of phoſts appearing, they ſay, he has been ſeen gawn or ſtalking, 

79 Stinking Stile.] Oppoſite to this place is the door of the church 
whic:: be attends, being a beadle. 

86 Wow, wad ſome foik that can do't beſt.] 'Tis another vul- 
gar notion, that a ghoſt will not be laid to reſt, till ſome prieſt ſpeak 
to it, and get account what diſturbs it, 

* Lucky Wood kept an ale. houſ- in the Canongate, was much 
reſpected for hoſpitality, honeſty, and the neatneſs both of ber per- 


ſon and houſe. 


3 London and death.] The place of her reſidence being the great | 
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Wow, but thou has e en a cauld coal 
To blaw indeed. 6 


Hear me ye hills, and every glen, 
Ilk craig, ilk cleugh, and hollow den, 
And echo ſhrill, that a' may ken 
The waefou thud 
Be rackleſs death, wha came unſeen 
To Lucky Wood. 12 


She's dead o'er true, ſhe's dead and gane, 
Left us and Willie, burd alane, 
To bleer and greet, to fob and mane, 
And rugg our hair, 
Becauſe we'll ne'er fee her again 
For ever mair, 18 


She gae'd as fait as a new prin, 
And kept her houſie ſnod and been; 
Her peuther glanc'd upo' your een 
Like filler plate ; 
She was a donhe wife and clean, 
Without debate, 24 


It did ane good to ſee her ſtools, 
Her boord, fire ſide, and facing tools 
Rax, chandlers, tangs, and fire-ſhools, 
Baſket wi' bread, 
Poor Facers now may chew pea hools, 
Since Lucky's dead, 30 


eſt ſuſſerer by the loſs of our members of parliament, which London 
now enjoys. many of them having their houſes there, being the ſu- 
burb of Edinburgh neareſt the King's palace; this with the death of 
Lueky Wood are ſufficient to make the place ruinous. 

11 Came unſeen.] Or unſent for. There's nothing extraordinary 
in this, it being his common cuſtom, except in me few inſtances of 
late ſince the falling of the bubbles, i. e. South- Sea adventurers. 

14 Wille ] Her huſb»nd William Wood. 

26 Facing tools.] Stoups, or pots, and cups, ſo called from the 
Facers See l. 29. 

29 Poor Facers.] The Facers were a club of fair drinkers who in- 
elined rather to (ſpend a ſhilling on ale than two pence for meat: 
they had their name from a rule which they obſerved of obliging 
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She ne'er gae in a lawin fauſe, 


Nor ſtoups a froath aboon the hauſe, 


Nor kept dow'd tip within her waws, 
But reaming ſwats; 
She ne'er ran ſour jute, becauſe 
It gees the batts, 36 


She had the gate ſae well to pleaſe, 
With gratis beef, dry fiſh, or cheeſe, 
Which kept our purſes ay at eaſe, 
And health in tift, 
And lent her freſh nine gallon trees 
A hearty hift, 42 


She ga'e us aft hail legs o' lamb, 
And did nae hain her mutton ham; 
Than ay at Yule, when e'er we came, 
A braw gooſe pye; 
And was na that good belly baum? 
Nane dare deny. 48 


The writer lads fow well may mind her, 
Furthy was ſhe, her luck deſign'd her 
Their common mither, ſure nane kinder 
Ever brake bread; 
She has na left her mak behind her, 
But now ſhe's dead, 34 


To the ſma' hours we aft ſat ſtill, 
Nick'd round our toaſts and ſniſhing mill; 
Good cakes we wanted ne'er at will, 

The belt of bread ; 
Which aften coſt us mony a gill 


To Aikenhead. 60 


| themſelves to throw all they left in the cup in their own faces; 


wherefore, to ſave their face and — they prudently ſuck'd 
the liquor clean out, 

31 She nc'er gae in, &c.] All this verſe is a fine picture of an 
honeſt ale-ſeller; a rarity. 

60 To Aikenhead,} The Nether-bow porter, to whom Lucky's 


cuſtomers were often obliged for opening the port for them, whey | 


they itaid out till the ſmall hours after midnight. 
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f Con'd our ſaut tears like Clyde down rin, 
And had we cheeks like Corra's lin, 
That a' the warld might hear the din 


71 Rair frae ilk head; 

She was the wale of a' her kin, 

. But now ſhe's dead. 66 
s O Lucky Wood, *tis hard to bear 


The loſs; but Oh! we maun forbear : 

Vet fall thy memory be dear 

Ito While blooms a tree, 

And after ages bairns will ſpear 

Bout thee and me. 72 


1 


ENEATH this ſod 
Lies Lucky WoonD, 
Whom a men might put faith in ; 
Wha was na faweer, 
While ſhe winn'd here, 


To cramm our wames for naithing, 73 
1 
| OO DOOD DO DO SDSDeeeoeoAecosCco>oaece 
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* Lucky SPENCE's {aff Advice. 


þ Hret 1imes the carline grain'd and rifled, 
, Then ſrae the cod her pow ſhe lified, 
In bawady policy wel. giſ tei, 
: When ſhe now faun, 
7 That death nae langer wad be ſhifted, 
! She thus began : 6 


* 
a 


ww 


MV loving laſſes, I maun leave ye, 
But dinna wi' your greeting grieve me, 


62 Like Corra's lin.] A very high precipice nigh Lanerk, over 
which the river of Clyde falls, making a great noiſe, which is heard 
ome miles off. 

| * Lueky Spence, a famous bawd who flouriſhed for ſeveral years 


if about the begirnirg of the cighteenth century: ſhe had her Icdgings 
Incar Holyrood houſe; ſhe made many a benefit night to herſelt, by 
putting a trade in the hands of young laſſes that had a little pert» 
neſs, ſtrong paſſions, abundance of laaineſs, and no fore-thought, * 
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Nor wi' your draunts and droning deave me, ö Wha often 
But bring's a gill; F 
For faith, my bairns, ye may believe me, Gar the ki 
'Tis *gainſt my will, 12 
O black ey'd Beſs and mim mou'd Meg, But dau 
O'er good to work or yet to beg; Free for tl 
Lay ſunkots up for a fair leg, T To gee th; 
For when ye fail, 55 
Ye” r face will not be worth a feg, They 'll riv 
Nor yet ye 'r tail, 18 
] AVhan e'er ye meet a fool that's fou, There's 
j That ye're a maiden gar him trow, | That curit 
| Seem nice, but (tick to him like glew; Vild hangy 
\ And whan ſet down, | 
if Drive at the jango till he ſpew, Enough to 
| Syne he'll ſleep ſoun. 24 
} Whan he's aſleep, then dive and catch Nane gat! 
| His ready caſh, his rings or watch; IIK pleaſure 
= And gin he likes to light his match 2 Suppole ther 
=_ At your ſpunk box, ; 
1 Hh Ne'er ſtand to let the fumbling wretch * E'en learn t. 
. E'en take the pox. 30 
\ i Cleck a' ye can be hook or crook, Forby, my 
= Ryp ilky poutch frae nook to nook ; T Ye'r milk. wi 
Be {ure to truff his pocket book; Whan jet-bl; 


Saxty pounds Scots 


Is nae deaf nits; in little bouk 
Lie great bavk notes, 36 


To get amends of whindging fools, 
That's frighted for repenting-itools, 


13 Mim mou'd.] Expreſſes an affected modeſty, by a preciſeneſs 
abovt the mouth, 

27 Light his match, &c.] I could give a large annotation on this 
ſentence, but do not incline to explain every thing, leſt I diſoblige FF 
fut ure critics, by leaving them nothing to do. 

35 Is nac deaf nits.] Or empty nuts; this is a negative manner | 
of ſaying a thing is ſubſtantial, | 4 
37 To get amends. ] To be revenged. Of wkindging fools.] Fel- 


Hanctity, who lon 
40 Gar the l 
trealurer. Hale 
hat gains the gc 
Uraws the (take. 

44 Cutty ſtou 
51 Hangy's t 
are whipt by the 
£4 But what'l 
others, cannot be 


I2 


18 


24 


30 


36 


ſeneſs 


mn this 
oblige 


J Fel- - 


1 P OE M 8, 21 


ö Wha often, whan their metal cools, 
: Turn ſweer to pay, 
Sar the kirk boxie hale the dools 
a Anither day. 42 


But dawt red coats, and let them ſcoup, 
Free for the tou of cutty ſtoup; 


To gee them up, ye need na hope 


x E'er to do well: 
| | They'l rive ye'r brats and kick your doup, 
| And play the deel, 48 


There's ae ſair croſs attends the craft, 
Tbat curit correction houſe, where att 


= Vild hangy's taz ye'r riggings ſaft 


Makes black and blae, 
Enough to pit a body daft; 
But whart'll ye ſay. 54 


» Nane gathers gear withoutten care, 
74 1 Iik pleaſure has of pain a ſkare; 


* Suppole then they tkould tirle ye bare, 
; And par Je ſike, 
E'en learn to thole; tis very fair 
Ye're nibour like, 60 


Forby, my looves, count upo' loſſes, 


. Ye'r milk-white teeth and cheeks like roſes, 
2 Whan jet-black hair and brigs of noles 


Faw down wi' dads 


4 To keep your hearts up *neath fic croſſes, 


Set up tor bawds, 66 


Wows who wear the wrong ſide of their faces outmoſt, pretenders to 


Wanttity, who love to be imuggling in a corner. 

40 Gar the kirk boxie hale the dools.] Delate them to the kirk» 
trealurer. Hale the dools is a phraſe uſed at foot ball, where the party 
chat gains the goal or dool is ſaid to halc it or win the game, and ſo 
draus the (take. 

44 Cutty ſtoup.] Little pot, 4. e. a gill of brandy. 

51 Hangy's taz] If they perform not the talk aſſigned them they 


anner are whipt by the hangman. 


34 But what'll ye lay.] The emphaſis of this phraſe, like many 
dthers, cannot be underitood but by a native. 
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i well · criſn'd loofs I hae been canty, 
Whan e'er the lads wad fain ha'e faun t'ye, 
To try the auld game Taunty Kaunty, 

Like coolers keen, 
They took advice of me your aunty, 
If ye were clean, 


Then up I took my filler ca' 
And whiſtl'd benn whiles ane whiles twa 
Roun'd in his loug, that there was a 
| Poor country Kate, 
As baleſome as the wall of Spaw, 
But unka blate. 


Sae whan e' er company came in, 
And were upo' a merry pin, 
I ſlade away wi' little din, 
And muckle menſe, 
Left conſcience judge it was a' ane 
To Lucky Spence, 


My benniſon come on good doers, 
Who ſpend their caſh on bawds and whores z 


May they ne'er want the wale of cures 


For a fair ſnout: 
Foul fa' the quacks wha that fire ſmoors, 
And puts nae out, 


My maliſon light ilka day 
On them that drink and dinna pay, 
But tak a ſnack and rin away; 
May't be therr hap 


72 


74 And whiſtPd benn ] But and benn ſignify different ends or 
rooms of a houte : to gang but and benn is to go trom one cud of the 


houſe to the other. : 
75 Roun'd in his lug.] Whiſper'd in his ear. 


83 Left conſcience judge] It was her uſual way of vindicating 
herſelt' to tell ye, When company came to her houſe, could the be 


betucen GoD and their conſcience be't. 


ſo uncivil as to turn them out? If they did any bad thing, laid ſhe, 


Never to war 


Laſs gi'e u 
<A mutchken, 
Let death ſyt 


9 ſlip away 


Te Life and 


The fan, 
Who gar 
A! till 
Tho bai 
He 12090 
| The bro 
4 And jai 


( 


And the 
At brida 


N ſonnet ſle 

His rare e 
Vha flaid the 
\ 


| Vha lang lac 
4 


Kinghorn m 
hat lighted ! 
Fha gart the 
- 3 
Vo ice his ſao 
f 


Weeds and 
ö equally. part c- 


88 Fire ſmoors.] Such quacks as bind up the external ſymptoms } Dun pirny, fron 


of the pox, and drive it inward to the ſtropy hylds, wh. nee it is not 


ſo caſily expelled, 


the lhuttle. 


72 


78 


90 i 


o r * 
r 0 
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pp 


Never to want a gonorrhaca, 


5 


Or rotten clap, 96 


Laſs gi'e us in anither gill, 
A mutchken, jo, let's tak our fill; 
Let death ſyne regiſtrate his bill 
2 Whan I want ſenſe, 
U Nip away with better will, 
1 Quo' Lucky Spence. 102 
* 
-- . 
w 


2 Life aud Acts of, or, an Elegy on PaTIE BIABIE, 


The famous fidler of Kinghorn ; 

Who gart the lieges gawff and girn dy, 

Alt till the cock proclaim d the morn : 
Tho” baith his * weeds and mirth were pirny, 
He rio d theſe things were largeſt warn, 
The brown ale was his Kirn ay, 


And faithfully be toom'd bis horn, 


And then beſides his valiant acts, 
At bridals he wan mony placks, 
HAB, Sturs ox, 


N ſonnet flee the man I ſing, 
His rare engine in rhyme ſhall ring, 
Vha flaid the ſtick out o'er the ſtring 
| With fic an art; 
Muha ſang fac ſweetly to the ſpring, 
J And rais'd the heart. 6 


o 2 


EKinghorn may rue the ruefou day 
hat lighted Patie to his clay, 
$\ ha gart the hearty billies ſtay, 
! And ſpend their caſh, 
Jo ice his ſaowt, to hear him play, 
| And gab ſae gaſh, I2 


ol * Weeds and mirth were pirny.} When a piece of ſtuff is wrought 
equaily, part coarſe and part fine, of yarn of different colours, we 


Hit pirny, from the pira, or litile hollow recd which holds th: yarn 
the {huttic, 


24 . 


When ſtrangers landed, wow ſae thrang 
Fuffin and peghing he wa'd gang, 
And crave their pardon that ſae lang 
He'd been a coming; 
Syne his bread winner out he'd bang, 
And fa' to bumming. 


Your honour's father, dead and gane, 
For him he firſt wa'd make his mane, 
But ſoon his face cou'd make ye fain, 

When be did ſough, 
O wiltu, wiltu do't again! 
And grain'd and leugh. 


This ſang he made frae his ain head, 
And eke the auld nr an' mare /he's lead, 
Tho” peets and turſs and a' to lead; 

O fy upon her! 
A bonny auld thing this indeed, 
An't like ye'r honour, 


Aſter ilk tune he took a ſowp, 
And bann'd wr birr the corky cowp, 
That to the Papiſts country ſcowp, 

To lear ha, ha's, 


13 When ſtrangers landed.] It was his cuſtom to watch when 7 
| Qrrargers went into a public houſe, ard attend them, pretending the 
had ſent for him, and that he could not get away ſooner from oths 1 


COmpanvs 


19 Your honour's father. J It was his firſt compliment to on A 
(though he had perhaps rever ſeen him nor any of his predeceſſor 28 


: 'y 
PFrae chiel: 


That be 
We by the 
But ours, | 


And gar th 


How firſ 
The harn x 
24 He ſtrung, 


Which fir'd 


dae ſome 
Jove's nimb 
30 Made the ſi 


i With meik] 
. O Johny 


I'm ſure tho 
g Thy Birnie | 


To ſhake thy 


that well he kend his honour's father, and been merry with hin And dance ſa 


and an excellent good. fellou he was. 


27 Scon his face con'd make ye fain. ] Shewirg a very ung 4 
comicalneſs in his looks and geſtures, lavghing and groaning att 
ſame time; he plays, ſings, and breaks in with ſome queer tale tus 
or thrice &er he get through the tune: his beard is no ſmall addiis 


to the diverſ:on. 


23 O wiitu.] The nzme of a tune he play'd upon all occaſions, 4 
25 This ſang he made.] He boaſled of being poct as well as ni 


ſicien. 


32 Bapn'd wi' birr the corky cowp, &c.] Cuts'd ſtrongly the 3:8 
hcaccd ſellou s who tun to Italy to learn ſoft muſic, | 


4 Vith cutty ſt 


4 


51 Tuque teſt, 
Call 


Ss Johny Sto 
4 Ds friend of his, 


HD ai Porn 


En mw. 


| Frae chiels that ſing hap, ſtap, and lowp, 
"7 Wantin the b—s, 


1 That beardleſs capons are na men, 
We by their fozie ſprings might ken, 

But ours, he ſaid, cou'd vigour ten' 

| To men o' weir, 

And gar them ſtout to battle ften* 

Withoutten fear, 


How firſt he practis'd, ye ſhall hear: 
The harn pan of an umquhile mare, 
24 | He [trung, and ſtrak founds {aft and clear, 
Out o' the pow, 
| Which fir'd his ſaul, and gart his ear 
p With gladnels glow, 


Sae ſome auld-gabbet poets tell, 
Jove's nimble ſon and leckie ſnell 
30 Made the ſirſt fiddle of- a ſhell, 
On which Apollo, 
4 | With meikle pleaſure play'd himſel 
5 4 Baith jig and ſolo. 
O johry Stocks, what's come o' thee ? 
1 m ſure thou'lt break thy heart and die: 
gT hy Birnie gane, thou'lt never be 


< ber Nor blyth, nor able 
ding they To ſhake thy ſhort houghs merrily 
rom oth Upon a table, 

nt to o 


deceſſen How pleaſant was't to ſee thee diddle, 
with hin And dance ſae ſinely to his fiddle, 

With noſe forgainit a laſs's middle, 
partie  & And briſkly brag, 
ning at Wich cutty ſteps to ding their ſtriddle, 


r tale tu 


alt adi And gar them fag, 


ccaſions. si Tugue teſtudo, reſonare ſeptem 
well as rg Callida nervis, HORACE, 


ng tricnd of his, who uſed to dance to his muſie. 


25 


36 


97 


60 


66 


ss Johny Stocke.] A man of low ſtature, but very broad; a ops 


— — 


— ͤ Rn, 
2 * 


— . — 3 4 
S. 2 — 2 — 7 2 
— = ON. ph 
— 
— 


p 2 ud. 2 eee 
— — CL ITITD 
. — — _ 
————— — 


9 6 1 hh 


** 
— 


— — ——— he 


— - 


xp [ 


26 Pp: O E M S. 


He catch'd a criſhy webſter loun When 


At runkling o' his deary's gown, To pariſh 
And wi' a rung came o'er his crown, He ne'er 
For being there; 
But ſtarker thrums got Patie down He prov c 
And knooſt him ſair. 72 

Wae worth the dog, he maiſt had fell'd him, The ha 
Revengefu' Pate aft green'd to geld him, To wile h 
He aw'd a mends, and that he tell'd him, And tell'd 

And. bann'd to do't, 
He took the tid, and fairly ſell'd him 78 Wha tents 
For a recruit. 

Pate was a carle of canny ſenſe, At Bothwe 
And wanted neer a right bein ſpence, But being 
And laid up dollars in defence He though 

Gainſt eild and gout, 5 
Well judging gear in future tenſe And let gu 
Cou'd ſtand for wit, 84 

Yet prudent fouk may tak the pet: . 9 Right pa 

pes thrawart porter wadna let | \ Nor o'er hi 
goo in while latter meat was hett, 't But ſcour'd 

He gaw'd fou fair, - 4 
Flang in his fiddle o'er the yett, And tald ho 
Whilk ne'er did mair. 90 
But profit may ariſe frae loſs, Sae I've! 
dae Pate gat comfort by his croſs: But leſt you 
Soon as he wan within the cloſe, Come dight 
' He douſly drew in * 

Mair gear frae ilka gentle gols For to a' Br 

Than bought a new ane. 96 

3 Janua- 

go Bein ſpence.] Good ſtore of proviſion, the ſpence beiog a litt: 17: 
apartment for meal, fleſh &c. : 4 
86 Aves thrawart porter. &e.] This happened in the duke 0 

Rothes's time: his grace was giving an entertainment, and Patrick 09 Bothwel 


being deny'd entry by the ſervants, he either from a cunning vier ought Anno x 
of the lucky couſcquence, or in 2 peſſion, did what's deſcribed, Put I dare not 


PO EMS. * 


8 When lying bedfaſt ſick and fair, 
# To pariſh prieſt he promis'd fair, 
He ne'er wad drink fou ony mair: 

But hale and tight, 
He prov'd the auld man to a hair, 
72 Strute ilka night. 102 

The haly dad with care eſſays 

To wile him frae his wanton ways, 
And tell'd him of his promiſe twice: 

Pate an{wer'd cliver, 
18 Wha tents what people raving ſays 
: I/hen in a fiver, 108 


1 
At Bothwell Brig he gade to fight, 
But being wiſe as he was wight, 
4 He thought it ſhaw'd a ſaul but light, 
Daftly to ſtand, 
And let gun powder wrang his fight, 
Sa f Or fiddle-hand, 114 


% Right pawkily he left the plain, 

10 Nor o'er his ſhoulder look'd again, 

But ſcour'd o'er moſs and moor amain, 

4 To Rieky ſtraight, 

And tald how mony whigs were ſlain 

90 Before they faught. 120 


Sae I've lamented Patie's end; 
But leſt your grief o'er far extend, 
Come dight your cheeks, ye'r brows unbend, 
3 And lift ye'r head, 
For to a' Britain be it kend 


96 He is not dead. : x26 
| f January 25th, 
og alittle 28 1721, 
e duke of b 
od Pattck 109 Bothwell brig, upon Clyde, where the famous battle was 
"ning vio" Sought Anno 1679, for the determination of ſome kittle points: 
bed. - dare not aſſert that it was religion carricd my hberoe to the 
Meld. 
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The laſt Speech of a wretched Miſer. 


Doo! and am I forc'd to die, 
And nae mair my dear filler ſee, 
That glanc'd ſae ſweetly in my eye! 
It breaks my heart: 


My gowd! my bands! alackanie ! 


That we ſhou'd part, 


For you I labour'd night and day, 
For you I did my friends betray, 
For you on ſtinking caff 1 lay, 

And blankets thin; 


And for your ſake fed mony a flea 


Upon my ſkin, 


Like Tantalus I lang haye ſtood 
Chin deep into a filler flood; + 
Yet ne'er was able for my bload, 

| But pain and ſtrife, 
To ware ae drap on claiths or food, 

To cheriſh life, 


Or like the wiſſen'd beardleſs wights, 
Wha herd the wives of eaſter kmgars, 
Yet neꝰ er enjoy the ſaft delights 

Of laſſes bony; 
Thus did I watch lang days and nights 
My lovely money. 


Altho' my annual rents cou'd feed 
Thrice forty fouk that ſtood in need, 
I grudg'd myſell my daily bread: 

And if frae hame, 
My pouch produc'd an ingan head, 
To pleaſe my wane, 


To keep you coſie in a hoord, 
This hunger I with eaſe endur'd; 


And never dought a doit afford 


To ane of ſxcill, 


- 
' 
2 
$ = : 
* 


To live a beg 


Wa for a 


— r F 


I never v 
Nor wrung 
Nor ever ſat 


| To find out 


* Abiet my 
FI wore nae f 


Which takes 


As meikle as 


Nor kept! 
But toom'd r 
To hane in c 


A fiſh-head, 6 


, 3 What reaſc 


To ſave and 1 


; 8 
That's mair t 
5 * 


© Some ſaid m 
Pretſu, drumb 

Own it was n 
NV 
Wherefore In 
; 1 
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kf) 
» 


. P O E M 82 7 


1 * wha for a doller might have cur'd 
# Me of this ill. 


22 W 


1 never wore my claiths with bruſhing, 
Nor wrung away my ſarks with waſhing ; 
| * ever {at in taverns daſhing $ 
Away my coin, Q 
| fro find out wit or mirth by claſhing 
O'er dearthfu' wine. 


Abiet my pow was bald and hats, 
2 wore nae frizzl'd limmer's hair, 
Which takes of flower to keep it fair, 
Frae reeſting free, 
As meikle as wad dine and mair 
The like of me. 


Nor kept I ſervants, tales to tell, 
But toom'd my coodies a' my fell; 
To hane in candle I had a ſpell 
Baith cheap and bright, 
A fiſh-head, when it 'gins to ſmell, 
Gives curious light, 


a What reaſon can I ſhaw, quo? ye, 
To ſave and ſtarve, to cheat and lie, 
To live a beggar, and to die 
3 Sae rich in coin? 

That s mair than can be gi'en by me, 
5 Tho' Belzie join. 


Some ſaid my looks were groff and ſowr, 
Erctfu, drumbly, dull and dowr: 
own it was na in my power, 
My fears to ding; 
Wherefore I never cou'd endure 
; To laugh or ſing. 


7 71 ever hated bookiſh reading, 

d muſical or dancing breeding, 
d what's in either face or cleading, 
? Of painted things; 


D 3 
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1 


I thought nae pictures worth the heeding, The mair t 
Except the king's. ; 


F, 
ns 


Now of a' them the eard e'er bure, þ Sometim 
T never rhimers cou'd endure, And with 3 
They're ſic a ſneering pack, and poor, Wad make 
: I hate to ken *em; 1 
For *gainſt us thrifty ſauls they're ſure A never was 
: To ſpit their venom, f hk 
But waſter wifes, the warſt of a', I though 
Without a yeuk they gar ane claw, That chiel ; 
When wickedly they bid us draw | That cou'd 
Our ſiller ſpungs, a 
For this and that, to make them braw, At ony time 
And lay their tongues. | 
Some loo the courts, ſome loo the kirks, | When yo! 
Some loo to keep their ſkins frae lirks, And liv'd in 
Some loo to woo beneath the birks His furnace, 
Their lemans bony | 
For me, I took them a' for ſtirks NI y conſcienc 
That loo'd na money, Fi 
They ca'd me ſlave to uſury, But fears 
Squeeze, cleave the bair, and ped the flee, To lave my i 
Clek, flae the flint, and penury, By night and 
And ſauleſs wretch; 4 
But that ne'er ſkaith'd or troubled me, AV bile friends 


Gin I grew rich, | 


ö 


On profit a' my thoughts were bent, 
And mony thouſands have 1 lent, 
But ſickerly I took good tent, 
That double pawns 
Wich a cudeigh, and ten per Cent 
Lay in my hands. 


When borrow'rs brak the pawns were rug, 
Rings, beads of pearl, or filler jug, 
I fald them aff, ne'er faſh'd my lug 
With giras or curſes, 


=, 


A OBEY MC s. 3L 


's The mair they whing'd, it gart me hug 
My ſwelling purſes. 


AO 


Sometimes l'd ſigh, and ape a faint, 
And with a lang rat rhime of cant, 
| Pad make a mane for them in want; 
But for ought maar, 
1 never was the fool to grant 

, : Them ony ſkair, 
"> 
5 I thought ane freely might pronounce 
That chiel a very ſilly dunce, 
2 hat cou'd not honcſty renounce, 

With eaſe and joys, 

At ony time, to win an ounce 

Of yellow boys, 


When young I ſome remorſe did feel, 
And liv'd in terror of the deel, 
His furnace, whips, and racking wheel; 
| But by degrees, 
My conſcience grown as hard as ſteel, 


4 Gave me ſome eaſe, 


* 
0 
1 
1 
**% 


But fears of want and carking care 
o lave my itock—and thirſt for mair, 
By night and day oppreſt me fair, 


| And turn'd my head; 
ne friends appear'd like harpies gare, 
l That wilh'd me dead. 


For fear of thieves I aft lay waking 

he live lang night till day was breaking, 

3$yne throu' my ſleep, with heart fair aiking, 

| I've aften ſtarted, 

hinking I heard my windows cracking, 
When Elſpa f—, 


= O . I held ye lang thegither; 
Por you J ſtarv'd my good auld mither, 
Nad to Virginia ſald my brither, 

1 And cruſh'd my wife; 
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But now I'm gawn I kenna whither, 
To leave my life. 


My life! my god! my ſpirit earns, 
Not on my kindred, wife, or bairos, 
Sic are bur very laigh concerns, 

| Compar'd with thee ! 
When now this mortal rottle warns 

Me, I maun die, 


It to my heart gaes like a gun, 
To ſee my kin and graceleſs ſon, 
Like rooks already are begun 

To thumb my gear, 
And caſh that has na ſeen the ſun 
This fifty year, 


Oh! oh! that ſpendthrift ſon of mine, 
Wha can on roaſted moorfowl dine, 
And like dub-water ſkink the wine, 
And dance and ſing; 


He'll ſoon gar my dear darlings dwine 


Down to nathing, 


To that ſame place, where e'er I gang, 
O cou'd I bear my wealth alang ! 
Nae heir ſhou'd e'er a farthing fang, 
That thus carouſes, 
Tho” they ſhou'd a' on woodies hang, 
For breaking houſes, 


Perdition ! Sathan! is that you! 

I fink !—am dizzy !-—Candte blue, 

i' that he never mair play a pew, 
But with a rair, 
Auay his wretched ſpirit flew, 
1t makſna where, 
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The Monk and the Miller's Wife, a Tale, 


OW lend your lugs, ye benders fine, 
; IN Wha ken the benefit of wine; 

And you wha langhing ſcud brown ale, 
E. inks a wee, and hear a tale, 


An honeſt Miller wond in Fife, 

That had a young and wanton Wife, 
Wha ſometimes thol'd the pariſh-prieſt 
To mak her man a twa horn'd beaſt: 

He paid right mony viſits till her, 

And to keep in with Hab the miller, 

He endeavour'd att to mak him happy, 
FW here e'er he kend the ale was nappy, 
$ic condeſcenſion in a paſtor, 

Knit Halbert's love to him the faſter 
and by his converſe, troth tis true, 
Hab learn'd to preach when he was fou. 
ẽhus all the three were wander pleas'd, 
The Wite well ſerv'd, the man well eas'd. 
his ground his corns, and that did cheriſh 
Himſell with dining round the pariſh 
Beſs, the good wite, thought it nae tkaith, 
Nince ſhe was fit, to ſerve them baith. 
When equal is the night and day, 

nd Ceres gives the ſchools the play, 

youth ſprung frae a gentle pater, 

Pied at Saint Andrew's alma mater, 
e day gawn hameward, it fell late, 
nd him benighted by the gate: 

Vo lye without, pit - mirk did ſhore him, 
e coudna ſee his thumb before him; 
But, clack—clack—clack, he beard a mill, 
WF h:1k led him be the lugs theretill. 

Jo tak the threed of tale alang, 

his mill to Halbert did belang, 

ot leſs this note your notice claims, 
he {cholar's name was Matter James. 

'l 1 Now, ſmiling muſe, the prelude paſt, 
ooihly relate a tale ſhall laſt 
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As lang as Alps and Grampian hills, 
As jang as wind or water mills. 


In enter'd James, Hab ſaw and kend him, 


And offer'd kindly to befriend him 

With fic good cheer as he cou'd make, 
Baith for his ain and father's ſake, 

The ſcholar thought himſell right ſped; 
And gave him thanks in terms well bred, 
Quoth Hab, I canna leave my mill 

As yet; but ſtep ye welt the kill 

A bow-ſhot, and ye'll find my hame: 

Gae warm ye, and crack with-our dame, 
Till 1 ſet aff the mill, ſyne we 

Shall tak what Beſſy has to gi'e. 

James, in return, what's handſome ſaid, 
Ober lang to tell; and aff he gade. 

Out of the houſe ſome light did ſhine, 
Which led him till't as with a line: 
Arriv'd, he kock'd, for doors were ſteekit; 
Straight throw a window Beſſy keekit, 
And cries, Wha's that gi'es fowk a fright 
At ſic untimous fine of night ?? 

James with good humour, maiſt diſcreetly, 
Tald her his circumſtance completely 

© I diona ken ye, quoth the Wife, 

© And up and down the thieves are rife 
Within my lane, I'm but a woman, 

* Sac I'll unbar my door to nae man, 

© But ſince *tis very like, my dow, 

© Thar all ye're telling may be true, 

* Hae there's a key, gang in your way 
At the neiſt door, there's braw ait ſtrae; 
* Streek down upon't, my lad, and learn 

© They're no ill lodg'd that get a barn.” 
Thus, after meikle clitter clatter, 

James fand he coudna mend the matter; 
And ſince it might na better be, 

With reſignation took the key, 

Unlockt the barn—clam up the mou, 
Where was an opening near the hou, 
Throw whilk he ſaw a glent of light, 
That gave diverſion to his fight > 
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By this he quickly cou'd diſcern Z 


A thin wa? ſeparate houſe and barn, 
And throw this rive was in the wa', 


al done within the houſe he ſaw: 
Me ſaw (what ought not to be ſeen, 


And ſcarce gave credit to his een) 
The pariſh prieſt of reverend fame 

IÞ active courtſhip with the dame— 
To lengthen out deſcription here, 
ou d but offend the modelt ear, 
And beet the lewder youthfu' flame, 
hat we by ſatire ſtrive to tame. 


| Suppoſe the wicked action o'er, 


hot in his fork in chucky's breaſt, 
' unwelcome Miller ga'e a roar, 
Fry'd, Beſſy, haſte ye ope the door,'— 
ry that the haly letcher fled, 
And darn'd himſell behind a bed; 


ne loot him in, 


x Hut how was Jaſſur'd, when dark, 


or ſome rude wencher, gotten a doſe, 

077 | ak wif d all EF 
hat a weak wife cou'd ill oppoſe ? 
ad what came of him? ſpeak nae langer,“ 


To crack and wait on Maſter James, 

IS Whilk 1 ſhou'd do, tho” ne'er ſae biſly ; 
ent him here, good-wife, where is he?“ 
e lent him here! (quoth Beſſy, grumbling) 


And James continuing {till to glowr ; 
Wha ſaw the wife as faſt as able, 
Spread a clean ſervite on the table, 
And ſyne, frae the ha' ingle, bring ben 
A pyping-bet young roaſted hen, 
And twa good bottles ſtout and clear, 
Ane of ſtrong ale, and ane of beer. 
But wicked luck, juſt as the prieſt 


While Beſſy huddl'd a' things by, 
hat nought the cuckold might eſpy; 


but out of tune, 
deer'd why he left the mill ſae ſoon; 
come, ſaid he, as manners claims, 


end I this James ! A chiel came rumbling, 


hat he had been nae thieviſh ſpark, 


ies Halbert in a highland anger, 
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© I ſent him to the barn,” quoth ſhe: 
* Gae quickly bring him in,” quoth he. 


James was brought in—the Wife was bawked— 


The Prieſt ſtood cloſe—the Miller cracked 
Then aſſc'd his ſunkan gloomy ſpouſe, 
What ſupper had ſhe in the houſe, 

That might be ſuitable to gi'e 

Ane of their lodger's qualitie? 

Quoth ſhe, Ye may well ken, good man, 
Vour feaſt comes frae the pottage- pan: 

© The ſtov'd or roaſted we afford, 

Are aft great rangers on our board,” 

© Pottage, quoth Hab, ye ſenſeleſs tawpie! 
Think ye this youth's a gilly gawpy ; 
And that his gentle ſtamock's maſter 
To worry up a pint of plaiſter, 

© Like our mill knaves that lift the laiding, 


© Whaſe kytes can ſtreek out like raw plaiding. 


* Swith roaſt a hen, or fry ſome chickens, 
And ſend for ale frae Maggy Picken's,' 
© Hout I, quoth ſhe, ye may wel] ken, 


is ill brought but that's no there benn 


© When but laſt owk, nae farder gane, 

© The laird got a' to pay his kain 
Then James, wha had as good a gueſs 

Of what was in the houſe, as Beſs, 

With pawky ſmile, this plea to end, 

To pleaſe himſell, and eaſe his friend, 

Firſt open'd with a flee oration 

His wondrous ſki] in conjuration. 

Sad he. By this fell art I'm able 

Jo hop aff any great man's table 

What c'er | like to make a mail of, 

© Either in part, or yet the hail of, 

And if ye pleaſe. I'll ſhaw my art 


- Cries Halbert, Faith, with a' my heart!“ 


Beſs ſain'd herſelt.—cry'd, * Lord, be here!“ 
And near hand fell a ſwoon for fear. 

Tames leugh. and bade her nathing dread, 
Syne to his corjuring went with ſpeed; 

And firſt lie draws a circle round, 

1 hen utters mony a magic ſound 
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Of words, part Latin, Greck, and Dutch;- 

Enow to fright a very witch: 

That done, he ſays, * Now, now, *tis come, 

« And in the boal beſide the lum: 

« Now ſet the board; goodwife,' gae ben, 

© Bring frae yon boal a roaſted hen.” 

She wadna gang, but Haby ventur'd; 

And ſoon as he the ambrie enter'd, 

It ſmell'd fae well, he ſhort time ſought it, 

And, wond'ring, *rween his hands he brought it, 

He view'd it round, and thrice he ſmell'd it, 

Syne with a gentle touch he felt it. 

Thus ilka ſenſe he did conveen, 

Leſt glamour had beguil'd his een: 

They all, in an united body, 

Declar'd it a fine fat how towdy. 

Nae amair about it, quoth the Miller, 

The fowl looks well, and we'll fa' till her.“ 

Sae be't, ſays James; and in a doup, 

They ſnapt her up baith ſtoup and roup. 
Neiſt, O! cries Halbert, cou'd your ſkill 

© But help us to a waught of ale, 

© I'd be oblig'd t' ye a' my life, 

* And offer to the deel my wife, 

To fee it he'll diſcreeter mak her, 

* But that I'm fleed he winna tak her,” 

Said james, Ye offer very fair; 

* The bargain's hadden, ſae nae mair,? 
Then thrice he ſhook a willow- wand, 

With kittle words thrice gave command 

That done, with look baith learn'd and grave, 


Faid, Now ye'il get what ye wad have; 
va bottles of as nappy liquor 
as ever ream'd in horn or bicquor, 

W © Blind the ark that hads your meal, 
we'll find twa ſtanding corkit well.” 
He ſaid, and faſt the Miller flew, 

And frac their neſt the bottles drew; 

W. Then firſt the ſcholar's health he toaſted, 


WE His tather's neiſt, 


Whaſe art had gart him feed on roaſted; 
and a' the reſt 


Of his good friends that wiſh'd him beſt, 
E 
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Which were o'er langſome at the time, 
On a ſhort tale to put in rhyme. 

Thus while the Miller and the Youth, 
Were blythly ſlockning of their drowth, 
Beſs fretting ſcarcely held frae greeting, 
The Prieſt enclos'd ſtood vex'd and ſweating. 

O wow! ſaid Hab, if ane might ſpeer, 
© Dear Maſter James, wha brought our cheer ? 
Sic laits appear to us ſae awfu', 

* We hardly think your learning laufu'. 

To bring your douhts to a concluſion, 
© Says James, ken I'm a Roſicrucian, 

Ane of the ſet that never carries 

On traffic with black deels or fairies; 
© There's mony a ſp'rit that's no a deel, 
© That conſtantly around us wheel. 

© There was a ſage call'd Albumazor, 

© Whaſe wit was gleg as ony razor: 
Frae this great man we learn'd the {kill 
* To bring theſe gentry to our will; 

* And they appear, when we've a mind, 
In ony ſhape of human kind: 

© Now, if you'll drap your fooliſh fear, 
© I'll gar my Pacolet appear.“ 

Hab fidg'd and leugh, bis elbuck clew, 
Baith fear'd and fond a ſp'rit to view: 

At laſt his courage wan the day, 
He to the ſcholar's will gave way. 

Beſſy be this began to ſmell 
A rat, but kept her mind to'r ſell: 

She pray'd like howdy in her drink, 

But mean time tipt young James a wink, 
James frae his eye an anſwer ſent, 

Which made the wife right well content: 
Then turn'd to Hab, and thus advis'd, - 
« Whate'er you ſce, be nought ſurpriz'd, 
But for your ſaul move not your tongue; 
© And ready ſtand with a great rung, | 
« Syne as the ſp'rit gangs marching out, 

© Be ſure to lend him a found rout: 

I bidra this by way of mocking, 

For nought delytes him mair than knocking,” 
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Hab got a kent ſtood by the hallan, 
And ſtraight the wild miſchie vous Callan 
Cries, Radamanthus Huſky Mingo, 
Monk Horner, Hipock, Jinko, Jingo, 

« Appear 1n likeneſs of a Prieſt, 

No like a deel, in ſhape of beaſt, 

Wich gaping chafts to fleg us a': 
Wauk forth, the door ſtands to the wa.“ 

Then frae the hole where he was pent, 
yhe prieſt approach'd right well content, 
With ſilent pace ſtrade o'er the floor, 
Till he was drawing near the door, 
Then to eſcape the cudgel ran, 


1 But was not miſs'd by the good- man, 


Wha lent him on the neck a lounder, 
That gart him o'er the threſhold founder. 
Z Darkneſs ſoon hid him frae their ſight: 

= Ben flew the Miller in a fright; 

I trow, quoth he, I laid well on; 
But. wow he's like our ain Meſs John! 
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CAMEO 


AS ne'er in Scotland heard or ſeen 
Sic dancing and deray; 


This edition of the firſt Canto is taken from an old manuſcript 
'Y collection of Scots poems written 150 years ago, where it is found 
Wehat James, the firſt of that name, king of Scots, was the author; 
Whought to be wrote while that brave and learned prince was unfors 
u0ztecly kept priſoner in England by Henry VI. about the year 1412. 
3 Ballenden in his tranſlation of H. Boece's hiſtory, gives this chaiac« 
Per of him, He was well lernit to fecht with the ſword, to jult, to 
= furnay, to worſyl, to ſyng and dance; was an expert medicinar, 
3 richt crafty in playing baith of lute and harp, and ſindry othir in- 
1 ſtru mentis of muſik: he was expert in gramer, oratry, and poetry, 
12 and maid fac flowand and ſententious verſis. apperit weil he was anc 
IF Patural and borne pocte, lib, 16. cap. 16. 
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Nowther at Fakland on the green, 
Nor Peebles at the play, 

As was of wooers, as I ween, 
At Chriſt's Kirk on a day; 

There came out kitties waſhen clean, 
In new kirtles of gray, 


Fou gay that day. 
To dance theſe dameſels them dight, 
Thir laſſes light of laits, 
Their gloves were of the raffel right, 
Their ſhoon were of the ſtraits, 
Their kirtles were, of Lincome light, 
Well preſt with mony plaits, 
They were ſo nice when men them nicht, 
They ſqueel'd like ony gaits 
Fou loud that day. 
Of all theſe ankles nuld as mead, 
Was nane fae jimp as Gilly, 
As ony roſe her rude was red, 
Her lire was like the lilly: 
Fou yellow yellow was her head, 
But ſhe of love was filly ; 
Tho? a' her kin had ſworn her dead, 
She wald have but ſweet Willy 
Alane that day, 
She ſcorned Jack, and ſcraped at him, 
And murgeon'd him with mocks; 
He wad have loo'd, ſhe wad na let him, 
For a' his yellow locks, 


3 Fakland.] In the ſhire of Fife, where our kings for ſome time 


had their reſidence. 


4 Peebles at the play] Pecbles, one of our royal burroughs where 
the gentle men f the ſhire frequently mec t for the diverſiun of horſe- | 


races and the like 


6 Chriſt's Kirk.] The place where our wedding held is either at 
Leſly (the church there bearing that name) or a place fo named, a 
little diſtant from Windſor, where our King was the time of his con- 


finement, 
9 Them dight.] Made themſelves ready, 


10 Light of laits.] Light or wanton in their manners, 


v3 Lincome light.] Stuff made at Lincoln. 


26 Murgeon'd him ] Ridicul'd him, by a ludicrous manner of 


aping his gate or actions. 
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He cheriſh'd her, ſhe bad gae chat him, 


Counted him not twa clocks; 
Sae ſhamefully his ſhort gown ſer him, 
His legs were like twa rocks 32 
Or rungs that day, 
Tam Lutter was their minſtrel meet, 
Good Lord! how he cou'd lance, 
He play'd ſae ſhill, and ſang ſae ſweet, 
While Touſie took a trance; 36 
Auld Lightfoot there he did forleet, 
And counterfeited France: 
He us'd himſelf as man diſcreet, 
And up the morice dance 40 
He took that day. 
Then Steen came ſteppand in with ſtends, 
Nae rink might him arreſt: 
Plaitfoot did bob with mony bends, 
For Mauſe he made requeſt ; 44 
He lap *till he lay on his lends, 
But riſand was ſae preſt, 
While that he hoſtit at baith ends, 
For honour of the feaſt, | 48 
And danc'd that day, 
Syne Robin Roy began to revel, 
And Dawny to him rugged ; 
Let be, quoth Jack, and ca'd him jevyel, 
And by the tail him tugged; 52 
The kenſie icekit to a cavel, 
But, Lord, as they twa lugged; 
They parted manly on a nevel: 
Men ſay that hair was rugged 56 
Between hem twas 
29 Gae chat him.] She bid him go h-ng kimſclf, 
39 Twa clocks ] Reckon'd him not worth a couple of beetles. 
32 Tua rocks,] Two diſt:ffs. This deſcription of Gilly's love 
to Willy, and her deſpiſing Ick. notwithſtanding his affeQion to 
her, is drawn with an admirable comic delicacy. 
33 Min'trel meet.] A mufician fit for them. 
37 Auld Lightfoot there he did forlect. and counterfeited France.] 
He forgot to play the good old Scots tunes like AvlJd Lightfoot, and 


imitated the French, like our modern minſtrels that dare play novght 
but Italiano's, for fear they ſpoil their fiddles. 


42 Nae rink might him arreſt.] The ſwifteſt courſe could not 
ftop him, | 
E 3 
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Ane bent a bow, ſic ſturt did ſteer him, 
Great {kaith was't to have ſcar'd him; 
He cheſit a flane as did affear him, 
Th' other ſaid dirdum dardum: | 60 
Through baith the cheeks he thought to ſheer him, 
Or throw the arſe have char'd him; 
B'ane akerbraid it came na neer him, 
I canna tell what marr'd him, 64 
| Sae wide that day. 
With that a friend of his cry'd, fy, 
And up an arrow drew, 
He forged it ſae furiouſly, 
The bow in flinders flew : 63 
Sae was the will of God, trow I; 
For had the tree been true, 
Mes ſaid, wha kend his archery, 
That he had ſlain anew, 72 
Be lyve that day. 
A yap young man, that ſtood him neiſt, 
Loos'd aff a ſhot with ire, 
He etled the bairn in at the breaſt, 
The bolt flew o'er the bire: 76 
Ane cry'd, fy, he has ſlain a prieſt, 
A mile beyond a mire; 
Then bow and bag frac him he kieſt, 
And fled as fierce as fire do 
| Frae flint that day, 
Ane haſty henſure, called Harry, 
Wha was ane archer, hynd 
Fit up a tackle withoutten tarry, 
That torment ſae him tynd, 84 


89 He cheſit a flane.] He choſe an arrow. X 
60 Dirdum dardum.] A lighting manner of ſpeaking, 
ene makes a boaſt of ſome action which we think but meanly of, 
we readily ſay, A dirdum of that. 
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3 , 0 
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And fled o 
The wives ca 


2 And fand! 
Then with t 


And cur'd 


$2 With forks a. 
4 And flang 
With bogers 


While the) 


Ahe rierd rai 


When run; 
he wives cat 
See where 1 


hey girned, 
Ik goſſip ot 
Pome ſtrake w 
Some fled at 


75 He etled the bairn.] He de ſigned bis arrow at the lad's breaſt, 1 


76 The bolt flew o'er the bire.] He expreſſes his miſſing him, by 
a metaphor of a thunder-bolt flying over the bire or cow houle. 


83 Hynd fit up a tackle, &c.] Immediatcly made ready his ſnoot- 1 


ing tackle. 
84 That torment ſac him tynd.] His vexation made him angry. 


90 A gane cat 
92 Wed a we 
the pap. 

107 Bovgers,] 
11z My likin, 


60 


68 


72 


When 1 
ly of, 


breaſt. 
m, by 


1 
= And fand life in the lown; 
Then with three routs on's arſe they rais'd him, 


4 POEM 8, _ 


1 watna whether's hand cou'd vary, 
Or the man was his friend; 
For he eſcap'd throw mights of Mary, 
As ane that nae ill mean'd, 93 
But good that day. 
Shen Laurie like a hon lap, 
And ſoou a flane can fedder; 
He hecht to pierce him at the pap, 


3} Thereon to wed a wedder: 92 


? He hit him on the wame a wap, 


it bufft like ony bladder: 


4 But fae his fortune-was and hap, 


4 His doublet made of leather 1 
Sav'd him that day. 
The buff * boiſterouſly abaiſt him, ( 

Ae to the earth duſht down; "OY 
The tither man for dead there left him, 
| / 
X And fled out of the town, = 
2 he wives came furth, and up they reft him, 


And cur*d him out of ſown, 104 
Frae hand that day. 
"I ith forks and flails they lent great ſlaps, 
1 And flang together like frigs; 


With bogers of barns they beft blew caps, 


While they of bairns made brigs. 108 


he rierd raiſe rudely with the raps, 


When rungs were laid on riggs; 
he wives came forth wi' cries and claps, 


See where my liking liggs 112 
Fou low this day! 
hey girned, and let gird with grains, a 


Ulk goſſip other griev'd; 
Wome ſtrake with ſtings, ſame gather'd ſtains, 
Some fled and ill miſchiev'd. 116 


90 A flane can fedder.] Feathered an arrow. 

* Wed a wedder.] He wagered a wedder he would pierce him 
the pap, 

107 Bougers.] Rafters. 

11 My liking liggs.] My Cwcet-heart lies on the ground. 


F | 3 


"It —_ 9 


n 


The minſtrel wan within twa wains, 
That day he wiſely priev'd; 
For he came hame wi” unbruis'd bains, 
Where fighters were miſchiev'd 
Fou ill that day. 
Heich Hutchon with a hiſil rice, 
To red can throw them rummil; 
He maw'd them down like ony mice, 
He was nae baity bummil: 
Tho? he was wight, he was na wiſe, 
With fic jangleurs to jummil; 
For frae his thumb they dang a ſlice, 
While he cry'd, barlafumil. 
I'm ſlain this day. 
When that he ſaw his blood ſae red, 
To flee might nae man let him; 
He ween'd it had been for auld feed, 
He thought and bade have at him; 
He gart his feet defend his head, 
The far fairer it ſet him, 
While he was paſt out of all plead, 
He ſoud been ſwift that gat him, 
Throw ſpeed that day. 
The town ſouter in grief was bowden, 
His wife hang at his waiſt, 
His body was with blood a' browden, 
He grain'd like ony ghailt ; 
Her glittering hair that was fac gowden, 
Sae hard in love him lac'd, 
That for her ſake he was not yowden, 
While he a mile was chac'd, 
And mair that day, 
The miller was of manly make, 
To meet him was nae mows; 


117 Wan within twa wains.] Got between two wains or wif 


gons, and hid himſelf, 


124 Baity bummil ] Or petty fumbler; an actionleſs fellow. 

128 Barlafumil. ] Cry'd barley, or, a parlefumil, I'm fallen, 

137 In grief was. bouden.] Was furniſh'd with abundance of 
grief. One who has enough of any thing, we ſay, he is well bogin. 

139 Blood a? browden. ] All beſmear'd with blood. But brou de 1 


more commonly means forward or fond. 


143 Not yowden.] Not tired, 
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Twa that u 
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þ They follo! 
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; 8 As they! 


128 


The wires! 
When all 
132 As fleece as 
9 Fricks ro 
The carles 1 
boa breaſt 
ae rudely r 
That a* U 


1 By this Tam 
| When tha 
4% 1 He ſaid he ſl 
; When he 
He gaed to | 
== While to 
A wife that 
With a gr 


When they | 
And brain 


152 They h 
by uriking him 
| 164 Frieks ] 
166 Out- bos 
178 And bra 


* = MM. &% 
There durſt nae tenſome there him take, 
Say noyted he their pows: 
The buſhinent heal about him brake, 
120 0 And bicker'd him wi' bows; 
Syne trait'rouſly behind his back, 
The hew'd him on the hows 
Behind that day. 
Twa that were headſmen of the herd, 
124 On ither ran like rams, 
7 þ They follow'd, ſeeming right unfeared, 
1 Beat on with barrow trams: 
But where their gabs they were ungear'd, 
They gat upon the gams; 
While bloody barkn'd was their beards, 
©: As they had worried lambs, 
+; Maiſt like that day. 
The wives keiſt up a hideous yell, 
12 When all theſe yonkers yoked ; 
3 As flecce as flags of fre flaughts fell, 
 Fricks to the fields they flocked: 
The carles with clubs did others quell 
* On breaſts, while blood out boaked; 
ae rudely rang the common bell, 
Tat a' the ſteeple rocked 
For dread that day. 
By this Tam Taylor was in's gear, 
1 When that he heard the bell, 
140% % He ſaid he ſnou make all a ſteer, 
| When he came there himſel: 
4 He gacd to fight in lic a fear, 
I While to the ground he fell; 
144] A wife that hat him on the ear, 
| L With a great knocking mell, 
. a Fell'd him that day, 
; pen they had bierd like baited bulls, 
r Wag ; And brain - wood brynt in bails; 


128 


OW. . 
n. (rsz They hew'd bim on the hows,] Threw him on his back 
ance of 4 by ltriking him on his hows, 4. e. houghs. 
U bogin.} 164 Frieks ] Vou g fellows, 
rowda wh | 166 Out-boaked.) Guſh'd out. 

178 And brain-wood.) .] Being diſtracted, or brain · ſick. 
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148 


152 


156 


160 


164 


a6 - P TE EE HM $ 


They were as meek as any mules, 


That mangit are with mails; 180 


For faintneſs thae forfoughten fools 
Fell down like flaughter'd fails; 
Freſh men came in, and hal'd the dools, 
And dang them down in dails, 184 
Bedeen that day. 
When a' was done, Dick with an aix 
Came forth to fell a ſiddir; 
Quoth he, where are yon hangit ſmaiks, — 


That wad have ſlain my brither ? 188 


His wife bad him gae hame Gib Glaicks, 
And ſae did Meg his mither; 
He turn'd and gave them batth their paiks, 


For he durſt ding nae ither, | 192 


But them that day. 
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UT there had been mair blood and ſkaith, 
Sair harſhip and great ſpulie, 
And mony a ane had gotten his death 


By this unſonſie tooly : p i 


180 Mangit are with mails.] Wearied and gall'd with their load- 
ing. 
182 Flaughter'd fails.] Turf that the country people flea for co- 
vering their houſes. 

183 Hal'd the dools.] See Lucky Spence, line 40. 


184 Down in dails, bedeen.] In heaps a great deal of them. 


Bedeen, ſpeedily. 
186 Came forth to fell a fidder.] Cut down a fidder, or load of 
wood, | 


ſpirit, in a moſt ludicrous manner, in a ſtanza of verſe the moſt diff 


cult to keep the ſenſe complete, as he has done, without being forced | 


to bring in words for crambo's ſake, where they return ſo frequently; 


Ambitious to imitate ſo great an original, I put a ſtop to the war, 


called a congreſs, and made them ſign a peace, that the world might 
have their picture in the more agrecable hours of drinking, dancing, 
and ſinging. 


The following Canto's were wrote, one in 1715, the other in 1728, 
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ht zut that the bauld good wife of Braith, 


180 8 Arm'd wi' a great kail gully, 
Came bellyflaught. and loot an aith, 
4 (} She'd gar them à' be hooly 8 


188 . 


K 
n 
* 


1 


Fou faſt that day. 


1 lyth to win aff ſae wi' hale banes, 


Tho' mony had clow'rd pows ; 


And dragl'd ſae mang muck and ſtanes, 


They look'd like wirrykows : | 12 
noth ſome, who *mai{t-had tint their aynds, 
Let's ſee how a' bowls rows: 


And quat their brulziement at anes, 
i Yon gully is nae mows, 16 


Forſooth this day. 


192 ovoth Hutchon, I am well content, 


I think we may do war; 


27Till this time toumond I'ſe indent 


Our claiths of dirt will ſa'r: 20 


Wi' nevels I'm amailt fawn faint, 


My chafts are dung a char; 

hen took his bonnet to the bent, 

And daddit aft the glar, 24 
Fou clean that day, 

am Taylor, wha in time of battle 

Lay as gin ſome had fell'd him, 

at up now wi' an unco rattle, 

As nane there durſt a quell'd him: 28 


Bauld Beſs flew till him wi' a brattle, 


And ſpite ot his teeth held him 


bout zoo years after the firſt. Let no worthy poet deſpair of ims 
Porteluy; good ſenſe will be always the ſame in ſpite of the revo- 


tion of words, 
7 Came belly flaught. ] Came in great haſte, as it were flying full 
pon them with her arms ſpread, as a falcon with expanded wings 


Pomes ſouſſing upon her prey. 


8 Be hooly fou faſt.] Defit immediately. 


forced 4 {-e how 2* bouls row-] A bowlin7-green phraſe, com- 
ently; Pony uſcd when people would examine any affair that's a little 
e war, gavcl'd. 
| might 17 Quoth Hutchon,] Vide Canto 1. line 121. He's brave, and 
ancing, | e firit man for an honourable peace. 

| 25 Tam Taylor.] Vide Canto 1. line 169. He's a coward, but 
a 1728, ould appear yaliant when he fads the reit in peace, 
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Cloſs by the craig, and with her fatal 
Knife ſhored ſhe would geld bim, 
For peace that Cay, 
Syne a' wi” ae conſent ſhook hands, 
As they ſtood in a ring; 
Some red their hair, ſome ſer their bands, 
Some did their fark tails wring ; 
Then for a hap to ſhaw their brands, 
They did their minſtrel bring, 
Where clever houghs like willi- wands, 
At ilka blythſome ſpring, 
Lap high that day, 
Claud Peky was na very blate, 
He ſtood nae lang a dreigh ; 
For by the wame he gripped Kate, 
And gar'd her gi'e a {kreigh : 
Had aff, quoth the, ye filthy ſlate, 
Ye ſtink o' leeks, O ſigh! 
Let gae my bands, 1 ſay, be quait; 
And vow gin ſhe was ſkeigh, 
And mim that day. 
Now ſetil'd goſſies ſat, and keen 
Did for freſh bickers birle; 
While the young ſwankies on the green 
Took round a merry tirle: 
Meg Wallet wi' ber pinky een, 
- Gart Lawrie's heart-ſtrings dirle; 
And fouk wad threep, that ſhe did green 
For what wad gar ber ſkirle 


And ſkreigh ſome day. 


The manly miller, haff and haff, 
Came out to ſhaw good will, 

Flang by his mittens and his ltaff, 
Cry'd, gre me Paty's Mill; 

He lap bawk hight, and cry'd, had aff, 
They rus'd him that had ſkill ; 


80 Did for freſh bickers birle.] Contribyted for freſh bottles, 4 


57 Haff ard haff,} Half fuddled. 


61 He lap bawk-bight.] So high as his head could ſtrike the loft y 


or joining of the couples: 


= 
roots 7s e wad do 
32 he a 


a bat ſtarte 
1 And out 
Fhey ſaid t 

And dane 

N ſouple ta. 

And whe 

Pa'e them v 

Videlicet, 


2 # Vhan a' cr) 
He Meg: 
be laſſes b 
 Gar'd abt 
ind ſwat lik 
Up braes, 
ut a thraw; 
3 And waive: 


4 . 
ut mony a 
Ga ed roun 
be oſtler wi 


And bad t. 
p wi' them 
They'll Joe 
Nuoth gawſſie 
4 Wi' them 1 
1 
Mose ſtools an 
4 And up rai 
I ſhort houg! 
hne ſaid the 
Coger's hae the 
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5 wad do't better, quoth a cawff, 
| * he another gill 64 
327 Of uſquebae. 


ah as ſtarted neiſt a penſy blade, 


F 


And out a maiden took, 
They ſaid that he was Falkland bred, 
And danced by the book; 68 
Y ſouple taylor to his wade. 
And when their hands he ſhook, 
La'e them what he got frac his dad, 
3 Videlicet, the yuke, 72 
10 To claw that day, 
Fyhan a* cry'd out he did ſae weel, 
# 4 He Meg and Beſs did call up; 
WT he laſſes babb'd about the reel, 
s# Gar'd a' their hurdies wallop, 76 
and ſwat like pownies when they ſpeel 
3 Up braes, or when they gallop, 
hut a thraun knublock hit his heel, 
* And wives had him to haul up, 80 
"= | Haff fell'd that Gay. 
Hut mony a pauky look and tale 
Gaed round whan glowming hous'd hae. 
Mc oſtler wife brought ben good ale, 
And bad the laſſes rouze them; 84 
52 208 Jp wi' them lads, and l'ſe be bail 
= They [i Joo ye and ye touze them: 
Nuoth gawſke, this will never fail 
wWwi' them that this gate woes them, 88 
1 On fic a day. 
77 yne ſtools and furms were drawn aſide, 
4 And up raiſe Willy Dadle, 6 
TS ſhort hought man, but fou o' pride, 
le ſaid the fidler plaid ill; 92 
et's hae the pipes, quoth he, beſide; 
Quoth a', that is nae ſaid ill; 
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= 67 Falkland bred.] Been a journey-man to the king's taylor, and 
d ſcen court dancing. 


- Glowming hous'd them.] Twilight brou,ht them into the 
uſe, 


*£ 
ttles, 


e the loft 9 F 
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He ſits the floor ſyne wi' the bride 
To Cuttymun and Treeladle, 


Thick, thick, that day. 


In the mean time in came the laird, 
Ard by ſome right did claim, 

To kiſs and dance wi' Mauſie Aird, 
A dink and dortie dame: 

But O poor Mauſe was aff her guard, 
For back gate frae her wame, 

Beckin ſhe loot a fearfu' raird, 
That gart her think great ſhame, 


And bluſh that day. 


Auld Steen led out Maggy Forſyth, 
He was her ain good brither; 
And ilka ane was unco' blyth, 
To ſee auld fouk ſae clever, 
Quoth Jock, wi' laughing like to rive, 
What think ye o' my mither ? 
Were my dad dead, let me ne'er thrive 
But ſhe wad get anither 
Goodman this day. 
Tam Lutter had a muckle diſh, 
And betwiſht ilka tune, 
He laid his lugs in't like a fiſh, 
And ſuckt till it was done; 
His bags were liquor'd to his wiſh, 
- -His face was like a moon: 
But he cou'd get nae place to piſh 
In, but his ain twa ſhoon, 


For thrang that day. 


The letter gae of haly rhime, 

'Sat up at the board-head, . 
And a' he ſaid was thought a crime 

To contradict indeed: 


96 Cuttymun, &c. A tune that goes very quick. 


118 His face was like a moon. ] Round, full and ſhining. wie 
one is ſtaring full of drink, he's ſaid to have a face like a full moo 
121 The letter gae of haly rhime.] The reader or church pi 
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110% On them t 
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126 Baith writ 
128 Keck on : 
ich was the rel 
== 13: Frac cowp 
144 To brown 
by old women 
drudging ſpirits 
en familiarly by 


center, who lets go, i. e. gives out the tune to be ſung by the rc wife at a time 


of the congregation, 


cn have been ſe 
le John Brown, 
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bor in clark lear he was right prime, 
96 And cou'd baith write and read, 
nd drank ſae firm *till ne'er a ſtyme 
He cou'd keek on a bead, 128 
. Or book that day. 
When he was ſtrute, twa ſturdy chiels, 
100 "IF Be's oxter and be's coller, | 
ield up frae cowping o' the creels 
fphe liquid logic ſcholar. 132 
XV hen he came hame his wife did reel, 
104% And rampage in her choler, 
Poich that he brake the ſpinning-wheel, 
X That coſt a good rix dollar 136 
* And mair, ſome ſays 
Near bed-time now ilk weary wight 
10% Wh Was gaunting for his reſt; 
Por ſome were like to tine their ſight, 
= W:' ſleep and drinking ſtreſt. 140 


1 


ut ithers that were ſtomach tight, 
112008 Cry'd out, it was nae beſt 


F o leave a ſupper that was dight 


EX To brownies, or a ghailt, 144 
bl To eat or day, 
1 | F 
po whomelt tubs lay twa lang dails, 
11098 bon them ſtood mony a goan, 


eme fill'd wi' brachan, ſome wi' kail, 
And milk het frae the loan. 148 
f daintiths they had routh and wale, 
% Of which they were right fon; 
ot naithing wad gae down but ale 
ui drunken Donald Don 152 
*% The ſmith that day, 


Tl Baith write and read.] A rarity in thoſe days. g 
128 Keck on a brad. ] Pray after the Roman Catholic manner 

ich was the religion then in faſhion, 

31 Frac cowping of the creels.] From turning topſy turvy. 

„44 To brownics.] Many whimſical ſtories are handed down to 

4 wha by old women of theſe brownies: they tell us they were a kind 

ull moo = Jrudging ſpirits, who appeared in ſhape of rough men, would have 

wich pl Wen familiacly by the fire all night, threſhen in the barn, brought a 

the 1 ite at a time, and done many ſuch kind offices; but none of 

em have been ſecn in Scotland fince the reformation, as ſaith the 

ic John Brown, . 

| ** 
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Twa times aught bannocks in a heap, hey dran 
And twa good junts of beef, = GCShou'd1 
Wi' hind and fore ſpaul of a ſheep, ; 
Drew whitles frae ilk ſheath : 156 8 Was ne'er 
Wi' gravie a' their beards did dreep, Sic banq 
They kempit with their teeth Sic revellin 
A kebbuck ſyn that *maift cou'd creep Sic danc 
Its lane pat on the ſheaf, 160 And unko 1 
In ſtous that day, = Whan J. 
The bride was now laid in her bed, They loſt t 
Her left leg ho was flung; And mai 
And Geordie Gib was fidgen glad, 4 
Becauſeit hit Jean Gun: 1640 
She was his jo, and aft had ſaid, of 
Fy, Geordie, had your tongue, ob 0 
Ye's ne'er get me to be your bride; 
But chang'd her mind when bung, uf 
That very day. 2 OW 
Tehee, quoth Touzie, when ſhe ſaw, 44 Spee 
The cathel coming ben, 9 Rt wha 
It pyping het gae'd round them a'; 2 & Begoudt 
The bride ſhe made a fen, 11:08 And greedy 
To fit in wylicoat ſae braw, = Cry'd laf 
Upon her nether en; Dogs barke« 
Her lad like ony cock did craw, ol Bang'd tc 
That meets a clockin hen, 1:8 
And blyth were they, But ſome wl 
The ſouter, miller, ſmith, and Dick, Sic as the 
Lawrie and Hutchon bauld, Air up had 1 
Carles that keep nae very ltriet 4 Grudgin t 


Be hours, tho' they were auld: «» 1%8 
Nor cou'd they e'er leave aff that trick; 
But whare good ale was ſald, 


Curious to k 
he marriage, I 
br Pripticn of the 


aid; next a ne 


160 à kebbuck ſyn that maiſt con'd creep its lane pat on the ſhea : 
A cheeſe full of crawling mites crown'd the feaſt, 8 good - man is ere 
162 Her left leg ho was flung.] The practice of throwing vc» is drawn, 
bridegroom or the bride's ſtocking when they are going to bed, i ext Maggy M 
well known: the perſon who it lights on is to be ncxt marricd d er A al 
the company. 1 7 ON nook | 
169 Tehee.] An interjeQtion of laughter, n obl 
176 Clockin hen.] A hatching hen. WO Their gre 
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They drank a' night, e'en tho” auld nick 
® CShou'd tempt their wives to ſcald 184 
Them for't neiſt day. 
Was ne'er in Scotland heard or ſeen 
Sic banqueting and drinkin, 
Sic revelling and battles keen, 
Sic dancing, and fic jinkin, 183 
And unko wark that fell at e'en, 
XX Whan laſſes were haff winkin, 
They loſt the feet and baith their een, 
And maidenheads gae'd linkin 192 
Aff a that day. 
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164) . . . 
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CüRIST's KIRK on the GREEN. 
C4 63.0: 


12 Speel'd weſtlines up the lift, 

Carles wha heard the cock had craw'n, 

Begoud to rax and rift: 4 
And greedy wifes wi' girning thrawn, 

= Cry'd laſſes up to thrift; 

Dogs barked, and the lads frae hand 

= Bang'd to their breeks like drift, 8 
| Be break of day, 

But ſome wha had been fou yeſtreen, 

= Sic as the letter-gae, 


W Grudgin their groat to pay. 12 


N the marriage, I attempted this third Canto, which opens with a de- 
ſcription of the morning; then the friends come and preſent their 


51 


(Baird; next a new ſcene of drinking is repreſented, and the young 
ood-man is creel'd; then the character of the ſmith*s ill na ured 
hre is drawn, which leads in the deſcription of riding the fang; 
ext Maggy Murdy has an cxemplary character of a good wiſe wife: 

cep drinking and blood leſs quarrels mokes an end of an old tale. 

1 Eaſt nook of Fife.] Where day muſt break upon my company; 

f. as I have obſerved, the ſcene is at Leſly chur b. 

x 12 Their groat to pay-] Payment of the drunken groat is very 

F 


* 
* 


1arricd on 


54 S. 


But what aſt friſted's no forgeen, 
When fouk has nought to ſay; 
Yet ſweer were they to rake their een, 
Sic dizzy heads had they, 
And het that day. 
Be that time it was fair foor days, 
As fou's the houſe cou'd pang, 
To fee the young fouk 'ere they raiſe, 
Goſſips came in ding dang, 
And wi' a ſoſs aboon the claiths, 
Ilk ane their gifts down flang: 
Twall toop horn- ſpoons down Maggy lays, 
Baith muckle mow'd and lang, 
For kale or whey, 
Her aunt a pair of tangs fuſh in, 
Right bauld ſhe ſpake and ſpruce, 
Gin your goodman ſhall make a din, 
© And gabble like a gooſe, 
* Shorin whan fou to ſkelp ye're ſkin, 
© Thir tangs may be of uſe: 
Lay them enlang his pow or ſhin, 
* Wha wins {yn may make rooſe, 
Between you twa. 
Auld Beſhe in her red coat braw, 
Came wi' her ain oe Nanny, 
An odd like wife, they ſaid that ſaw, 
A moupin runckled granny, 
She fley'd the kimmers ane and a', 
Word gae'd ſhe was na kanny 
Nor wad they let Lucky awa, 
*Till ſhe was fou wi' branny, 
Like mony mae, 
Steen freſh and faſtin *mang the reſt 
Came in to get his morning, 


peremptorily demanded by the common people next morning; but 
if they frankly confeſs the debt due they are paſſed for two pence, 


15 Rake their ecn,] Rub open their eyes. 
17 Fair foor days ] Broad day light, 


© Speer'd gin 
And hou 
She leugh a 

16 . Said, let 
1 Quoth Rog! 
To ge'er 


7 * 

"A 

* = 
1 


Kind Kirſh 
Blick ey 
Right well 
And woo 
l wat na ho 
| She cutle, 
And tumblir 
Dang a' h 


but Mauſe b 

23 Loook' d tl 
Auld Maggy 
Caw'd he 

© It's a wiſe 

32 What th 
There a po 
And wh: 


47 © Or bairns c 
3088 [ learn'd 
And coolt a 

" * Lang or 
== I'ſe warran 
40 Of bonny 
Stiffly in loc 
As ſoon. 


43 Had tane 
all have heard of 
48 Charge o 


21 Aboon the claiths.] They commonly throw their gifts of declzring the de 


houſchold furniture above the bed-cloaths where the young fol if the doors be f 
60 Mount th 


67 Cooſt a le 
hoops, 


are lying. 


38 Word gacd ſhe was na kgnny.] It was reported ſhe was 3 


vitch, 


gifts of W 
18 foiks 


e was # 


7 P O E M S. 
, WM peer'd gin the bride had tane the teſt, 
And how ſhe loo'd her corning ? 
She leugh as ſhe had fun a neſt, 
; Said, Tet a be ye'r ſcorning, 
* f YQuorh Roger, fegs I've done my beſt, 
To ge'er a charge of horning, 


4 Kind Kirſh was there, a kanty laſs, 
20 4 2 Black ey'd, black hair'd, and bonny; 
Right well red up and jimp ſhe was, 
5 1 And wooers had fow mony: 
4 I wat na how it came to paſs, 
24 | $ She cutled in wi' ſonnie, 
5 Ad tumbling wi' him on the graſs, 
= Dang a' her cockernonny 
1 A joe that day. 
W But Mauſe begrutten was and bleer'd, 
28 = Look'd thowleſs, dowf, and lleepy; 
Auld Maggy kend the wyt, and ſneer'd, 
Caw'd her a poor daft heepy: 
It's a wiſe wife that kens her weird, 
32 What tho' ye mount the creepy; 
There a good leſſon may be lear'd, 
And what the war will ye be 


36 l learn'd this frae my mammy, 
And cooſt a legen girth my ſell, 
Lang or 1 married Tammie: 
l'ſe warrand ye have a' heard tell, 
Of bonny Andrew Lammy, 

W* Stiffly in loove wi' me he fell, 
As ſoon as c'er he ſaw me: 


* 


ng; but Ft 
ence 
* | all have heard of, 


if the doors be ſhut. 


As well's 1 may, 


TL To ſtand a day. 
or bairns can read, they firſt maun ſpell, 


That was a day.” 


60 Mount the creepy.] The ſtool of repentance, 
8 G7 Cooſt a legen gicth.] Like a tub that loſes one of its bottoms 
oops. | 


55 


44 


48 


£2 
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60 


68 


72 


43 Had tane the teſt.] I do not mean an oath of that name we 


48 Charge of horning.] Is a writ charging to make payment, 
declating the debtor a rebel. N. B. It may be left in the lock hole 


Het drink, freſh butter'd caiks and cheeſe, 
That held their hearts aboon, 
Wi' claſhes, mingled aft wi' hes, 
Drave aff the hale forenoon: 
But after dinner, an ye pleaſe, 
To weary not o'er ſoon, 
We down to e'ening edge wi' eaſe 
Shall loup, and ſee what's done 
| the doup o' day. 
Now what the friends wad fain been at, 
They that were right true blue; 
Was e'en to get their wyſons wat, 
And ſill young Roger fou: 
But the bauld billy took his maut, 
And was right (tiff to bow ; 
He fairly ga'e them tit for tat, 
And ſcour'd aff healths anew, 
Clean out that day, 
A creel bout fow of muckle ſtains 
They clinked on his back, 
To try the pith o's rigg and reins, 
They gart him cadge this pack. 
Now as a ſign he had tane pains, 
His young wife was na ſlack, 
To rin and eaſe his ſhoulder bains, 
And ſneg'd the raips fow ſnack, - 


Wi' her knife that day. 


Syne the blyth carles, tooth and nail, 
Fell keenly to the wark; 
To eaſe the gantrees of the ale, 
And try wha was maiſt ſtark; 
„Till boord and floor, and a' did fail, 
Wi' ſpilt ale i' the dark; 
Gart Jock's fit ſlide, he like a fail, 
Play'd dad, and dang the bark 
Aﬀ's ſhins that day, 


84 Fill young Roger fou.] 'Tis a cuſtom fur the friends to et- 
deavour the next day after the wedding to make the new married 


man as drunk as poſſible. 


89 A creel, &c.] For merryment, a creel or bi{ket is bound, full , 
of itones, upon his back 3 and if he has acted a manly part, his young 
wite with all imaginable {pred cuts the cords, and rclicves him from 


the burthen: if ſhe does not, he's rallicd for a fumbler. 


he ſoute! 
Et cet'r. 
ill waſte 
76} W Sac ill u 
Cane out t. 
= Sone fel 
= Sawny hang 
Too ſec b 
E. 
The ſmith”; 
& And fanc 


80 


. * Whiſht lac 
88 « Mair, I' 


8 © Ye'll wind 
* Vrae wc 
Quoth ſhe, : 
And claug 
He ſhook he 
* Ye's rho 
© I'le rive fra 
And lear 


92 


* Your tippar 
Ss * Quoth ſh 
Our nibour 
geen thu; 
© An it be tru 
* Ye'll pirr 
Syn wi' her na 
Made a' hi 


105 The ſout 
114 Skin and 
nole, and the ta 
all the marks of 
120 Wind ye 
bens to contrive 


1 6 57 
* The ſouter, miller, ſmith, and Dick, 
Et cer'ra, cloſs ſat cockin, 
rilll waited was baith caſh and tick, 
70 8 Sac ill were they to ſlocken; 108 
25 4 Gane out to piſh in gutters thick, 
Some fell, and ſome gae'd rockin, 
& Sawny hang ſneering on his ſtick, 


80 . To lee bauld Hutchon bockin 112 
KG Rainbows that day. 
| The ſmith's wife her black deary ſought, 


And fand him ſkin and birn: 
EX Quoth ſhe, © This day's wark's be dear bought; 
84 * He bann'd, and gae a girn, 116 
Cad her a jade, aud ſaid ſhe mucht 
== Gae hame and ſcum her kirn: 
WT < Whiſht ladren, for gin ye ſay ought 
88 %% Mair, I'ſe wind ye a pirn, 120 
| To reel ſome day.“ 
8 Ye'll wind a pirn! ye filly ſnool, 
« Viae worth ye'r drunken ſaul,“ 
Quoth ſhe, and lap out o'er a (tool, 
92 And claught him be the ſpaul: 124 
He ſhook her, and ſware muckle dool, 
* Ye's thoie tor this, ye ſcaul; 

1 'ſe rive frae aff ye'r hips the hool, 

9688 And learn ye to be baul 123 

. On fic a day.“ 

Four tippanizing, ſcant o' grace, 

== * Quoth ſhe, gars me gang duddy ; 

WE © Our nibour Pate fin break o' day's 

100 8 geen thumpin at his ſtuddy, 132 
An it be true that ſome fowk ſays, 
s * Ye'll girn yet in a woody? 
Syn wi' her nails ſhe rave his face, 
104 Made a' his black baird bloody 136 
| Wi' ſcarts that day. 
; to er- 
married 105 The ſouter, &c. ] Vide Canto II. line 177. 

3 114 Skin and birn ] The marks of a ſheep; the burn on the 
nd, full roſe, and the tar on the ſkin: i. e. She was fare it was him, with, 
young all the marks of her drunken huſband about him. 

m from 120 Wind ye a pirn. ] Is a threatning expreſſion, when one de- 
bgns to contrive ſome malicious thing to vex you. 


58 P © EE M $3 


A gilpy that had ſeen the faught, 
I wat he was nae lang, 
Till he had gather'd ſeven or aught 
Wild hempies {tout and ſtrang 
They frac a barn a kaber raught, 
Ane mounted wi' a bang, 
Bet wiſlit twa's ſhoulders and fat ſtraught 
Upon't, and rade the ſtang 
On her that day. 
The wives and gytlings a' ſpawn'd out 
O'er middings, and o'er dykes, 
Wi' mony an uaco ſkirl and ſhout, 
Like bumbees frae their bykes; 
'Thro” thick and thin they ſcour'd about, 
Plaſhing thro' dubs and ſykes, 
And lic a rierd ran thro? the rout, 
Gart a' the hale town tykes 
Yamph loud that day. 
But d'ye ſee fou better bred 
Was menſ-fou Maggy Murdy, 
She her man like a lammy led 
Hame, wi' a well wail'd wordy, 
Faſt frae the company he fled, 
As he bad tane the (ſturdy; 
She fleech'd him fairly to his bed, 
Wi' ca'ing him her burdy, 
Kindly that day. 
But Lawrie he took. out his nap 
Upon a mow of peaſe, 
And Robin ſpew'd in's ain wife's lap; 
He {aid it gae him eaſe: 
Hutchon with a three lugged cap, 
His head bizzin wi' bees, 
Hit Geordy a miſluſhios rap, 
And brak the brig 0's neeſe 


Right fair that day, 

144 Rade the ſtang on her.] The riding of the ſtang on a woman 
that hath beat her huſband, is as | have deſcribed it, by one's riding 
upon a ſting, or long piece of wood, carried by two others on their 
ſhoulders, where, likc a herald, he proclaims the woman's name, and 


the manner of her unnatural! action. 


158 Tanc the ſtvidy ] A diſeaſe amongſt ſheep that makes them 


Lidyy, and run off from the reſt of the herd, 


bs, 
N Syne ilka t 
4 Chanlers 
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ae whiles 1 
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Ilthers frae ; 
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Some ram'd 
152 E'en like 


148 


1 The young 
12 His dear 1 
Crap down | 
bier wam 
he fand he: 
And be th 
hat ilka m. 
160 3 Was ſoup 
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here are a feu 
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gail: many uct! 
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* From val 

* And ſnat 

Thus have I; 


164 


1 Syne ilka thing gae'd arſe o'er head, 
® Chanlers, boord, ſtools. and ſtowps, 

Flew thro? the houſe wi' muckle ſpeed, 

; And there was little hopes, I72 

But there had been ſome ill done deed, 

They gat ſic thrawart cowps ; 

But a' the ſkaith that chanc'd indeed, 

Was only on their dowps, 176 

Wi' faws that day. 

ae whiles they toolied, whiles they drank, 

'Till a' their ſenſe was ſmoor'd ; 

And in their maws there was nae wank, 

VD pon the forms ſome ſnor'd : 180 

WF Ithers frac aff the bunkers ſank, | : 

& Wy een like collops ſcor'd: 

some ram'd their noddles wi' a clank, 

352 | F E'en like a thick- ſcull'd lord. 184 
1 On poſts that day. 

8 The young good-man to bed did clim, 

His dear the door did lock in; 

1 [Crap down beyont him, and the rim 

156 Oer wame he clapt his dock on, 188 
he fand her lad was not in trim, 

And be this ſame good token, 

WET hat ilka member, lith and lim, 

1 1 Was ſouple like a doken, 192 
bs Bout him that day, 


1.40 | 


144 


148 


S Notwithſtanding all this my public-ſpirited pains, [ am well aſſured 
here are a f-w heavy heads, who will being down the thick of their 
ks to tie ſides of their mouths, an. richly itupid, alledge there's 


83 
12 


Wome tl.ings in t have a meaning. Well, I own it; and think it 
BD andomecr in a few lines to ſay ſomething, than talk a great deal, 
rd mean nothing. Pray, is there any thing vitius or unbecoming 
fing Man's Liths and Limbs are ſouple when intoxicated?? 
Docs it not ſhow, that ex eſſive drinking enervates and unhinges a 
Wnan's conſtitution, and makes him uncapabl- of performing divine 
dr natural duties. There is the moral. And believe me, | could 
ie many uſcty]. notes from every character, which the ingenious 
vill preſcntly find out. 

Great wits ſo netimes may gloriouſly offend, 

* And rife to faults true critics dare not mend; 

From valgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 

* And ſnatch a grace beyond the re:ch of art. Pore. 
Thus have I purſucd theſe comical characters, having gentlemen's 


164 


168 


voman 
| riding 
1 their 
e, and 


; them 


"© & & + ws ? 
| 1 The Pl 
TARTANA, or the PLAID, Wy Precedenc 
4 Antiquity 
= To make | 
Te To imalle 


E Caledonian beauties, who have long 
Y Been both the muſe and ſubject of my ſong, 
Aſſiſt your bard, who in harmonious Jays, 10 
Deſigns the glory of your Plaid to raiſe: Much mor 
How my fond breaſt with blazing ardor glows, 5 It graces n 


Protecting 


Whene'er my ſong on you juſt praiſe beſtows. C firſt ot 
Phbebus and his imaginary nine, So long em 
With me have loſt the title of divine; Look back 
To no ſuch thadows will I homage pay, And loſe tl 
Theſe to my real muſes ſhall give way: 10 We'll ind 
To be with 


My muſes, who on ſmooth meand' ring Tweed, 
Stray through the groves, or grace the clover mead; 


Betore baſe 


Or theſe who bathe themſelves where haughty Clyde = Which gair 
Does roaring o'er his lofty catt'racts ride; = Twas they 
Or you who on the banks of gentle Tay 15 And arm'q | 
Drain from the flow'rs the early dews of May, Whilſt o'er 
To varniſh on your cheek the crimſon dye, And conque 
Or make the white the falling ſnow outyy: They only, 
And you who on Edina's itreets diſplay And to the | 
Millions of matchleſs beauties every day ; 20 Our native 
Inſpir'd by you, what poet can deſire In Plaid arra 
To warm his genius at a brighter hre ? Nor ſeem'd h 
I fing the Plaid, and ſing with all my ſkill, = Tho' cover'd 
Mount then, O fancy, ſtandard to my vill; n this at cor 


That gracefulneſs and harmony may ſhine, In this the wa 
Adapted to the beautiful deſign, With this on 
Great is the ſubject, vaſt th' exalted theme, When ev'r 

And ſhall ſtand fair in endleſs rolls of fame, Deem'd it a 4 
O heav*ns ! 


. 5 
health and pleaſure, and the good manners of the vulgar in view: When foreign 
= When Eaſt an- 


the main deſign of comedy being to repreſent the folſies and miſtakes 
of low life in a juſt light, making them appear as ridiculous as they To deck the f. 
really are, that each who is a ſpeQator, may evite his being the ob Thus while th 
je of laughter. Any body that has a mind to look four upon it, And learn'd th 
mzy uſe their freedom. By! t 
Not laugh, beaſts, fiſhes, fs nor reptiles can: luxury ener 
I aſk'd Vare 


Be ſtrong each thought, run ſoft each happy line, if = With this the 


That's a peculiar happineſs of man: 
When govern'd with a prudent chearful grace, 
Tis one of the firſt beauties of the face. 


20 


n view: 


miſtakes | 


as they 
| the ob- 
upon it, 


37 W 
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PO EMS. 61 


The Plaid's antiquity comes ſirſt in view, 30 
Precedence to antiquity is due: 
Antiquity contains a certain ſpell, 
To make cv'n things of little worth excel; 
To ſmalleſt ſubjects gives a glariog daſh, 
Protecting high born idiots from the laſh : 35 


Much more 'tis valu'd when with merit plac'd, 


It graces merit, and by merit's grac'd, 
0 firſt of garbs! garment of happy fate! 
So long employ'd, of ſuch an antique date; 


Look back ſome thouſand years, till records fail, 40 


And loſe themſelves in ſome romantic tale, 

We'll find our godlike fathers nobly ſcorn'd 

To be with any other dreſs adorn'd ; 

Before bale foreign faſhions interwove, 

Which 'gainſt their iot'reſt and their brav'ry ſtrove, 45 
'Twas they could boaſt their freedom with proud Rome, 
And arm'd in ſteel, deſpiſe the ſenate's doom; 

Whiltt o'er the globe their Eagle they diſplay'd, 

And conquer'd nations proſtrate homage paid, 

They only, they unconquer'd ſtood their ground, $0 


And to the mighty empire fix'd the bound. 


Our native prince who then ſupply'd the throne, 
In Plaid array'd magnificently ſhone : 
Nor ſeem'd his purple, or his ermine leſs, 


1 Tho' cover'd by the Caledonian dreſs. a $$ 


2 1 3 


With this our beauteous mothers veil'd their charms; 
When ev'ry youth, and every lovely maid 60 


In this at court the thanes were gayly clad, 
With this the ſhepherds and the hinds were glad, 
In this the warrior wrapt his brawny arms, 


Deem'd it a d:/þabille to want their Plaid. | 
O heav'ns ! how chang'd ! bow little look their race? 


M hen foreign chains with foreign modes take place; 
= When Faſt and Weſtern Indies muſt combine 


Lo deck the fop, and make the gewgaw ſhine, 65 
Thus while the Grecian troops in Perfia lay, 
And learn'd the habit to be ſoft and gay, 
By luxury enerv'd, they loſt the day. 
L aſk'd Varell, what ſoldiers he thought bell? 
\nd thus he anſwer'd to my plain requeſt; 70 


62 RO E M 8. 


© Were I to lead battalions out to war, 

© And hop'd to triumph in the victor's car, 

© To gain the loud applauſe of worthy fame, 

© And columns rais'd to eternize my name, 

© 1'd choole, had I my choice, that hardy race 

© Who fearleſs can look terrors in the face; 
Who 'midſt the ſnows the beſt of limbs can fold 
In Tartan Plaids, and ſmile at chilling cold: 

© No uſeleſs traſh ſhould pain my ſoldier's back, 

© No canvas tents make loaden axles crack; 

© No rattling ſilks I'd to my ſtandards bind, 

* But bright Tartana's waving in the wind: 

© The Plaid alone ſhould all my enſigns be, 

This army from ſuch banners would not flee, 

© Theſe, theſe were they, who naked taught the way 
To fight with art, and boldly gain the day,” 

Ev'n great Guſtavus ſtood himſelf amaz'd, 

While ar their wondrous {kill and force he gaz'd. 
With ſuch brave troops one might o'er Europe tun, 


80 


85 


Make out what Richlieu fram'd, and Lewis had begun. go | 


Degenerate men! now ladies pleale to fit, 
That | the Plaid iu all its airs may hit, 0 
With all the powers of ſoftneſs mixt with wit. 

While ſcorching Titan tawns the ſhepherd's brow, 
And whiltl;ng hinds ſweat lagging at the plow: 95 
The piercing beams Brucina can defy, 

Not ſun burnt the's, nor dazzl'd is her eye. 

Ugly's the maſk, the fan's a trifling toy 

To ſtill at church ſome girl or reſtleſs boy, 

Fix'd to one ſpot's the pine and myrtle ſhades, 

But on each motion wait th' umbrelhan Plaids, 

R: pelling duſt when winds diſturb the air, 

And give a check to every ill bred ſtare, 
Light as the pinions of the airy fry, 

Of larks and linnets who traverſe the ſky, 

Is the Tartana, ſpun ſo very fine, 

Its weight can never make the fair repine, 

By railing ferments in her glowing blood, 

Which cannot be eſcap'd within the hood: 

Nor does it move beyond its proper ſphere, 

But lets the gown in all its thape appear; 
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Nor is the ſtraightneſs of her waiſt deny'd 
To be by every raviſh'd eye ſurvey'd. 

For this the hoop may ſtand at largelt bend, 
It comes not high, nor can its weight offend, 


The Hood and Mantle make the tender faint; 


I'm pain'd to ſee them moving like a tent. 
By heather Jenny in her blanket dreſt, 
The Hood and Mantle fully are expreſt; 


Which round her neck with rags is firmly bound, 


While heather beſoms loud the ſcreams around. 
Was Goody Strode ſo great a pattern, fay ? 
Are ye to follow when ſuch lead the way? 

But know each fair who ſhall this Sur-tout uſe, 
You're no more Scots, and ceaſe to be my mule, 
The ſmoothelt labours of the Perſian loom 
Lin'd in the Plaid, ſet off the beauty's bloom 

Faint is the gloſs, nor come the colours nigh, 

Tho? white as milk, or dipt in ſcarlet-dy. 

The lily pluckt by fair Pringella grieves, 

Whole whiter hand outſhines its ſnowy leaves: 

No wonder then white ſilks in our eftcem, 

Match'd with her fairer face, they ſully'd ſeem. 
If ſhinipg red Campbella's cheeks adorn, 

Our fancies ſtraight conceive the bluſhing mora 

Beneath whoſe dawn the ſun of beauty hes, 

Nor need we light but from Campbella's eyes, 
If lin'd with green Stuarta's Plaid we view, 

Or thine Ramſeia edg'd around with blue; 

One ſhews the ſpring when nature is moſt kind, 

The other heav'n, whoſe ſpangles lift the mind, 
A garden-plot earich'd with choſen flowers, 

In ſun beams baſking after vernal ſhowers, 

Where lovely pinks in ſweet confuſion rile, 

And amaranths and eglintines furpriſe ; 

Hedg'd round with fragrant brier and jeſſamine, 

The roſie thorn and variegated green; 

Theſe give not half that pleaſure to the view, 

As when, Fergulia, mortals gaze on you; 

You raiſe our wonder, and our love engage, 


Which makes us curſe, and yet admire the hedge; 


The ſilk and tartan hedge, which doth conſpire 
With you to kindle love's ſoft ſprcadiug fire, 
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How many charms can every fair one boaſt! 
How oft's our fancy in the plenty loſt! 155 5 
Theſe more remote, theſe we admire the moſt. 
What's too familiar often we deſpiſe, 
But rarity makes ſtill the value riſe. 
If Sol himſelf ſhould ſhine through all the day, 
We cloy, and loſe the pleaſure of his ray: 
But if behind ſome marly cloud he ſteal, 
Nor for ſome time his radiant head reveal, 1 
With brighter charms his abſence he repays, [8 
And every ſun- beam ſeems a double blaze. * 
So when the fair their dazzling luſtres ſhroud, 
And diſappoint us with a tartan cloud, 
How fondly do we peep with wiſhful eye, 
Tranſported when one lovely charm we ſpy? 
Oft to our coſt, ah me! we often find 
The power of love ſtrikes deep, tho” he be blind; 
Perch'd on a lip, a cheek, a chin, or ſmile, 
Hits with ſurpriſe, and throws young hearts in jail, 
From when the cock proclaims the riſing day, | 
And milk-maids fing around ſweet curds and whey ; 
»Till grey-ey'd twilight, harbinger of night, 175 | 
Purſues o'er ſilver mountains ſinking light, 
1 can unwearied from my caſements view 8 
The Plaid, with ſomething ſtill about it new. % 
How are we pleas'd, when with a handſome air 
We ſee Hepburna walk with eaſy care ? 
One arm half circles round her ſlender waiſt, 
The other like an ivory pillar plac'd, 
To hold her Plaid around her modelt face, 
Which faves her bluſhes with the gayeſt grace: 
If in white kids her taper fiagers move, 
Or unconfin'd jet thro” the ſable glore, 
With what a pretty action Keitha holds 
Her Plaid, and varies oft its airy folds; 
How does that naked ſpace the ſpirits move, 
Between the ruffl'd lawn and envious glove ? 
We by the ſample, tho' no more be ſeen, 
Imagine all that's fair within the [xreen, 
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Thus belles in Plaids veil and diſplay their charms, 
The love ſick youth thus bright Humea warms, 
And with her graceful mien her rivals all alarms. 195 
The Plaid itſelf gives pleaſure to the light, 
To ſee how all its ſetts imbibe the light; 
Forming ſome way, which even to me lies hid, 
White black, blue, yellow, purple, green, and red, 
Let Newton's royal club through priſmis ſtare, 200 
To view celeſtial dyes with curious care, 
I'll pleaſe myſelf, nor ſhall my ſight aſk aid 
Of cryſtal gimcracks to ſurvey the Plaid, 
How decent is the Plaid when in the pew, 
It hides th' inchanting fair from ogler's view, 205 
The mind's oft crowded with ill tim'd deſires, 
When nymphs unvail'd approach the ſacred quires, 
Even ſenators who guard the commonweal, 
Their minds may rove—Are mortals made of ſteel ? 


The finiſh'd beaux {tart up in all their airs, 210 


And ſearch out beauties more than mind their prayers. 
The wainſcot forty-ſix's are perplext 

To be eclips'd, ſpite makes them drop the text. 

The younger gaze at each fine thing they ſee; 

The orator himſelf is ſcarcely free. 215 
Ye then who wou'd your piety expreſs, 

To ſacred domes ne'er come in naked dreſs, 


The power of modeity ſhall (til prevail; 


Then Scotian virgins uſe your native vail, 

Thus far young Coſmel read; then ſtar'd and curſt, 
And aſkt me very gravely how I durſt 22T 
Advance ſuch praiſes for a thing: deſpis'd ? 

He ſmiling, ſwore I had been ill advis'd. 
To you, ſaid J, perhaps this may ſeem true, 
And numbers valt, nor fools may fide with you; 225; 
As many ſhall my ſentiments approve: 
Tell me what's not the butt of ſcorn and love? 
Were mankind all agreed to think one way, 
What wou'd divines-and poets have to ſay? 
No enſigns wou'd on martial fields be ſpread, 230 
And Corpus Furis never wou'd be read: 
We'd need no councils, parliaments, nor kings, 
Ey'a wit and learning wou'd turn filly things. 
8 3 
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You mils my meaning ſtill, 'm much afraid, 

I wou'd not have them always wear the Plaid, 235 
Old Salem's royal ſage, of wits the prime, 

Said, © For cach thing there was a proper time,” 

Night's but Aurora's Plaid, that ta'en away, 

We loſe the pleaſure of returning day; 

Ev*n thro” the gloom, when view'd in ſparkling fkies, 240 

Orbs ſcarcely feen, yet gratify our eyes: 

So thro' Hamilla's op'ned Plaid, we may 

Behold her heav'nly face, and heaving milky way, 

Spanith reſerve, join'd with a Gallic air, 

if manag'd well, becomes the Scotian fair. 
Now you ſay well, ſaid he; but when's the time 

That they may drop the Plaid without a crime? 
Then I; 

Leſt, O fair, nymphs, ye ſhou'd our patience tire, 

And 'tarch reſerve extinguith gen'rous fire; 

Since heaven your ſoft victorious charms deſign 'd 

To form a ſmoothnefs on the rougher mind: 

When from the bold and noble toils of war, 

The rural cares, or labours of the bar; 

From theſe hard ſtudies which are learn'd and grave, 

And ſome from dang'rous riding o'er the wave; 

The Caledonian manly youth reſort 

To their Edina, love's great mart and port, 

And crowd her theatres with all that grace 

Which 1s peculiar to the Scotian race; 

At concert, ball, or ſome fair's marriape-day, 

O then with freedom all that's ſweet difplay. 

When beauty's to be judg'd without a vail, 

And not its power met out as by retail, 

But wholeſale all at once to fill the mind 

With ſentiments gay, foft, and frankly kind; 

Throw by the Plaid, and like the lamp of day, 

When there's no cloud to intercept his ray, 

So ſhine Maxella, nor their cenſure fear, 

Who, flaves to vapours, dare not ſo appear, 


245 


250 


255 


260 


265 


On Ida's height, when to the royal ſwain, 270 


To know who ſhould the prize of beauty gain, 
Jove ſent his two fair daughters and his wife, 
That he might be the judge to end the ſtrife: 
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Hermes was guide, they tound him by a tree, 2 
And tus they ſpake with air divinely free, 275 
Say, Paris, which is faireſt of us three.“ Þ) 


To [ove's high queen, and the celeſtial maids, 

E're he wou'd pats his ſentence, cry'd, * No Plaids.“ 
Quickly the goddeſſes obey'd his call, 5 
In ſimple nature's dreſs he view'd them all, 280 
Then to QCyth'rea gave the golden ball. 

Great critics hail! our dread, whole love or hate, 
Can with a frown or {mile, give verle its fate; 
Attend, while o'er this field my tancy roams, 

I've ſomewhat more to ſay, and here it comes, 2 

When virtue was a crime, in 1 ancred's reign, 
There was a noble youth who wou'd not deign 
To own for ſovereign one a ſlave to vice, 

Or blot his conſcience at the higheſt price; 
For which his death's devis'd with helliſh art, 290 
To tear from his warm breaſt his beating heart, 
Fame told the tragic news to all the fair, 
Whole num'rous ſighs and groans bound thro” the air: 
All mourn his fate, tears trickle trom each eye, 
Till his kind ſiſter threw the woman by; 295 
She in his ſtead a gen'rous off ring ſtaid, 
And he, the tyrant baulk'd, hid in her Plaid. 
Sn when Aeneas with Achilles ſtrove, 
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The goddeis mother haſted from above, 
Well ſeen in fate, prompt by maternal love, 
Wrapt him in miſt, and warded off the blow 
That was deſign'd him by his valiant foe, 
I of the Plaid could tell a hundred tales; 
Then hear another. ſince tnat (train prevails, 
The tale no records tell, it is ſo old; 305 
It happen'd in the eaſy age of gold, 
When am'rous Jove, chief of th' Olympian gods, 
Pall'd with Saturnia, came to our abodes, 
A beauty hunting; for in theſe ſoft days, 
Nor gods. nor men, delighted in a chace 310 5 
That wou'd deſtroy, not propagate their race, 
Beneath a fir tree in Glentanar's groves, 
Where, e'er gay fabrics role, ſwains ſung their loves, 


298 Homer. 
373 Glentauar's groyts.] A large wood in the north of Scotland. 
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Iris lay ſleeping in the open air, 
A bright Tartana vail'd the lovely fair; 
The wounded God beheld her matchleſs charms, 
With earneſt eyes, and graſp'd her in his arms, 
Sgon he made known to her, with gaining {kill, 
His dignity, and import of his will, 
Speak thy deſire,” the divine monarch ſaid, 
Make me a goddeſs, cry'd the Scotian maid, 
© Nor let hard fate bereave me of my Plaid.” 
ge thou the hand-maid to my mighty queen, 
Said Jove, and to the world be often ſeen 
With the celettial bow, and thus appear 
Clad with theſe radiant colours as thy wear. 
Now ſay, my mule, e're'thou forſake the field, 
What profit does the Plaid to Scotia yield? 
Ju ly that claims our love, eſteem, and boaſt, 
Which is produc'd within our native coaſt. 
On our own mountains grows the golden fleece, 
Richer than that which Jaſon brought to Greece : 
A beneficial branch of Albion's trade, 
And the firit parent of the Tartan Plaid, 
Our fair ingenious ladies hands prepare 
The equal threads, and give the dyes with care: 
Thouſands of artiſts ſullen houis decoy 
On rattling looms, and view their webs with joy, 
May ſhe be curſt to ſtarve in frsg/and fens, 
To wear a ſala ragg'd at both the ends, 
Groan {till beneath an ant:guated ſuit, 
And die a maid at fifty five, to boot! 
May ihe turn guagzy fat, or crooked dwarf, 
Be ridicul'd while primm'd up in her ca. 
May /pleen and ſpite (till keep her on the fret, 
And live till ſhe oa7/:ve her beauty's date; 
May all. this fall, and more than 1 have ſaid, 
Upon that wench who diſregards the Plaid. 
But with the fun let ev'ry joy ariſe, 
And trom ſoft ſlumbers lift her happy eyes; 
May blooming youth be fixt upon her face, 
*T ill ſhe has ſeen her fourth deſcending race; 
Bleſt with a mate with whom the can agree, 
And never want the fineſt of Bohea: 


335 


340 


345 


230 


240 Fal. A little ſquare cloath wore by the Dutch- women. 
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ay ne'er the Miſer's fears make her afraid, 
Who joins with me, with me admires the Plaid, 
Let bright Tartana's henceforth ever ſhine, 
And Caledonian goddeſſes enſhrine. 

Fair judges, to your cenſure 1 ſubmit, 
If you allow this poem to have wit, 


Il look with ſcorn upon theſe muſty fools, 


Who only move by old worm-eaten rules. 
But with th' ingenious if my labours take, 

I wiſh them ten times better for their ſake; 
Who ſhall eſteem this vain, are in the wrong; 
I'll prove the moral is prodigious ſtrong: 

J hate to trifle, mea ſhould act like men, 
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And for their country only draw their ſword and pen, 


EDiNBURGH's Add/e/5 to the Country, Nov. 1718. 


ROM me Edina, to the brave and fair, 


= J Health, joy, and love, and baniſhmeat of care: 
= Foraſmuch as bare ficlds and purly ſkies 


Make rural ſcenes ungrateful to the eyes: 
When Hyperborean blaſts confound the plain, 
Driving, by turns, light ſnow and heavy rain; 
Ye ſwains and nymphs, forſake the wither'd grove, 
That no damp colds may nip the buds of love; 
Since winds and tempelts o'er the mountains ride, 
Haſte here where choice of pleatures do reſide; 
Come to my tow'rs, and leave th* uopleaſant ſcene, 
My cheerful boſom all your warmth ſuſtain, 
Screen'd in my walls, you may bleak winter ſhun, 
And, for a while, forget the cutaat ſun: 
My blazing fires, brigint lamps, and {parkling wine, 
As ſummer fun {hall warm like him ihall thne, 

My witty clubs of minds that move at large, 
With every glaſs can ſome great thought diſcharge 
When from my ſenate. and the torts of law, 
T' unbend the mind from bus nheſs you withdraw, 
With luch gay friends to laugh ſome hours away, 
My winter even thall ding the ſummer's day. 

My {cools of law produce a maaly train 
Of fluent orators, who right maintain, 
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Practis'd t' expreſs themſelves a graceful way, 
An eloquence ſhines forth in all they ſay. 

Some Raphel, Rubens, or Vandike admire, 
Whoſe boſoms glow, with ſuch a godlike fire. 
Of my own race 1 have, who ſhall e're long, 
Challenge a place amongſt the immortal throng. 

Others in ſmootheſt numbers are profuſe, 

And can in Mantuan dactyls lead the muſe: 
And others can with muſic make you gay, 
With ſweeteſt ſounds Correlli's art diſplay, 
While they around in ſofteſt meaſures ſing, 
Or beat melodious Solo's from the ſtring. 

What pleaſure can exceed to know what's great, 
The hinge of war, and winding draughts of {tate ? 
Theſe, and a thouſand things th' aſpiring youth 
May learn, with pleaſure, from the ſages mouth; 
While they full fraughted judgments do unload, 
Relating to affairs home and abroad. 

The generous foul is fir'd with noble flame, 

To emulate victorious Eugene's fame, 

Who with freſh glories decks th' imperial throne, 
Making the haughty Otr'man empire groan, 

He'll learn when warlike Sweden and the Czar, 
The Danes and Pruſhans ſhall demit the war; 

T' obſerve what mighty turns of fate may ſpring 
From this new war rais'd by Iberia's king. 

Long ere the morn from eaſtern ſeas ariſe, 
To {weep night ſhades from off the vaulted ſkies, 
Ott have or lau in dreams your mind may toſs, 
And puſh the ſluggiſh ſenſes to their polts ; 

The bautboys diſtant notes ſhall then oppoſe 
Your phantom cares, and Jull you to repoſe. 

To vi/it and take tea, the well dreſs'd fair 

May pats the crowd unruffled in her chair; 

No duſt or mire her ſhining foot ſhall ſtain, 

Or on the horizontal hoop give pain, 

For beaux and bellet no city can compare, 

Nor ſhew a galaxy ſo made, ſo fair; 

The ears are charm'd, and raviſh'd are the eyes, 
When at the concert my fair /tars atiſe. 

What poets of fictitious beauties ſing, 

Shall in bright order fill the dazzling ring: 
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From Venus, Pallas, and the ſpouſe of Jove, 

BZ They'd gain the prize, juig'd by the god of lave: 

XZ Their ſun burnt features wou'd look dull, and fade, 

4 Compar'd with my ſ/aueet white and bluſhing red. 

EZ The character of beauties ſo divine, 

The muſe for want of words cannot define, 

The panting foul beholds with awful love, 

© Impre(s'd on clay th' angelic forms above, 

"XZ Whoſe ſofteſt ſmiles can pow'rfully impart 

EKaptures ſublime, in dumb ſhow, to the heart, 

2 | The ſtrength of all theſe charms, if ye defy, 
My court of juſtice ſhall make you comply. 

Welcome, my Seſſion, thou my boſom warms, 

| 4 Thrice three times welcome to thy mother's arms: 

4 Thy father long, rude man! has left my bed, 

= Thou'rt now my guard, and ſupport of my trade; 

* My heart yearns after thee with ſtrong deſire, 

WT Thou deareſt image of thy antient fire: 

Should proud Auguſta take thee from me too, 

Ws So great a loſs wou'd make Edina bow; 


4 I'd link beneath a weight I cou'd not bear, 

And in a heap of rubbith diſappear. 

4 Vain are ſuch fears; [I'll rear my head in ſtate, 
W My boding heart foretels a glorious fate: 

Ne ſtately ſtructures on new (trects ſhall riſe, 
And new built churches tow'ring to the ſkies. 


From utmoſt | hule to the Dover rock. 
4 Britain's beſt blood in crowds to me ſhall flock; 
A num'rous fleet thall be my Fortha's pride, 
While they in her calm roads at anchor ride: 
BT Theſe trom each coalt ſhall bring what's great and rare, 
W To animate the brave, and pleaſe the fair, 


8 Written beneath the Hiftorical Print of the wonderful 
= pre/ervation of Mr David Bruce, and others his 
= Schooltellows, 
ST ANDREWS, Auguſt 19th, 1710. 

IX times the day with light and hope aroſe, 
a } As ft the night her terrors did oppoſe, 
While toſs'! on roaring waves the tender crew 
Had nought but death and horror in their view: 
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Pale famine, ſeas, bleak cold, at equal (rife, 

Conſpiring all againſt their bloom of lite: 

Whilſt like the Ian p's laſt flame their trembling ſouls 

Are on the wing to leave their mortal goals; 

And death before them ſtands with frightful ſtare, 

Their ſpirits ſpent, and ſunk down to delpair, 
Behold th' indulgent providential eye, 

With watchful rays deſcending from on bigh ; 

Angels come polting down the divine beam 

To ſave the helpleſs in their laſt extreme: 

Unſeen the heav'nly guard about them flock, 

Some rule the winds, {ome lead them up the rock, 

M hile other two attend the dying pair, 

To waft their young white ſouls thro” fields of air. 
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The SCRIBBLERS /aſhed, 
You write pindarics! and be d—n'd, 


Write epigrams for cutlers; 
None with thy nonſenſe will be ſhamm'd 
But chambermatas ana butlers, 
Int” other world expect ary blows, 
No tears ſhall wipe thy ſtains aut: 
Horace ſhall pluck thee by the niſe, 
And Pindar beat thy brains out, 
I. BROWN to T. D Uzrvy, 


HAT I thus proſtitute my muſe 
On theme ſo low. may gain excuſe; 

W hen following motives ſhall be thought on, 
W hich has this dogrel fury brought on. 
I'm call'd in honour to protect 5 
The fair when treat with diſreſpect: 
Beſides, a zeal tranſports my ſoul, 
V hich no conſtraint can e'er controul ; 
In ſervice of the government, 


Jo draw my pen and ſatyr vent, 10 


Againſt vile murgrels of Parraſſus, 
Who through impunity oppreſs us. 

*Tis to correct this ſcribbling crew, 

Who, as in former reigns, lo now 
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Torment the world, and load our time 

With jargon cloth'd in wretched rhime, 

Diſgrace of numbers! earth! | hate them: 

And as they mri, fo II treat chem. 
And farit, theſe "1 bred things 1 lallly 

That bated authors of the trath, 

In public {pread with little wit, 

Much malice. rude and bootlefs ſpite, 

Againtt the ſex who have no arms, 

To ſhield them from infalting harms, 

Except the lightning of their eye, 

W hich none but ſuch blind dolts defy, 
Ungen'rous war! t'attack the fair: 

But. ladies, fear not, ye're the care 

Ot every wit of true deſcent, 

At once their ſong and ornament : 

They'll ne'er neglect the lovely crowd; 

But ſpite of all the multitude 

Of ſcribbling fops, aſſert your cauſe, 

And execute Apollo's Jaws : 

Apollo, who the bard inſpires 

With ſofteſt thoughts and divine fires 

Than whom, on ail the earth, there's no man 

More complailant to a fine woman, 

Such veneration mixt with love, 

Poi'ts out a poet from above: 

But Zany's void of ſenſe and merit, 

Love, fire, or fancy, wit, or ſpirit : 

Weak, frantic, clowmſh, and chagreen, 

Pretending, prompt by zealous ſpleen, 


T' affront your head-dreſs, or your bone fence, 


Make printers preſſes groan with nonſenſe. 
But while Sol's offspring lives, as ſoon 


Shall they pull down his filter moon, 


They with low incoherent (tuff, 


Dark ſenſe, or none, lines lame and rough; 
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Without a thought, air, or addreſs, 
All the whole loggerhead confeſs. 


From clouded notions in the brain, 
They ſcribble in a cloudy (train; 
| Deſire of verſe they reckon wit, 


And rhime without one grain of it, 
11 
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74 POEM S. 
Then hurry forth in public town 


Their ſcrawls, leſt they ſhould be unknown. 
Rather than want a fame, they chuſe 

The plague of an infamous muſe, 
Unthinking thus the ſots aſpire, 

And raiſe their own reproach the high'r: 

By meddling with the modes and faſhions 
Of women of politeſt nations. 

Perhaps by this they'd have it told us, 


That in their ſpirit ſomething bold is, 


To challenge thoſe who have the ſkill, 
By charms to ſave, and frowns to kill. 
If not ambition, then tis ſpite, 
Which makes the puny inſects write, 
Like old and mouldy maids turn'd ſour, 
When diſtant charms have loſt their pow'r, 
Fly out in loud tranſports of paſſion, 
When ought that's new comes firſt in faſhion 
Till by degrees it creeps right ſnodly 
On hips and head dreſs of the g y. 
Thus they to pleaſe the ſighing ſiſters, 
Who often beet them in their miſters, 
With their malicious breath ſet ſail, 
And write theſe filly things they rail. 
Pimps! ſuch as you can ne'er extend 
A flight of wit, which may amend 
Our morals; that's a plot too nice 
For yon, to laugh folks out of vice, 
Sigbing. Oh hey!“ ye cry, Alas! 
« This fardingale's a great diſgrace !” 
And all indeed, becauſe an ancle, 
Or foot is ſeen, might monarchs mancle 
And makes the wile, with face upright, 
Look up, and bleſs heav'n for their light, 
In your opinion nothing matches, 
O horrid fin ! the crime of patches: 
Tis falſe, ye clowns ; I'll make't appear, 
The glorious ſun does patches wear: 
Vea, run thro? all the frame of nature, 
You'll find a patch for ev'ry creature: 


58 Beet them in their miſters.] Oblige them upon occaſion. 
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Even you yourſelves, ye blackned wretches, 
To Heliconians are the patches. 
But grant that ladies modes were ills 
00 BE To be retormed, your creeping kills, 
Fe rhimers, never wou'd ſucceed, 
Who write what the polite ne'er read. 
Too cure an error of the fair, 
Demands the niceſt prudent care: 
Wit utter'd in a pleaſant (train, 
A point ſo delicate may gain: 
But that's a taſk as far above 
' * Your thallow reach, as I'm from Jove, 
No more then let the world be vexed 
With baggage empty and perplexed: 
But learn to {peak with due reſpect 
8 of Peggie's brealts and ivory neck. 
Such purblind eyes as your's, tis true, 
BE Shou'd ne'er ſuch divine beauties view. 
75 If Nellie's hoop be twice as wide, 
As her two pretty limbs can ſtride; 
What then? Will any man of ſenſe 
Fake umbrage, or the leaſt offence, 
At what even the moſt modeſt may 
Expoſe to Phoebus? brightelt ray? 
Does not the handſome of our city, 
| The pious, chalte, the kind and witty, 
3 Who can afford it, great and ſmall, 
# Regard well-ſhapen fardingale? 
85 And will you, mag-pyes, make a noiſe ? 
Lou grumble at the lady's choice! 
But leave't to them, and mothers wile, 
4: Who watch their conduct, mien, and guiſe, 
To ſhape their weeds as fits their eaſe; 
} And place their patches as they pleaſe, 
This ſhou'd be granted without grudging, 
WJ Since we all know they're belt at judging, 
What from mankind demands devotion, 
a geſture, garb, free airs, and motion. 
haut you! unworthy of my pen! 
Unworthy to be claſs'd with men! 
latte to Caffar, ye clumſy ſots, 
And there make love to Hottentats, 
H 2 


—_ b_y 
"2 OCR 


F 


70 


aſion. 


+ v.23 th 1 I 
r ͤ EE EN TIE M 
as N 1 Nl 1 = 


75 


100 


105 


110 


120 


125 


135 


76 P 0 E M $, 


Another ſet with ballads waſte 
Our paper, and debauch our talte 
With endleſs *larams on the ſtreet, 
Where crowds of circling rabble meet, 
The vulgar judge of poetry, 
By what theſe hawkers ſing and cry; 
Yea, ſome who claim to wit amils, 
Cannot diſtinguiſh that from this : 
Hence poets are accounted now, 
In Scotland, a mean empty crew, 
Whoſe heads are craz'd, who ſpend their time 
In that poor wretched trade of rhyme : 
Yet all the learn'd diſcerning part 
Of mankind own the heav'nly art 
Is as much diſtant from ſuch traſh 
As lay'd Dutch coin from Sterling caſh, 
Others in lofty nonſenſe write, 
Incomprehenſible's their flight; 
Such magic pow'r is in their pen, 
They can beſtow on worthleſs men 
More virtue, merit, and renown, 
Than ever they cou'd call their own, 
They write with arbitrary power, 
And pity 'tis they ſhould tall lower 
Or ſtoop to truth, or yet to meddie 
With common ſeaſe, for crambo diddle. 
But none of all the rhyming herd 
Are more encourag'd and rever'd, 
By heavy fouls to their's ally'd, 
Than ſuch who tell who lately dy'd. 
No ſooner is the ſpirit flown, 
From its clay cage, to lands unknown, 
Than ſome raſh hackney gets his name, 
And thro' the town laments the ſame: 
An honeſt burgeſs cannot die, 
But they muſt weep in elegy : 

Even when the virtuous ſoul is ſoaring 
Thro' middle air, he hears it roaring. 
Theſe ills and many more abules, 
Which plague mankind, and vex the muſes, 

On pain of poverty ſhall ceaſe, 


Add all the fair ſhall live in peace: 
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And every one ſhall die contented, 
Happy when not by them lamented, 
For great Apollo in his name, 
Has order'd me thus to proclaim: 
« Foraſmuch as a grov'ling crew, 
With narrow mind, and brazen brow, 
« Wou'd tain to poets title mount, 
And with vile maggots rub affront 
On an old virtuolo nation, 
Where our lov'd Nine maintain their (tation; 
Wie order ſtrict, that all refrain 
© To write, who learning want, and brain 
© Pedants, with Hebrew roots o'er grown, 
© Learn'd in each language but their own, 
© Each ſpiritleſs half ſtarving ſinner, 
Who knows not how to get his dinner: 
© Dealers in {mall ware, clinks, whim-whams, 
« Acroilics, puns, and anagrams ; 
And all who their productions grudge, 
© To be canvalt by ſleilſul judge; 
* Who can find out indulgent trip, 
© Whilſt *tis in harmleſs manuſcript. 
But to all them who diſobey, 
And jog on ſtill in their own way; 
* Be't kend to all men that our will is, 
Since all they write ſo wretched ill is, 
© They mult diſpatch their ſhallow ghoſts, 
To Pluto's jakes, and take their poſts; 
* There to attend, till Dis ſhall deign 
To uſe their works; the uſe is plain.“ 
Now know, ye ſcoundrels, if ye ſtand 
To humph and ha at this command, 
The furies have prepar'd a halter, 
To hang, or drive ye helter ſkelter, 
Through bogs and moors, like rats and mice, 
Purſu'd with hunger, rags and lice, 
It e'er ye dare again to croak, 
And god of harmony provoke ? 
Wherefore purſue ſome craft for bread, 
Where hands may better ſerve than head; 
Nor ever hope in verſe to ſhine, 
Or ſhare in Homer's fate or. ——, 
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"CONF ENT, A Porn, 


Content is wealth, the riches of the mind ; 
And happy he who can that treaſure find : 
But the baſe miſer flarves amidjt his ſtore, 
Brodi on his gold, and gripping /iill for more, 
Sits fadly pining, and believes he's poor, 
DRYDEN, 


Virtue was taught in verſe, and Athens fiery rules 
RIOR, 


7 HEN genial beams wade thro' the dewy morn, 
And from the clod invite the ſprouting corn; 
When chequer'd green, wing'd muſic, new blown ſcente, 
Conſpir'd to footh the mind and pleaſe each fenſe: 
Then down a ſhady haugh I took my way, $ 
Delighted with each flower and budding ſpray; 
Muſing on all that hurry, pain, and (tiife, 
Which flow from the fantaſtic ills of life. 
Enlarg'd from ſuch diſtrefſes of the mind, 
Due gratitude to heav'n my thoughts refin'd, 10 
And made me in the laughing Sage's way, 
As a mere farce the murm'ring world ſurvey; 
Finding imagin'd maladies abound, 
Tenfold for one, which gives a real wound, 
Godlike is he whom no falſe fears annoy, 15 
Who lives content, and graſps the preſent joy; 
Whoſe mind is not with wild convulſions rent, 
Of pride and avarice, and diſcontent: 
wW hoſe well train'd paſſions, with a pious awe, 
Are all ſubordinate to reaſon's law: 20 
Then ſmooth content ariſes like the day, 
And makes each rugged phantom fly away. 
To loweſt men ſhe gives a lib' ral ſhare 
Of ſolid bliſs ; ſhe mitigates our care, 
Enlarging joys, adminiſtring health; ' 25 
The rich man's pleaſure, and the poor man's wealth; 
A train of comforts on her nod attend, 


And to her ſway profits and honours bend, 


11 Laughing Sage.] Democritus, 
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Hail bleſt Content ! who art by heav'n deſign'd 
Parent of health and chearfulneſs of mind ; 30 


Serene Content ſhall animate my ſong, 

And make the immortal numbers ſmooth and ſtrong. 
Silenus, thou whoſe hoary beard and head 

Fperience ſpeak, and youth's attention plead; : 

Retail thy gather'd knowlege, and diſeloſe 35 

What (tate of life enjoys the molt repoſe. 

Thus 1 addreſt—And thus the antient bard— 

Firſt, to no ſtate of life fix thy regard. 

All mortals may be happy, if they pleaſe, 

Not rack'd with pain, nor lingering diſeaſe. 40 
Midas the wretch, wrapt in his patched rags, 

With empty paunch, fits brooding o'er his bags; 

Meager his look, his mind in conſtant fright, 

If winds but move his windows in the night: 

If dogs ſhould bark, or but a moule make din, 45 

He fweats and ſtarts, and thinks the thief 's got in: 

His ſleep forſakes him *rill the dawn appears, 

Which every thing but ſuch a caitiff chears: 

It gives him pain to buy a farthing light; 

He jums at home in darknefs all the night. 80 

What makes bim manage with ſuch cautious pain? 

would break a ſum; a farthing ſpent fo vain! 

I: cer he's pleas'd, *tis when ſome needful man 

Gives ten per Cent, wth an injuring pawn; 

Tho” he's provided in as much would ſerve 55 

Whole Neſtor's years, he ever tears to iiarve, 

Tell him of alms; alas! he'd rather chuſe 

Damnation, and the promis'd biils retule,— 

* 4nd is there ſuch a wreich beneath the ſun? 

Yes, he return'd, thouſands, in ſtead of one, 60 

To whom content 1s utterly unknown, 

* Are all the rich men ſuch ?'——He antwer'd, No; 

Marcus hath wealth, and can his wealth beiiow 

Upon himſelf, his friends, and on the poor; 

Enjoys erough and wiſhcs tor vo more, 65 
Reverſe of theſe is he who braves the ſky, 

Curling his maker when he throws the die: 

Gods, devils, furies, hell, heaven, biood and wounds, 

Promucuous fly in burits of tainted ſounds : 
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He to perdition doth his ſoul bequeath, 
Vet inly trembles when he thinks of death. 
Except at game, he ne'er employs his thought, 
Till hiſs'd and pointed at- not worth a groat. 
The deſp' rate remnant of a large eſtate 
Goes at one throw, and points his gloomy fate; 
He finds his folly now, but finds too late. 
Ill brooks my fondling matter to be poor, 
Bred up to nought but bottle, game, and whore, 
How pitiful he looks without his rent ! 
They who fly virtue, ever fly content, 
Now I beheld the ſage look'd leſs ſevere, 
Whillt pity join'd his old fatyric lear, 
The weakly mind, faid he, is quickly torn; 
Men are not gods, {ome frailties mult be born : 
Heaven's bounteous hand all in their turn abuſe; 
The happieſt men at times their fate refuſe, 
Befoob themſelves—and trump up an excuſe, 
Is Lucius but a ſubaltern of foot? - 
His equal Gallus is a coronet, 
Sterilla ſhuns a goſhping, and why ? 
The teeming mother fills her with envy, 
The pregnant matron's grief as much prevails, 
Some of the children always ſomething ails: 
One boy is lick, t'other has broke his head, 
And nurſe is blam'd when little miſs is dead. 
A dutcheſs on a velvet couch reclin'd, 
Blabs her fair cheeks till ſhe is almoſt blind; 
Poor Philli's death the briny pearls demands, 
Who ceaſes now to ſnarl, and lick her hands, 
The politicians, who in learn'd debates, 100 
With. penetration carve out kingdoms fates, 5 
Look four, drink coffee, ſhrug, and read gazentes : x 
Deep ſunk in craft of ſtate their ſouls are loſt, 
And all their hopes depend upon the poſt : 
Each mail that's due they curſe the contrair wind 
*Tis ſtrange if this way men contentment find. 
Tho' old, their humours I am yet to learn, 
Who vex themſelves in what they've no concern, 
Niany the glaring fop, who always runs 
In tradeſmen's books, which makes the careful duns, 110 
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Then thinks be juſtly damns the curſed ſneaks. 
The diſappointed dun, with as much ire, 
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Whil(t with their eraving elamours he's oppreſt, 
He frames excuſes till his cranny akes, | 


Both threats and curſes till his breaſt's on fire; 
Then home he goes, and pours it on his houle, 
His ſervants ſuffer oft, and oft his ſpouſe. 
Some groan thro' life amidſt a heap of cares, 
To load with too much wealth their lazy heirs, 
The lazy heir turns all to ridicule, 
And all his life proclaims his father fool: 
He toils in {| eng hang a thread bare ſon, 
To ſcrap anew, as had his grandſire done, 
How is the fair Myrtilla's boſom fir'd, 
If Leda's fable locks are more admir'd; 
While Leda docs her ſecret ſighs diſcharge, 
Becauſe her mouth's a ſtraw breadth, ah! roo large. 
Thus ſung the fre; and left me to evite 
The ſcorching beams in ſome cool green retreat; 130. 
Where gentle {lumber feiz'd my, weary'd brain, 
And mimic fancy op'd the following ſcene, 
Methought I ſtood upon a riſing ground, 
A ſplendid landſkip open'd all around, 
Rocks, rivers, meadows, gardens, parks, and woods, 135 
Ard domes which hide their turrets in the clouds; | 
To me approach'd a nymph divinely fair, 
Celeſtial virtue ſhone thro? all her air: 
A nymph for grace, her wiſdom more renown'd,. . | 
Adorn'd each grace, and both true valour crown'd, 140 
Around her heav'ply fmiles a nelmet blaz'd, 
Aud gracetul as ſhe mov'd, a ſpear ſhe gently rais'd. 
My ſight at firlt the luſtre ſcarce con'd bear, 
Her dazzling glories thone ſo ſtrong and clear : 
A majeſty ſublime, with all that's ſweet, 145 
Did adoration claim, and love invite, 
telt her wiſdom's charm my thoughts inſpire, 
Her dauntleſs courage ſet my ſoul on fire: 
The maid, when thus I knew, I ſoon addreſt, 
My preſent wiſhful thoughts the theme ſuggeſt: 150 
Ot all th'etherial powers thou, nobleſt maid, 
* To human weaknels lend'ſt the readieſt aid: 
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To where content and her bleſt train reſide, 
© Immortal Pallas, deign to be my guide.“ 155 
With my requeſt well pleas'd, our courſe we bent, 
To fiad the habitation of content. 
Thro' fierce Bellona's tents we firſt idenact d, 


Where cannons bounc'd, and nervous horſes pranc'd: 


Here vi et armis ſat with dreadful awe 


And daring front, to prop each nation's law; 160 | 


Attending fquadrons, on her motions wait, 

Array'd in deaths, and fearleſs of their fate, 

Here chieftain ſouls glow'd with as great a fire, 

As his who made the world but one empire. 

Even in low ranks brave ſpirits might be found, 165 
Who wanted nought of monarchs but a crown. 

But ah! ambition ſtood a foe to peace, 

Shaking the empty fob and ragged fleece; 

Which were more hideous to theſe ſons of war, 

Than brimſtone, ſmoak, and ſtorms of bullets are. 170 
Here, ſaid my guide, content is rarely found, 

Where blood and noiſysjars beſet the ground. 

Trade's wealthy warehouſe next fell in our way, 

Where in great bales part of each nation lay; 

The Spaniſh citron, and Heſperia's oil, 175 
Perha's ſoft product, and the Chineſe toil ; 

Warm Borneo's ſpices, Arabs ſcented gum, 

The Poliſh amber, and the Saxon mum; 

The Orient pearl, Holland's lace and toys, 

And tinſy work, which the fair nun employs; 180 
From India ivory, and the clouded cane; 

And cochineal from the ſtraits of Magellan. 

The Scandinavian roſin, hemp and tar; 

The Lapland furs, and Ruſſia caviare; 

The Gallic puncheon charg'd with ruby; juice, 135 
Which makes the hearts of gods and men rejoice : 
Britannia here pours from her plenteous horn, 

Her ſhining mirrors, clock-work, cloaths and corn. 
Here Cent per Cents ſat poring o'er their books, 

While many ſhew'd the bankrupts in their looks, 190 
Who by miſmanagement their ſtock had ſpent, 

Curs'd theſe hard times, and blam'd the government: 
The miſſive letter, and peremptor bill, 
Forbade them reſt, and call'd forth all their kill; 
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Uncertain credit bore the ſcepter here, 0 195 
And her prime miniſters were hope and fear. 
The ſurly chufs demanded what we ſought; 
Content, ſaid I; May ſhe with gold be bought?“ 
| Content! ſaid one, then ſtar'd and bit his thumb, 
And leering aſk'd, if 1 was worth a plum; 200 
| Love's fragrant fields, where mildeſt weſtern gales, 
, | Loaden with ſweets, perfume the hills and dales; 
Where longing lovers haunt the ſtreams and glades, 
And cooling groves, whoſe verdure never fades: 
Thither with joy and haſty ſteps we ſtrode, 205 
There ſure I thought our long'd for bliſs abode, 
Whom firlt we met on that enchanted plain, 
Was a tall yellow hair'd young penſive ſwain 
Him I addreſt.—“ O youth, what heavenly power 3 
Commands and graces yon Elyſian bower ? 210 W 
sure 'tis content, elſe much I am deceiy'd.? | 
The ſhepherd ſigh'd, and told me that I rav'd: =- 
© Rare ſhe appears unleſs on ſome fine day bo 
She grace a nuptial, but ſoon haſtes away: | 
If her you ſeek, ſoon hence you mult remove, 215 
Her preſence is precarious in love. 
Thro' theſe and other ſhrines we wander'd long, 
15 ME Which merit no deſcription in my ſong: 
Till at the laſt, methought we caſt our eye 
wo þ 
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Upon an antique temple, ſquare and high, 
Its area wide, its ſpire did pierce the ſky ; 
On adamantine Dorick pillars rear'd, 
Strong Gothick work the maſly pile appear'd 
Nothing ſeem'd little, all was great deſign'd, 
Which pleas'd the eye at once, and fill'd the mind. 225 
Whilſt wonder did my curious thoughts engage, ; 
To us approach'd a ſtudious rev'rend ſage; w 
Both awe and kindneſs his grave aſpect bore, 
Which ſpoke him rich with wiſdom's fineſt ſtore, = 
He aſk'd our errand there, Straight I reply'd, 230 1 
© Content, in theſe high towers does the reſide?ꝰ 
Not far from hence, ſaid he, her palace ſtands; 
* Ours ſhe regards, as we do her demands 4 
* Philoſophy ſuſtains her peaceful ſway, | 
And in return ſhe feaſts us every day,” 235 
avo Worth a plum.] 166,000 pounds, 
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Then ſtraight an antient tele ſcope he brought, 


By Socrates and Epictetus wrought, 5 0 MIND 
Improved ſince, made eaſier to the ſight, »Till _— 
Lengthen'd the tube, the glaſſes ground more bright; Tho? bra 
Through this he ſhew'd a hill, whoſe lofty brow 240 To ſtran 
Enjoy'd the ſun. while vapours all below, | And 1 
In pitchy clouds, encireled it around, This fa 
Where phantoms of moſt horrid forms abound; 0 Fear n 
The ugly brood of lazy ſpleen and fear, With {mil 
Frightful in ſhape, moſt monſtrous appear, 245 Pointed th 
Then thus my guide. We did, 3 
' Your way lies through yon gloom, be not aghaſt, Op'd of ti 
Come briſkly-on, you'll jeſt them when they're paſt; Each da 
Mere empty ſpectres, harmleſs as the air, Was orde: 
Which merit not your notice, Jeſs your care, 250 And thenc; 
Encourag'd with her word, I thus addreſt * Who are 
My noble guide, and grateful joy expreſt: Shall hay, 
O ſacred wiſdom ! thine's the ſource of light, * Of diſapp 
Without thy blaze the world wou'd grope in night; Rais d. o 
© Gf woe and bliſs thou only art the teſt; 255 The godde 
© Falſhood and truth before thee ſtand confeſt: The beauti 
© Thou mak'ſt a double life; one nature gave, Sweetneſs ſi 
© But without thine, what is it mortals have? Her looks ſ 
A breathing motion grazing to the grave Not rich her 
Now through the damps methought we boldly went, Unfurrow'd 
Smiling at all the grins of diſcontent : 201 8 7ho' old as 
Tho' oft pull'd back, the riſing ground we gain'd, Aud all her 
Whilſt inward joy my weary'd limbs ſuſtain'd: That every 
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And what appear'd, ſoon recompens'd my pain, 265 

Nature's whole beauty deck'd th* enamel'd ſcene, 
Amidſt the glade the ſacred palace ſtood, 

The architecture not ſo fine as good; 

Nor ſcrimp, nor gouſty, regular and plain, 


Arriv'd the height, whoſe top was large and plain, 5 


Plain were the columns which the roof ſuſtain; 270 9 To him a | 
An eaſy greatneſs in the whole was found, c —— loa, 
Where all that nature wanted did abound ; Us being .— 

Love ſought th 


But here no beds are ſcreen'd with rich brocade, 

Nor fewel logs in filver grates are laid; 

No broken China bowls diſturb the joy 275, 
Of waitin; handmaid, or the running boy; 

Nor in the cupboard heaps of plate are rang'd, 

To be with each ſplenetic faſhion chang'd. 


Now let me re 
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A weather beaten ſentry watch'd the gate, 
Of temper croſs, and pratis'd in debate: 280 
'Till once acquaint with him, no entry here, 
Tho' brave as Caeſar, or as Helen fair: 
To ſtrangers fierce, but with familiars tame, 
And Touchſtone Diſappointment was his name, 
This fair inſcription ſhone above the gate, 285 
« Fear none but him whoſe will directs thy fate,” 
With ſmile auſtere he lifted up his head, 
Pointed the characters, and bid us read. 
We did, and ſtood reſolv'd. The gates at laſt 
Op'd of their own accord, and in we paſt, 290 
Each day a herald, by the queen's command, 
Was order'd on a mount to take his ſtand, 
And thence to all the earth this offer make: 
Who are inclin'd her favours to partake, 
* Shall have them free, if they ſmall rubs can bear 295 
* Of diſappointment, ſpleen, and bug bear fear.“ 
Rais'd.on a throne within the outer- gate, 
The goddeſs fat, her vot'ries round her wait: 
The beautiful divinity diſclos'd 
Sweetneſs ſublime, which rougheſt cares compos'd: 300 
Her looks ſedate, yet joyful and ſerene, 
Not rich her dreſs. but ſuitable and clean: 
Unfurrow'd was her brow, her cheeks were ſmooth, 


W Tho” old as time, enjoy'd immortal youth; 


And all her accents fo harmonious flow'd, 305 


That every liſt'aing ear with pleaſure glow'd, 
An olive garland on her head ſhe wore, 


And her right hand a cornucopia bore, 


& Croſs Touchſtone fill'd a bench without the door, 

To try the ſterling of each human ore: 310 
Grim judge he was, and them away he ſent, 

© Unfit Vapproach the ſhrine of calm content. 


To him a hory dotard load with bags: 


8 Unweildy load! to one who hardly drags 

His being. 

I've ſought this court, 'till now unfound by me; 

No let me reſt. 

But e'er the ſun has made his annual tour, [pow'r.“ 
Know, grov'ling wretch, thy wealth's without tt: 

| I 


More than ſeventy years, ſaid he, 315 


© Yes, if ye want no more; ? 
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The thoughts of death, and ceaſing from his gain, 320 The cane 


Brought on the old man's head ſo ſharp a pain, And thus 
Which dimm'd his optic nerves, and with the light Each th 
He loſt the palace and crawl'd back to night. To them 
Poor griping thing, how uſeleſs is thy breath, Two ha 
While nothing's ſo much long'd for as thy death? 325 Their love 
How meanly haſt thou ſpent thy leaſe of years ? Three was 
A ſlave to poverty, to toils and fears; Each log de 
And all to vie with ſome black rugged hill, One mon 
Whoſe rich contents millions of cheſts can fill. Another be 
As round the greedy rock clings to the mine, 330 But the me 
And hinders it in open day to ſhine, Was her's 
*Till diggers hew it from the ſpar's embrace, My mnd ir 
Making it circle, ſtampt with Caeſar's face; Hoping no 
So doſt thou hoard, and from thy prince purloin So manner] 
His uſeful image, and thy country coin; 335 Enough aln 
Till gaping heirs have free'd th' impriſon'd ſlave, But ſoon | 
When to their comfort thou haſt ſill'd a grave. Who acted 
The next, who with a janty air approach'd, Them thus 
Was a gay youth, who thither had been coach'd: S © You're no 
Sleek were his Flanders mares. his liv'ries fine, 340 * What load 
With glittering gold his furniture did ſhine. *Pll try ift 
Sure ſuch methought may enter when they pleaſe, The China | 
Who have all theſe appearances of eaſe. And loſt a b 
Strutting he march'd, nor any leave he crav'd, For uſe or 1 
Attempt” to paſs, but found himſelf deceiv'd: 345 But all in ſhi 
Old Touchſtone gave him on the brealt a box, Now every c 
Which op'd the ſluices of a latent pox; Lives place t 


Then bid his equipage in haſte depart. 1 Tue briny ft. 
Wöilſt they i 
2 


The youth look'd at them with a tainting heart; ; 


He found he co d not walk, and bid them (tay; 350 A ruſtic hi 
Swore three cramp oaths, mounted and wheel'd away. With forked 

The pow'r expieſs'd herſelf thus with « {mule : Palms ſhod w 
ITbeſe chavging ſhadows are not worth our while; With legs anc 
* With {malleit trifles oft their peace is torn, He *midit ten 
© It here at night, they ſcarcely wait the morn,” 355 WE While conſort 
+ Another beau as five, but more vivace, Vp to the por 
W hotc airs ſat round him with an eaſy grace, © forcing along 
And well-bred motion, came up to the gate, 8 Cro!s Touchſt. 


I lov'd him much, and trembl'd for his tare. ; At handy-cuff: 
The ſentry broke his clouded cane—he ſmil'd, 30 And ſpite of h 
Got fairly in, and all our fears beguil'd. Wbere he was 
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The cane was ſoon rene w'd which had been broke, 
And thus the Virtue to the circle ſpoke; 
Each thing magnificent or gay we grant, 
« To them who're capable to bear their want.” 365 
Two handſome toatts came next, them well 1 knew, 
Their lovely make the court's obſervance drew: 
Three waiting maids attended in the rear, 
Each loaden with as much as the cou'd bear: 
One mcoy'd beneath a load of ſilks and lace; 370 
Another bore the offsets of the face; 
But the moſt bulky burden of the three, 
Was her's who bore the utealils of Bohea. 


* My mind indulgent in their tavour pled, 
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Hoping no oppoſition would be made 375 
So mannerly, ſo ſmooth, ſo mild their eye, 


| Enough almolt to give content envy : 


But ſoon i found my error; the bold judge, 

Who acted as if prompted by ſome grudge, 

Them thus ſaluted with a hollow tone: 330 
© You're none of my eee get you gone; 

* What loads of trump'ry theſe ?—ha, where's my croſs ? 
© Il try if theſe be ſolid ware or bots;? 

The China felt the fury of his blow, 

And loſt a being, or for uſe or ſhow; 395 
For uſe or ſhow no more's each plate or cup, 

But all in ſherds upon the threſhold drop. 

Now every charm which deck'd their face befgre, 

Gives place to rage, and beauty is no more, 


Tue briny ſtream their roſy cheeks beſmear'd, 390 
{ Whilſt they in clouds cf vapours diſappear'd. 


A ruſtic hind, attir'd in home ſpun grev, 
With forked Jocks, and ſhoes bedaub'd with clay; 
Palms ſhod with horn, his front freſh brown and broad, 
With legs and ſhoulders fitted for a load; 395 
He 'midit ten bawling children laugh'd and ſung, 
While conſort hobnails on the pavement rung: 


Up to the porter unconcern'd he came, 
Forcing along his offspring and their dame. 


Crots Touchſtone (trove to {top him, but the clown 400 


At handy-cuffs him match'd, and threw him down; 


And ſpite of him, into the palace went, 


i Where he was kindly welcom'd by Content. 
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T wo Busbian philoſophs put in their claims, 
Gamaliel and Critis were their names; 403 
But ſoon's they had our Britiſh Homer ſcen, 

With face unruffl'd waiting on the queen, 

Envious hate their furly boſoms fir'd, 

Their colour chang'd, they from the porch retit'd: 
Backward they went, reflecting with much rage 410 
On the bad taſte and humour of the age, 

Which paid ſo much reſpe& to nat'ral parts, 

While they were ſtarving graduates of arts, 

The goddeſs fell a laughing at the fools, 

And ſent them packing to their grammar ſchools; 415 
Or in ſome garret elevate to dwell, 

There with Siſyphian toil to teach young beaux to ſpell, 

Now all this while a gale of eaſtern wind, 

And cloudy ſkies oppreſt the human mind; 

The wind ſet welt, back'd with the radiant beams, 420 
Which warm'd the air, aod danc'd upon the ſtreams, 
Exhal'd the ſpleen, and ſooth'd a world of ſouls, 

Who crowded now the avenue in ſhoals. 

Numbers in black, of widowers, relicts heirs, 

Of new wed lovers many handſome pairs ; 425 
Men landed from abroad, from camps and ſeas ; 

Others got through ſome dangerous diſeaſe: 

A train of belles adorn'd with ſomething new, 

And even of antient prudes there were a few, 

Who were refreſh'd with {ſcandal and with tea, 430 
Which for a ſpace ſet them from vapours free, 

Here from their cups the lower Ipectes lockt, 

And knaves with bribes and cheating methods ſtockt. 
The pow'r ſurvey'd the troop, and gave command 
Toney ould co longer in the entry (tang, 435 

But be convey'd into Chimera's tower, 
There to attend ker pleaſure for an hour, 
Soon as they enter'd, apprehenſion ſhook 
The fabric, fear was fixt on every look ; 
Old age and poverty, diſeaſe, diſgrace, 440 
With horrid grin, ſtar'd full in every face, 
Which made them, trembling at their unknown fate, 
Iflue in haſte out by the poſtern gate. 

None waited out their hour but only two, 

Who had been wedded fifteen years ago. 445 
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The man had learn'd the world, and fixt his mind; 
His ſeouſe was chearful, beautiful, and kind: 
She neither fear'd the ſhock, nor phantom's ſtare: 
She thought her huſband wiſe, and knew that he was there. 
Now while the court was ſitting. my fair guide 450 
Into a ſine Elyſium me convey'd; 
I ſaw, or thovght I ſaw, the ſpacious fields 
Adorn'd with all prolific nature yields, 
Profulely rich, with her moſt valu'd ſtore: 
But as m' enchanted fancy wander'd o'er 
The happy plain, new beauties ſeem'd to riſe, 
The fields were fled, and all was painted ſſcies. 
Pleas'd for a while, I with'd the former ſcene; 
Straight all. return'd, and eas'd me of my pain, 1 
Again the flow'ry meadows diſappear, 460 7 
And hills and groves their ſtately ſummits rear; 1 
Theſe ſink again, and rapid rivers flow; vn 
Next from the rivers cities ſeem to grow. vn 
Sometime the fleeting ſcene 1 had forgot, =O 
In buſy thought entranc'd; with pain I ſought 465 = 
To know the hidden charm; ſtraight all was fled, | 
And boundleſs heav'ns o'er boundleſs oceans ſpread: ; 
Impatient I obteſt my noble guide, 
Reveal this wondrous ſecret:* ſhe reply'd: | q 
We carried on what greatly we deſign'd, 470 2 
Whea all theſe human follies you reſigu'd, | 1 
Ambition, lux ty, and a cov'tous mind: 4 
Yet think not true Content can thus be bought, wy 
There's wanting ſtil] a train of virtuous thought, 
When me your leader prudently you choſe, 
And liſt'ning to my counſel, did retuſe 0 
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and thus I do reward 
Obſerve this wond'rous clime; 


ur wiſe and virtuous thought in conſtant courſe, 
Mu't draw theſe beauties from their hidden ſource ;, 
The ſmalleſt intermiſſions will transform 

The pleaſant ſcene, and ſpoil each perfect charm. 
'Tis ugly vice will rob you of Content, 
And to your view all helliſh woes preſents 
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Nor grudge the care in virtue you employ, 

Your preſent toil will prove your future joy: 

Then ſmil'd ſhe heav'nly ſweet, and parting ſaid, 

Hold faſt your virtuous mind, of nothing be afraid, 490 
A while the charming voice fo fill'd my ears, | 

I priev'd the divine form no more appears: 

Then to confirm my yet unſteady mind, 

Under a lonely ſhadow I reclin'd, 

To try the virtues of the clime I fought; 

Then ſtraight call'd up a train of hideous thought, 

Famine, and blood, and peltilence appear, 

Wild ſhrieks and loud laments diſturb mine ear; 

New woes and horrors did my fight alarm, 

Envy and hate compos'd the wretched charm, 
Soon as I ſaw, I dropt the hateful view, 

And thus I ſought palt pleaſures to renew, 

To heav'nly love my thoughts I next compoſe, 

Then quick as thought the following ſights diſcloſe: 

Streams, meadows, grottos, groves, birds carrolling; 505 

Calmneſs, and temp'rate warmth, and endle(s ſpring : 

A perfect tranſcript of theſe upper bow'rs, 

The habitation of th* immortal pow'rs, 

Back to the palace raviſhed I went, 

Reſolved to reſide with bleſt Content; 

Where all my ſpecial friends methought I met, 

In order *mongſt the beſt of mankind fet : 

My ſoul with too much pleaſure overcharg'd, 

The captiv'd ſenſes to their poſt enlarg'd: 

Lifting mine eyes I view'd declining day, 515 

Sprang from the green, and home ward bent my way; 

Reflecting on that hurry, pain and ſtrife, 

Which flow from falſe and real ills of life. 
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Richr and SANLY, a Paſtoral on the Death of 
Jo$sErx Ants ox, Eſq; 


RiCHY. 
W HAT gars thee look ſae dowf, dear Sandy, ſay? 
Chear up, dull fallow, take thy reed and play 


Richy and Sandy.] Sir Richard Steel and Mr Alexander Pope. 
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My apron deary,-— or ſome wauton tune: 
Be merry, lad, and keep thy heart aboon. 
SAND. Na, na, it winna'do! leave me to mane; 5 
499 This aught days twice 0'er tell'd IH whiſtle nane, 


Rich, Wow man, that's-uaco' fad—js'..that ye'r jo 
Has ta'en the ſtrunt? Or has ſome begle ho 
Glowrin frae mang auld waws gren ye a fleg? 
= Or has ſome dauted wedder broke his leg? 19 
495 SanD. Naithing like that, fic troubles eith were born: 
= What's bogles, wedders, or what Mauſy's ſcorn ? 
9 Our loſs is meikle mair, and paſt remead; 
= Edie, that play'd and ſang ſae ſweet, is dead, 
Ri cu. Dead! ſay lt thou: Oh! had up my heart O Pan! 
500 Ye gods, what laids ye lay on feckleis man! 16 
Alake therefore, I canna wyt ye'r wae; 
T'll bear ye company for year and day. 
A better lad ne'er lean'd out o'er a kent, 
2 Or hounded coly o'er the moſſy bent: 20 
co5 WE Blyth at the bought how aft ha' we three been 
Heartſome on hills, and gay upon the green, 3 
SaxD, That's true indeed! but now thae days are gane, 7 
And, with him, a' that's pleaſant on the plain. 
A ſummer day I never thought it lang 25 
510 To hear him make a roundel or a ſang, 
How ſweet he ſung, where vines and myrtles grow, | 
Of wimpling waters which in Latium flow, = 
Titry the Mantuan herd, wha lang ſinlyne 
Belt ſung on aeten reed the lover's pine, 20 | 
Had he been to the fore now in our days, A 
y; Wi Edie he had frankly dealt his bays, 1 
= As lang's the warld ſhall Amaryllis ken, 7 
His Roſamond ſhall echo thro' the glen: W 
& While on burn banks the yeilow gowan grows, 35 Þ 
Or wand'ring lambs rin bleeting atter ews, » 
His fame ſhall laſt: laſt ſhall his ſang of weirs, nn 
| of | While Britiſh bairns brag of their bauld forbears: wy 
We'll meikle miſs his blyth and witty jeſt F 
At ſpaining time, or at our Lambmals feaſt, 40 
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* 1 27 How ſweet. ] His poetic epiſtle from Italy to the Eazl of Hal. 
2 Hax. . 


play | 34 Roſamond.] An opera wrote by him, 
Dope | 37 Sang of weirs.} His Campaign, an bezoic poem. 


92 P O E M S. 


O, Richy, but ?tis hard death ay reaves 
Away the beſt fowk, and the ill anes leaves. 
Hing down ye'r heads, ye hills. greet out ye'r ſprings, 
Upon ye'r edge na mair the ſhepherd ſings. 
Rich. Than he had ay a good advice to gi'e, 45 
And kend my thonghts amailt as well as me: 
Had l been thowleſs, vext, or oughtlins ſow'r, 
He wad have made me blyth in haff an hour: 
Had Roſie ta'en the dorts——or had the tod 
Worry'd my lamb——or were my feet ill- ſhod, 50 
Kindly he'd laugh, when ſae he ſaw me dwine, 
And tauk of happineis like a divine. 
Of ilka thing he had an unco' ſkill; 
He kend be moon- light how tides ebb and fill: 
He kend, what kend he no-? E'en to a hair 55 
He'd tell or night gin neiſt day wad be fair, 
Blind John, ye mind. wha ſang in kittle phraſe, 
How the ill {p'rit did the firſt miſchief raiſe; 
Mony a time, beneath the auld birk tree, 
What's bony in that ſang he loot me lee, 60 
The laſſes aft flang down their rakes and pails, 
And held their tongues, O ſtrange! to hear his tales, 
SAND, Sound be his ſleep, and ſalt his wak'ning be; 
He's in a better caſe than thee or me: 
He was o'er good for us; the gods hae ta'en 65 
Their ain but back—he was a borrow'd len: 
Let us be good, gin virtue be our drift, 
Then we may yet forgether 'boon the liſt. 
But ſee the ſheep are wyſing to the cleugh; 
Thomas has loos'd his ouſen frae the pleugh ; 70 
Maggy by this has bewk the ſupper ſcones ; 
And nuckle kye ſtand rowting in the loans: 
Come, Richy, let us truſe and hame o'er bend, 
And make the belt of what we canna mend. 


57 Blind John.] The famous Mr Milton, the author of the ex- 
cellent Poem on Paradiſe Loſt, was blind. 


His endlet 
And thou 
Richy and 
Long as tl 
The grate 
Mourn ſad 
Nar would 
Thy pious 
Since Addi 
Give him: 
When he © 
It ſeem'd a 
Had preſer 
Trac'd eve 
In council 
Then loudl 
And {till pi 
He pulhes 1 
Thus beate 
The Gallic 
Who, as Bi 
From threat 
Nor doſt | 


| By ought cc 


For none bu 
So well unric 
And when hi 
Where ſun-t 
No one e'er t 
Of rural ple; 
So much, 
Such venerat. 
That I no lo 


For what the 
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To Mr ALL4N RausAv, en his Richy and Sandy, 


by Mr BURCHET, 


ELL fare thee, Allan, wha ia mother tongue 
So ſweetly hath of breathleſs Addy ſung: 

His endleſs fame thy nat'ral genius fir'd ; 
And thou haſt written as if be 1afpir'd, 
Richy and Sandy, who do him ſurvive, 
Long as thy rural ſtanzas laſt, ſhall live: 
The grateful ſwains thou'ſt made, in iuneful verſe, 
Mourn ſadly o'er their late lott patron's hearſe: 
Nor would the Mantuan bard, if living, blame 
Thy pious zeal, or think thou'lt hurt his fame, 
Since Addiſon's inimitable lays 
Give him an equal title to the bays, 
When he of armies ſang, in lofty ſtrains, 
It ſeem'd as if he in the hoſtile plains 
Had preſent been: bis pen hath, to the life, 
Trac'd every action in the ſanguine ltrife : 
la council now ſedate the chief appears, 
Then loudly thunders in Bavarian ears; 
And {till purſuing the deſtractixe theme, 
He puſhes them into the rapid ſtream: 
Thus beaten out of Blenheim's neighb'ring ſields, 
The Gallic gen'ral to the victor yields, 
Who, as Britannia's Virgil bath obſerv'd, 
From threaten'd fate all Europe then preſerv'd. 

Nor doſt thou, Ramfay, ſightleſs Milton wrong, 


By ought contain'd in thy melodious ſong; 


For none but Addy could his thoughts ſublime 
So well unriddle, or bis myſtie rhyme. 
And when he deign'd to let his fancy rove 
Where ſun-burnt ſhepherds to the nymphs make love, 
No one e' er told in ſofter notes the tales 
Of rural pleaſures in the ſpapgled vales. 
So much, O Allan! I thy lines revere, 
Such veneration to his mem'ry bear, 
That I no longer could my thanks refrain 
For what thou'lt ſung of the lamented fwain, 
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To Jos au BURCHET, Eq; 


5 no $TING for fame, at the Pierian ſpring 

The poet takes a waught, then ſeys to ſing 
Nature, and with the tentieſt view to hit 
Her bonny ſide with bauldeſt turns of wit, 
Streams ſlide in verſe, in verſe the mountains riſe, 5 
When earth turns toom, he rummages the ſkies, 
Mounts up beyond them, paints the fields of reſt, 
Doups down to viſit ilka law- land ghaiſt. 
O hartſome labour ! wordy time and pains, 
That, frae the beſt, eſteem and friendſhip gains. 10 
Be that my luck, and let the greedy bike 
Stock job the warld among them as they like, 

In blyth braid Scots allow me, Sir, to ſhaw 
My gratitude, but fleetching or a flaw. 
May rowth o' pleaſures light upon ye lang, 15 
Till to the bleſt Elyſian bow'rs ye gang; 5 
Wha've clapt my head ſae brawly for my ſang. 
When honour'd Burchet and his maikes are pleas'd 
With my corn pipe, up to the ſtars I'm heez'd ; 
Whence far I glowr to the fag-end of time, 20 
And view the warld delighted wi' my rhime, 
That when the pride of ſpruſh new words are laid, 
I like the Claſſic authors ſhall be read. 
Stand yont, proud Czar, I wadna niffer fame 


With thee, for a' thy furs and paughty name, 25 
If ſic great ferlies, Sir, my mule can do, 

As ſpin a three-plait praiſe where it 1s due, 

Frae me there's nane deſerves it mair than you, 


Frae me! frae ilky ane; for ſure a breaſt 

Sae gen'rous is of a' that's good poſſeſt. 30 
"Till 1 can ſerve ye mair, I'll wiſh ye weell, 

And aft in ſparkling claret drink your heal: 

Minding the mem'ry of the great and good 

Sweet Addiſon, the wale of human blood, 


14 But ſleetebing. ] But is frequently uſed for without, i. e. with 
out flate' ting. 


Wha fell, 
Nulli fiel 


Familiar 


Fam 
Ren 
There's nc 


But may a; 


For ten 
I ha'e been 
When frae 


Wherefore 

Of poetr 
Thou has 1 
To petty pe 


They may 


Tho' Bet 
Were yet a 
Like kings 


4 T:mtall; 


Eaſt L thian. 


13 Tho' Be 


10 


25 


30 


e. With» 
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Wha fell, (as Horace anes ſaid to his billy) 35 
Nulli flebilior quam tibi Virgili, 
SIR, 
Yours, &c. 
ALLAN RAMSAY. 
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Familiar Epiſiles between Lieutenant WILLIAM Ha- 
MILTON and ALLAN RAMSAY, 


EFT 7 


G1LBERTFIELD, June 26th, 1719, 
Fam'd and celebrated ALLAN ! 


Renowned RAMs Ax, canty callan, 
There's nowther highlandman nor lawlan, 
In poetrie, 
But may as ſoon ding down Camtallan 
As match wi' thee, 


For ten times ten, and that's a hunder, 
I ha'e been maile to gaze and wonder, 
When frae Paroaſſus thou didſt thunder, 
Wi' wit and (kill, 
Wherefore I'll ſoberly knock under, g 
And quat my quill, 


Of poetry the hail quinteſſence 
Thou has ſuck'd up, left nae excreſſence 
To petty poets, or fic meſſens, 
Tho” round thy ſtool, 
They may pick crumbs, and lear ſome leſſons 12 
At Ramſay's ſchool. 


Tho' Ben and Dryden of renown 
Were yet alive in London town, 
Like kings contending for a crown; 

Twad be a pingle, 


4 T:mtallan.] An old fortification upon the firth of Forth in 
Ealt Lothian. 


13 Tho' Ben.] The celebrated Ben Johnſon, 
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Whilk o'you three wad gar words found At cr 
And belt to gingle, Drown 
Whilk a 
Trans form'd may I be to a rat, 
We'rt in my pow'r but I'd create | Woy, w 
Thee upo' fight the laureat J 
Of this our age, 
Since thou may ' ſt fairly claim to that Wi u 
As thy juſt wage. Then ent 
Free of il 
Let modern poets bear the blame 
Gin they reſpect not Ramſay's name, Like princ 
Wha ſoon can gar them greet for ſhame, 
To their preat loſs; 
And ſend them a' right ſneaking hame Accept 
Be Weeping-croſs, With fave 
Sae I conc] 
Wha bourds wi' thee had need be wary, 
And lear wi” {kill thy thruſt ro parry, While 1 di 
When thou conſults thy dictionary 
Of ancient words, 
Which come from thy poetic quarry, 
As ſharp as ſwords, BY this 
; To let you 
Now tho? I ſhould baith reel and rottle, Of fic a lan 


And be as light as Ariſtotle, 
At Ed'nburgh we fall ha'e a bottle 
Of reaming claret, 


Gio that my haff- pay filler ſhottle 6 
Can ſafely ſpare it, 8 Your auf 


And to your 


19 The Lavreat.] 4 | 
Scots Ramſay preſt'd bard, and ſturdily vaunted, At Gilbertſie 


He'd fight fer the laurel before he would want it: 
But riſit Apollo and cry'd, Peace there, old ſtile, 
Your wit is obſcure to one half of the iſle. 
B. Seſſ. of Poets. 
31. Haff: pay.] He held his commiſſion honourably in my Lord DSS 
Hyndford's regiment. 

And may the ſtars who ſhine aboon 
With honour notice real merit, 

Be to my friend auſpicious ſoon, ONSE fa' 
And cheriſh ay fac fine a ſpirit, Gin bly: 


Sl 


To cultivate 


Which Il e 


F Poets. 
Yy Lord 


at 6 8 i - 


At crambo then we'll rack our brain, 
Drown ilk dull care and aiking pain, 
Whilk aften does our ſpirits drain 


16 


Of true content ; 
Woy, woy ! but we's be wonder fain, 


When thus acquaint, 


20 Wi' wine we'll gargarize our craig, 
Then enter in a latting league, 
Free of ill aipect or intrigue, 

And pin you pleaſe it, 
Like princes when met at the Hague, 


We'll ſolemnize it, 


24 Accept of this, and look upon it 
With favour, tho' poor I have done it 
Sae I conclude, and end my ſonnet, 
Who am molt fully, 
While J do wear a hat or bornet, 
* Yours—WYWanton Willy. 
28 © 


POSTSCRIPT, 
BY this my poſtſcript I incline 


To let you ken my hail deſign 
Of fic a lang imperte& line, 


Lies in this ſentence, 
To cultivate my dull engine 


By your acquaintance, 


32 


Your anſwer therefore I expect, 


And to your friend you may direct, 
At Gilbertheld do not neglect 


When ye have leiſure, 
Which I'll embrace with great reſpect, 


And perfect pleaſure, 


ANSWER I, 


Gin blyth I was na as a filly; 
31 Gilbertficld.} Niglh Glaſg w. 
K 
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EpinBURGH, July roth, 1719. 
ONSE fa' me, witty, Wanton Wiliy, 


40 


44 


48 


52 
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Not a fow pint, nor ſhort-hought gilly, 


Or wine that's better, 
Cou'd pleaſe ſae meikle, my dear Billy, 
As thy kind letter, 


Before a lord and eik a knight, 
In goſſy Don's be candle light, 
There ſirſt I ſaw't, and ca'd it right, 
And the maiſt feck 
Wha's ſeen't ſinſyne, they ca'd as tight 
As that on Heck. 


Ha, heh ! thought I, I canna ſay 
But I may cock my noſe the day, 
When Hamilton the bauld and gay 

Lends me a heezy, 
In verſe that ſlides ſae ſmooth away, 
Well tell'd and eaſy. 


Sae roos'd by ane of well kend mettle, 
Nae ſma did my ambition pettle, 


My canker'd critics it will nettle, 


And e'en ſae be't: 
This month I'm ſure I winna ſettle, 
Sae proud I'm wi't. 


When I begoud firſt to cun verſe, 
And cou'd your Ardry Whins rehearſe, 
Where Bonny Heck ran fait and fierce, 

It warm'd my brealt ; 


Then emulation did me pierce, 
Whilk fince ne'er ceaſt. 


May I be licket wi' a bittle, 
Gin of your numbers J think little, 
Ye're never rugget, ſhan, nor kittle, 
But blyth and gabby, 
Ard hit the ſpirit to a tittle, 
Of ſtandart Habby. 
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And then 
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The maliſ 


4 
5 The chi 
= Ha'erais'd 
12 Ot Rapes, 
To ſhaw th 
On the le 


Our countr) 


16 £ Europe had 


Our kings wi 


To Ed'nb 
| wait upor 


20 % Were't frac i 


And faith I h 


37 Gawn Da: 


| 2 Zus, biſhop of D 


left a moſt exact 
40. Our king: 


13 Ardry Whins,] The laſt words of Bonny Heck, of whitd 43 Frae the 


he was author, 


24 Standart Habby.] The elegy on Habby Simpſon, ' piper eil bells, from p. 


Kilbarchan, a fin ſn'd piece of its kind. 


ie des => 


I2 


16 
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Ye'll quat your quill ! that were ill-willy, 
Ye's ling ſome mair yet, nill ye will ye, 
Oer meikle haining wad but {pill ye, 

And gar ye ſour, 
Thea up and war them a' yet Willy, 
*Tis in your power, 


To knit up dollars in a clout, 
And then to card them round about, 
Syne to tell up, they downa lout 

To lift the gear; 
The maliſon lights on that rout, 


Is plain and clear. 


5 The chiels of London, Cam, and Ox, 
= Ha'e rais'd up great poetic ſtocks 
ot Rapes, of Buckets, Sarks and Locks, 


A While we neglect 
To ſhaw their betters, This provokes 
- Me to reflect 


On the lear'd days of Gawn Dunkell ; 
Our country then a tale cou'd tell, 
Europe had nane mair !nack and ſnell 

At verſe or proſe ; 
Our kings were poets too themſell, 


Bauld and jocoſe. 


To Ed'nburgh, Sir, when e'er ye come, 
I'll wait upon ye, there's my thumb, 
| Were't frae the gill bells to the drum, 
7 And tak a bout, 
And faith I hope weyll not ſit dumb, 
c Nor yet caſt out, 


left a moſt exact tranſlition of Virgil's Aeneis. 
40. Our kings. ] James the firſt and fifth. 


2 


28 


32 


40 


44 


37 Gawn Dunkell.] Gawn Douglaſs, brother to the eatl ſof An- 
gus, biſhop of Duakell, who, beſides ſeveral original poems, hath 


43 Frae the yill bells.] From half an hour before twelve at 

noon, when the muſic-bells begin to play, frequently call'd the 

gill-bells, from peoples taking a whettiag dram at that time, To 
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Pr . For 
To tro 
G1LBERTFIELD, July 24th, 1719. For an' 
Dear RAMs Ax, 
HEN I receiv'd thy kind epiſtle, I'm und 
It made me dance, and ſing, and whiltle ; 
O ſic a like and lic a ſiſtle 
I had about it ! Thy 
That e'er was knight of the Scots thiſtle 4 Made m 
Sae fain, I doubted, Tergh t 
The bonny lines therein thou ſent me, I look, « 
7 How to the nines they did content me; 
4 Tho? Sir, ſae high to compliment me, 
4H Ye might defer'd, Heh w 
7 | For had ye but haff well a kent me, 2 And bonr 
4 | Some leſs wad ſer'd. Thou's ti 
_ With joyfu' heart beyond expreſſion, To learn 

4 They're ſafely now in my poſſeſhon ; 

i O gin 1 were a winter ſeſſion, 

1 Near by thy lodging, For I n 
" | I'd cloſe attend thy new profeſſion 12 (1 uſe the 
| | 1 Without e'er budging. I think the 

1 In even down earneſt, there's but few I wad hae 
4 To vie with Kamſay dare avow, 

In verſe, for to gre thee thy due, 
Has thou 


And without fleetchiag, 
N Thou's better at that trade, I trow, 16 
1 Than ſome's at preaching, 


Or thro' {o1 
That with t 


Maun a' cor 
the drum, at ten a' clock at night, when the drum goes round t 
warn ſober folks to call for a bill, 

4. Knight of the Scots thiſtle.] The antient and moſt noble | 
order of knighthood, erected by king Achaius. The ordinary en- Do not m 
ſign, worn by the knights of the order, was a green riband, to As if I char 
which was appended a thiſtle of gold crown'd with an imperial "Tis thy £0 
crown, within a circle of gold, with this motto, Nemo me in 
© pune laceſſet. 

16 Than ſome's at preaching.] This compliment is entire) 33 Roſicruc 


free of the fulſome hyperbole. des, who convg 
Tmancers, o 


12 


16 


round to 


oft nobl 
linary en- 
riband, t0 
J ir perid 
o me im- 


is entire)! 
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For my part, 'till I'm better lear't, 
To troke with thee I'd beſt forbear't, 
For an' the fouk of Ed'nburgh hear't, 
They'll ca' me daft; 
I'm unco' iri and dirt feart 2 
I mak wrang waft. 


Thy verſes nice as ever nicket, 
Made me as canty as a cricket; 
I ergh to reply, leſt 1 ſtick it, 
Syne like a coof 
I look, or ane whoſe pouch is picket 24 
As bare's my loof. 


Heh winſom ! how thy ſaft ſweet ſtyle, 
And bonny auld words gar me ſmile; 
Thou's travell'd ſure mony a mile 
Wi' charge and coſt, 
To learn them thus keep rank and file, 28 
And ken their poſt. 


For I maun tell thee honeſt Allie 
(1 uſe the freedom ſo to call thee) 
I think them a' ſae braw and walie, 
And in lic order, 
I wad hae care to be thy vallie, 32 
Or thy recorder, 


Has thou with Roſicrucians wandert, 
Or thro' ſome doncie deſart dandert ? 
That with thy magic, town and landart, 
For ought I lee, 
Maun a' come truckle to thy ſtandart 36 
Of poetrie, 


Do not miſtake me, deareſt heart, 
As if I charg'd thee with black art; 
Tis thy good genius ſtill alert, 
That does inſpire 
33 Roſicrucians,] 4 people deeply learned in the occult ſcien. 


ces, who converted with aetial beings, Gentlemanlike kind of ge, 
cremancets, or ſo, 
K 3 
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Thee wich ilk thing that's quick and ſmart 
To thy deſire. 


'F'en mony a bonny knacky tale, 
Bra to ſet o'er a pint of ale: 
For fitty guineas I'll find bail, 
Againſt a bodle, 
That I wad quat ilk day a mail, 
For lic a nodle, 


And on condition I were as gabby, 
As either thee, or honeſt Habby, 
That I lin'd a' thy claes wi' tabby, 

Or velvet pluſh, 
And then thou'd be fo far frae ſhabby, 


Thou'd look right ſpruſh. 


What tho' young empty airy ſparks 
May bave their critical remarks 
On thir my blyth diverting warks ; 
| Tis ſma preſumption 
To ſay they're but unl earned clarks, 
And want the gumption. 


Let coxcomb critics get a tether 
To tye up a' their lang looſe lether 
If they and I chance to forgeiher, 
The tane may rue it, 
For an' they winna had their blether, 
They's get a flewet, 


To learn them for to peep and pry 
In ſecret drolls *twixt thee and I; 
Pray dip thy pen in wrath, and cry, 
And ca' them ſkellums, 


I'm ſure thou needs ſet little by 
To bide their bellums. 


Wi' writing.I'm ſae bleirt and doited, 
That when I raiſe, in troth I ſtoned ; 


I thought I ſhou'd turn capernoited, 
. For wi' a gird, 


49 WF Uponmy 
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* Upon my 
But had y. 
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EAR 
My n 
Ye blaw her 


Gin ony higl 


Said 1. 
© William's a 
* Has havins 


* But me yen 


* It ſets ye 
| *Eeer I t Apo 


4 Rin red-woo 
7 lilbred bog- 
angry, puts me he 
bo ing me from ſtalk 
little briſker amo! 
acquired by the lo 
thatcher of ſculls. 
9 It ſets ye wel 
me mighty well tc 
ulledging {0 mcanl 
ſoldity, 8 
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ſolidit Yo 
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Upon my bum I fairly cloited 64 
Oa the cald card; 


Which did oblige a little dumple 
Upon my doup, cloſe by my rumple: 
But had ye ſeen how 1 did trumple, 
Ye'd ſplit your fide, 
Wi mony a lang and weary wimple, 63 
Like trough of Clyde, 
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ANSWER II. 


ED1nBURGH, Augult 4th, 17 19. 
EAR Hamilton, ye Il turn me dyver, 
My mule ſae bonny ye deſcrive her; 
Ye blaw her ſae, I'm tear'd ye rive her, 
For wi' a whid, 
Cin ony higher up ye drive her, 4 
She'll rin red- wood, 


Said T,——* Whiſht (quoth the vougy Jade) 
William's a wiſe judicious lad, 
* Has havins mair than e'er ye had, 
* Ill-bred bog-ltaker ; 
gut me ye ne'er ſae crouſe had craw'd, 
Le poor ſcull- thacker. 


© It ſets ye well indeed to gadge! 


| © E'er I t' Apollo did ye cadge, 


4 Rin red-wood.] Run diſtracted. 

75 Ill. bred bog-ſtaker, but me, &c.] The muſe not unreaſonably 
angry, puts me here in mind of the favours ſhe has done, by bring- 
ing me fiom ſtalking over bogs or wild marſhes, to lift my head a 
little briſker among the polite world, which could never | ave been 
acquired by the low movements of a mechanic. Scull-thacker, i. e. 
thatcher of ſculls. 

9 It ſets ye well indeed to gadge.] Ironically ſhe ſays, it becomes 
me mighty well to talk haughtily and affront my benefactreſs, by 


al|edging lo meanly, that it were poſſible to praiſe bes out of her 
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© And got ye on his honour's badge, 
* Ungratefou beaſt, 

© A Glaſgow capon and a fadge 12 
Le thought a feaſt, 


e Swith to Caſtalius? fountain brink, 
© Dad down a grout, and take a drink, 
* Syne whiſk out paper, pen and ink, 
* And do my bidding; 
© Be thankfou, elle I'ſe gar ye (tink 16 
* Yet on a midding.? 


My miſtreſs dear, your ſervant humble, 
Said 1, I ſhou'd be laith to drumble 
Your paſſions, or e'er gar ye grumble ; 
"Tis ne'er be me 
Shall ſcandalize, or ſay ye bummil 
Ye'r poetrie, 


Frae what I've tell'd my friend may learn 
How ſadly I ha'e been forfairn, 
I'd better been a yont fide Kairn- 
amount, I trow; 
I've kiſs'd the taz, like a good bairn, 
Now, Sir, to you, 


© Heal be your heart, gay couthy carle, 

Lang may ye yelp to toom a barrel; 

Be thy crown ay unclowr'd in quarrel, 
When thou inclines 

To knoit thrawn gabbed ſumphs that ſnarl 26 
At our frank lines, 


Ilx good chiel ſays, ye're well worth gowd, 
And blythneſs on ye's well beſtow'd, 


12 A Glaſgow capon, &.] A herring, A fadge.] A coarſe bird 
of leaven'd bread, uſed by the co mon people, 

14 Ded down a grovf.] Fall flat on your belly. 

23 Kairn-amount.] A noted hill in the north of Scotland. 
. 24 ve kils'd the taz.] Kiſs'd the road, own'd my fault like 3 
good child, 


PO I 
27.6 AS, 


*Mang wit 


The crool 


Set out 
For pride 
Glory's the 


And wha b 


Duiſquis 
Shaw ſcant 
Multi et m 


P robatum 0 


Then let 
Caſt up the \ 
Pegh, fry, 1 


Laugh, for t! 


If that the 
Ard foreign 
Gin I can ſnif 


I hope to ſee 


32 The crool 
their lame verſiſi 
33 St out the 
Walk ſtatcly wi 
would bid a per ſo 
48 St Mungo 


24 


© kird 


like 3 
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Mang witty Scots ye'r name's be row'd, 
Ne'er tame to tine; 

The crooked clinkers ſhall be cow'd, 
But ye thall thine, 


Set out the burat fide of your ſkin, 
For pride in poets is nae ſin; 
Glory's the prize for which they rin, 
And tame's their jo; 
And wha blaws belt the horn ſhall win: 
And wharefore no? 


Duiſquis vocabit not vain glorious, 
Shaw ſcanter ſkill, than alot mores, 
Multi et magni men betore us 

Did ſtamp and ſwagger, 
Probatum eſt, exemplum tlorace 
Was a bauld bragger, 


Then let the doofarts faſh'd wi' ſpleen, 
Caſt up the wrang ſide of their een, 
Pegh, fry, and girn, wi ſpite and teen, 
And fa a flyting; 
Laugh, for the lively lads will ſcreen 
Us trac back biting. 


If that the gypſies dinna ſpung us, 
Ard foreign whiſkers ha'e na dung us; 
Gin I can ſaifter thro' mundungus, 
Wi' boots and belt on, 
I hope to ſee you at St Mungo's 
Arween and beltan, 


32 


36 


40 


44 


48 


32 The crooked clinkers, &c.] The ſcribbling rhymers, with 


their lame verſification. Shall be cow'd, i. c. (horn off. 


33 St out the burnt ſide of your ſhin.] As if one would ſay, 
Walk ſtatcly with your toes out. An expreſſion uſcd when we 


would bid a perſon (merrily) look briſk, 
48 St Mungo's.] The high church of Glaſgow, 
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EPISFTLE III. 


CceypT my third and laſt eſſay 
J Of rural rhyme, I humbly pray, 
Bright Ramſay, aud altho' it may 
Seem doilt and donſie, 
Yet thrice of all things, I heard ſay, 


4 Was ay right ſonſie. 


»Till I made up that happy number; 

The pleaſure counterpois d the cumber, 
In every part, 

And ſnoov't away like three hand ombre, 
Sixpence a cart. 


Of thy laſt poem, bearing date 
Auguſt the fourth, I grant receipt; 


—_— It was ſae bra, gart me look blate, 


F 'Maiit tyne my ſenſes, 
. And look juſt like poor country Kate 
'Y In Lucky Spence's. 


I ſhaw'd it to our pariſh-prieſt, 
Wha was as blyth as gi'm a feaſt; 
He ſays, thou may bad up thy creeſt, 
And craw fu' crouſe, 
The poets a' to thee's bur jeſt, 
Not worth a ſouce, 


bl Thy blyth and cheerfu' merry muſe, 
i Of compliments is ſae profuſe, 
For my good havins dis me rooſe 

Sae very finely, 


- WY It were ill breeding to refuſe 


To thank her kindly, 


Wharefore I ſcarce cou'd ſleep or ſlumber, 


G1LBERTFIELD, Auguſt 24th, 1719, 


I2 


16 


20 


. | 8 Snoov't away] Whirl' ſmoothly round. Snooving always cx; 


' preſſes the action of a top or ſpindle, &c, 
= 


wa 12 Country Kate.] Vide Lucky Spence s clegy, line 514 


What the 
When ſhe p 
Her dialect 


But tak our 

For gin w 
And dinna c 
She'll take th 
We'll rue th 

But let us 
And wr her r 
For we'll brir 
And ſhe'll be 


dae little u 
My pack 1 ſc 


*T1ll I tak be 


And a' for fea 


The dull d. 
A*'I can do's 
Yet ſet me in 


My muſe may 


Then Baccl 
And a' the mu 


27 She'il take 
36 For fear [ 
tempts to do wt 
gt -—nnt a re 


37 Dull diaff. 


20 


'$ ex: 


0 
What tho? ſometimes in angry mood, 
When ſhe puts on her barlichood, 
Her diale& ſeem rough and rude, 
Let's neer be fleet, 


But tak our bit when it is good, 
And buffet wi't, 


For gin we ettle anes to taunt her, 
And dinna cawmly thole her banter, 
She'll take the flings; verſe may grow ſcanter, 
Syne wi' great ſhame 
We'll rue the day that we do want her; 
Then wha's to blame ? 


But let us ſtill her kindneſs culzie, 
And wi' her never breed a tulzie, 
For we'll bring aff but little ſpulzie, 
In fic a barter; 
And ſhe'll be fair to gar us fulzie, 
And cry for quarter, 


Sae little worth's my rhyming ware, 
My pack I ſcarce dare apen mair, 
»Iill I tak better wi” the lair, 
My pen's ſae blunted ; 
And a' for fear 1 file the fair, 
And be affronted, 


The dull draft drink makes me ſae dow, 
A' can do's but bark and yowff; 
Yet ſet me in a claret howff, 
Wi' towk that's chancy, 
My muſe may len me then a gowff 
To clear my fancy, 


Then Bacchus like 1'd hawl and blufter, 
And a' the mules bout me muſter; 


27 She'll take the flings.] Turn ſullan, refſtive, and kiek. 
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24 


32 


36 


49 


35 For fear [ file the fair.] This phraſe is uſed when one st. 
tempts to do what's handſome, and is <tironted by not doing it 


tigt — not a reaſonable fear in him. 


37 Dull draff drink. ] Heavy malt-liquor. 
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1 
® 
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Li 
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Sae merrily I'd ſqueeze the cluſter, Wha' now 
And drink the grape, 
»Twad gi'e my verſe a brighter luſtre, 44 ; 
And better ſhape, That bar 
Wha at Pha 
The pow'rs aboon be ſtill auſpicious Had better! 
To thy atchievements maiſt delicious 
Thy poer's' ſweet and nae way vicious, And midſt! 
But blyth and kanny : 
To ſee, I'm anxious and ambitious, 43 
Thy miſcellany. Had he, Ii 
Upon | 
A' bleſſings. Ramſay, on thee row; Wa 
Lang may thou live, and thrive, and dow, 
Until thou claw an auld man's pow; The ſenate's 
And thro' thy creed, 
Be keeped frac the wirricow 52 


Atter thou's dead, Yet ſometin 


Your howms, 
And helm-a le 


ANSWER III. Be blyth, and | 


EDINBURGH, September 20, 1719. 
My Truſty TzxoJan, | 
HM laſt oration orthodox, 
; Thy innocent auld farren jokes, 
And ſonſie ſaw of three, provokes 
Me anes again, To cram o 
Tod lowrie like, to looſe n pocks, 4 ur da 
And pump my brain, 


Ne'er faſh ab 
Nor with ſuperi, 
Nor cantrapes c. 


When 
By a' your letters I ha'e read, And gars 8 
T eithly {can the man well-bred, Then left about 
And ſoger that, where honour led, 
Has ventur'd baul'd; 


Leaves the yed 


MN, a1d retires to a 


49 A'\blefings, &c.] All this verſe is a ſuccin cluſter of kind 24 
withes, elegantly exprets'd, with a friendly ſpuit, to which I tie Goh s well he cou 
the liberty to add, Amen. | by T 

4 Tod lowrie like] Like Reynard the fox, to bete ny ſell 5 out of de the hor 
ſome more of my wiles. orm cups, ma 


= 
„ ' = 
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Wha? now to youngſters leaves the yed, 
To 'tend his fald. 


That bang'ſter billy, Caeſar July, 
Wha at Pharſalia wan the tooly, 
Had better ſped, had he mair hooly 
Scamper'd thro' life, 
And 'midſt his glories ſheath'd his gooly, 
And kiſs'd his wite, 


Had he, like you, as well he cou'd, 
Upon burn banks the muſes woo'd, 
Retir'd betimes frae *mang the crowd, 

Wha'd been aboon him? 
The ſenate's durks, and faction loud, 
Had ne' er undone him, 


Vet ſometimes leave the riggs and bog, 
Your howms, and braes, and ſhady ſcrog, 
And helm-a lee the claret cog, 
To clear your wit: 
Be blyth, and let the warld e'en ſhog, 
As it thinks fit, 


Ne'er faſh about your neiſt year's ſlate, 
Nor with ſuperior powers debate, 
Nor cantrapes caſt to ken your fate; 
| There's ills anew 
To cram our days, which ſoon grow late; 
Let's live juſt now. 


When northern blaſts the ocean ſnurl, 
And gars the heights and hows look gurl, 
Then left about the bumper whirl, 

And toom the horn, 


12 


16 


8 Leaves the yed to 'tcnd his fald.] Leaves the martial conten- 


on, ar d retires to a country life. 


4 by | 3 As well he cou'd.] Tis well known he could write as well as 
13 aht. 

cif u 27 Toom the horn. ] ' Tis frequent in the country to drink beer 
en ert of horm cups, made in ſhape of a water: glals, 
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Grip faſt the hours which haſty hurl, 
The morn's the morn, 


Thus to Leuconoe ſang ſweet Flaccus, 
Wha nane e'er thought a Gillygacus : 
And why ſhould we let whimſies bawk us, 

When joy's in ſeaſon, 
And thole ſae aft the ſpleen to whauk us 
Out of our reaſon ? 


Tho?” I were laird of tenſcore acres, 
Nodding to jouks of hallenſkakers, 
Yet cruſh'd wi' humdrums, which the weaker's 
Contentment ruins, 
I'd rather rooſt wi' cauſey rakers, 
And ſup cauld ſowens, 


I think, my friend, an fou can get 
A doll of roaſt beet pyping het, 
And wi' red wine their wyſon wet, 
And cleathing clean, 
And be nae ſick, or drown'd in debt, 
They're no to mean, 


rend this verſe to wy ain kimmer, 
Wha kens I like a leg of gimmer, 
Or ſic and fic good belly timmer; 
Quoth ſhe, and leugh, 
c Sicker of thae winter and ſimmer, 
* Ye're well encugh,” 


My hearty goſs, there is nae help, 
But hand to nive we twa maun ſkelp 
Up Rhine and Thames, and o'er the Alp- 
pines aud Pyrenians. 


29 Thus to Leuconoe ] Vide Book I. rx Ode of Horace. 

34 Hallenſhakers.] A hallen is a fence (built of ſtone, turf, — I kn 
moveable flake of heather) at the ſides of the door in country places if ,, 
The trembling att: nden t about 1 tile to give a direc 


to defend them from the wind. 


36 


The chear 


Thy raff, 
Sic wordy, 
Sae gaſh anc 


2 
3 Tho” gaffin | 


Fair fa th; 
To eaſe the | 
Now, Williar 


And crack wi 
Ca' me concei 


That we like 


III anſwer fine 


I ne? er wia 
But when 1 — 


ha ca's me dr, 


St Gars fowk gat 
52 WY ſides ſac 
mans, after a full la 
indly curſe on the: 
er conſeiences have 
this, or, Sonſe fa” 
60 Gae kiſs ye" Ir 
ow not; but *tis 


forgetful great man's gate or levee, is alſo expreſſed in the tem 


ballenſraker, 
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The chearſou carles do ſae yelp 48 
To ha'e 's their minions. 


Thy raffan rural rhyme ſae rare, 
Sic wordy, wanton, hand-wail'd ware, 
Sae gaſh and gay, gars fowk gae gare 
To ha'e them by them; | 
Tho' gaffin they wi” ſides ſae fair, 52 
Cry, Wae gae by him!“ 


Fair fa that ſoger did invent 
To eaſe the poets toil wi” print: 
Now, William, we maun to the bent, 
G And pouſs our fortune, 
| And crack wi” lads wha're well content $6 
Wi' this our ſporting, 


Gin ony ſour mou'd girning bucky, 
Ca' me conceity keckling chucky, 
That we like nags whaſe necks are yucky, 
a Ha'e us'd our teeth ; 
4 PII anſwer fine, ——Gae kiſs ye'r Lucky, 60 
She dwells i“ Leith, 


I ne*er wi'(lang tales faſh my head, 
But when I ſpeak, I ſpeak indeed: 
Wha ca's me droll, but ony feed, 
I'll own I am fae: 
And while my champers can chew bread, 64 
Yours—ALLAN RAMSAY, 


31 Gars fowk gae gare.] Make people very earneſt. 

52 WY ſides ſac fair, cry. Wae gae by him!) Tis uſual for 
man, after a full laugh, to complain of ſore ſides, and to beſtow a 
kindly curſe on the author of the jeſt: but the folks of more ten · 
der conſeiences have turned explctives to friendly wiſhes, ſuch as 
this; or, Sonſe fa” ye,“ and the like. 

60 Gae kiſs ye'r Lucky, &c.] Is a cant phraſe, from what riſe 
I know not; but 'tis made uſe of when one thinks it is not worth 
while to give a dire anſwer, or think themſelves fooliſhly accufed, 
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An Epiſtle to Lieutenant HAMILTON, en the receiving 
the Compliment of a Barrel of Lochfin Herrings from 


him. 


OUR herrings, Sir, came hale and feer, 


In healſome brine a' ſoumin, 
Fu' fat they are and guſty gear, 
As e'er I laid my thumb, on: 
Bra ſappy fiſh 
As ane cou'd wiſh 
To clap on fadge or ſcon; 
They reliſh fine 
Good claret wine, 
That gars our cares ſtand yon. 


Right mony gabs wi” them ſhall gang 
About Auld Reckie's ingle, 
When kedgy carles think nae lang, 
Where ſtoups and trunchers gingle 
X Then my friend lcal, 
We toſs ye'r Real, 
And with bald brag advance, 
What's hoorded in 
Lochs Broom and Fin 
Might ding the ſtocks of France, 


A jelly ſum to carry on 
A fiſhery's deſign'd, 
Twa million good of Sterling pounds, 
Buy mea of money's ſign'd. 
| Had ye but ſeen 
How unco keen 
And thrang they were about it, 
| That we are bald, 
Right rich, and ald- 
Farran, ye ne'er wad doubted, 


1 Hale and feer.] Whole, without the leaſt fault or want. 


4 


Now, now, 
As fine as 
Gin greedine 
Invites no 


And weather 


A heezy or a 


Fy, fy! but ! 
To fear th: 

Na, we're abo 
10 Of biting at 


I' increaſe th 


15 Ten thouſand | 


Could we catct 

That crowd 

The Indies Wol 
20 Compared to 


Them fiſh and! 


1 Frae a' the port 


Thank's t'ye, C: 
Ok our ſtore, ; 
vin 1 be ſpar'd, 


„ all Hill be n 


19 Broom and Fin. ] Two lochs on the weſtern ſeas, where plenty Pleaſe gi'e to Ma 


of herrings are taken. 


67 Matthew Cum 


22 A fiſhery.] The royal fiſhery 5 ſucceſs to which is the wiſh zud wiſtrates of that cit 


hope of every good man, 


F TE HS 
Now, now, I hope we'll ding the Dutch, 


As fine as a round Robin, 
Gin greedineſs to grow ſoon rich 
Invites not to ſtock jobbing; 

That poor boſs ſhade 
Of ſinking trade, 

And weather-glaſs politic, 
Which heaves and ſets 
As publick gets 

A heezy or a wee kick, 


Fy, fy! but yet I hope tis daft 
To fear that trick come hither 
Na, we're aboon that dirty craft 
10 Of biting ane anither, 
The ſubject rich 
Will gi' a hitch 
T' increaſe the public gear, 
When on our ſeas, 
Like biſy bees, 
T Ten thouſand fiſhers ſteer, 
Could we catch the united ſhoals 
That crowd the weltern ocean, 
The Indies wou'd prove hungry holes, 
Compared to this our Goſhen: 
Then let's to wark 
With net and bark, 
Them fiſh and faithfu* cure up; 
Gin ſae we join, 
We'll cleek in coin 
Frae a' the ports of Europe, 


Thank's t'ye, Captain, for this ſwatch 
Of our ſtore, and your favour; 
Gin I be ſpar'd, your love to match 
Shall (till be my endeavour, 
Next unto you, 
My ſervice due 
1 e pen Pleaſe gi'e to Matthew Cumin, 
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40 


45 


50 


53 


60 


65 


67 Matthew Cumin. ] Merchant in Glaſgow, and one of the Jate 


wiſh go migiſtrates of that City, 
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Wha with fair heart 
Has play'd his part, 
And ſent them true and trim in, 70 


WEALTH or the Woo, a Poem, on the South Sea, 
awrote June, 1720, | 


Illi robur et aes triplex 

Circa pettus erat, qui ſragilem truci 
Commiſit pelago ratem 

rimus 

Daring and unco' ſtout he was, 
With heart hool'd in three ſloughs of braſs, 
Wha ventur'd firſt upon the ſea, 
With hempen branks, and horſe of tree, 


HAL14, ever welcome to this iſle, 
Deſcend and glad the nation with a ſmile; 
See frae yon bank where South-Sea ebbs and flows, 
How ſand blind chance woodies and wealth beſtows : 
Aided by thee, I'll fail the wond'rous deep, [ 
And thro?” the crowded alleys cautious creep. 
Not eaſy taſk to plow the ſwelhng wave, 
Or in ſtock-jobbing preſs my guts to fave: 
But naething can our wilder paſſions tame, 
Wha rax for riches or immortal fame, 10 
Long had the grumblers us'd this murm'ring ſound, 
© Poor Britain in her public debt is drown'd ! 
At fifty millions late we ſtarted a', 
And wow we wonder'd how the debt wad fa'; 
But ſonſy ſauls wha firſt contriv'd the way, 13 
With project deep our charges to defray; 
O'er and aboon it heaps of treaſure brings, 
That fouk begueſs become as rich as kings, 
Lang heads they were that firſt laid down the plan, it 


HoRACE, 


Into the which round anes headlang ran, [at land. 
Till overſtock'd, they quat the ſea, and fain wa'd been 


1 Thalia ever welcome.] Thalia the ehearful muſe that dclights 
to imitate the actions of mankind, and produces the laughing co- 
medy.—— That kind of poetry ever acccptable to Britons. 

21 Fain wad becn at land.] Land, in the time of this golden two 


or three months, was (old at 45 or 50 years purchale, * 


Thus when 

Aften J hav 

The waxing 

Till paſt th 

'Tis (tran 

Within the 

How can ae 

Supply the ſ 

Saxty lang y 

Hunt aſter op 

Ard die at | 

But O South 
Thro' a' the 
Nor ſcrimply 
But like the! 
To poor and 
With hand i1 
Like Nilus 
Frae bank to 
Inſtilliag lib'r 
Whence ſun 
Thus flows o 
But anes a ye 
Ours aft ilk d. 
Bangs o'er its 
Ve rich anc 
But your reve! 
How without 
Have jobh'd t 
By pure inſtin; 
Without the. 
29 Trifling tr, 
that time deſpiſed 
modities, 

39 Like Nilns 
fp1 ng head there: 
twclls and overflo 
is dangerous, and 
amphibious anim. 
late alligators of 

auman creatur 

48 Your reverl 

52 Of either f. 
fool u ho took ady 
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Thus when braid flakes of ſnaw have clad the greg a, 
Aften 1 have young ſportive gilpies ſeen, 


0 The waxing ba* with meikle pleaſure row, 

Till paſt their pith, it did unweildy grow, 25 
+ 'Tis ſtrange to think what changes may appear 
, Within the narrow circle of a year. 


How can ae project, if it be well laid, 
Supply the ſimple want of trifling trade! 
Saxty lang years a man may rack his brain, 30 
Hunt aſter gear baith night and day wi' pain, 
Ard die at laſt in debt, inſtead ot gain. 
. But O South-Sea! what mortal mind can run 
Thro' a' the miracles that thou haſt done? 
Nor ſcrimply thou thyſell to bounds confines, 35 
But like the ſun on ilka party ſhines, | 
To poor and rich, the fools as well as wiſe, 
With hand impartial ſtretches out the prize, 
Like Nilus {welling frae his unkend head, 
Frae bank to brae o'erflows ilk rig and mead, 40 
Inſtilliog lib'ral (tore of genial ſap, 
; Whence ſun burn'd gyplies reap a plenteous crap: 
Thus flows our ſea, but with this diff 'rence wide, 
But anes a year their river heaves his tide : 
Ours aft ilk day, t' enrich the common weal, 45 
Bangs o'er its banks, and dings Egyptian Nile. 
10 Ye rich and wife, we own ſucceſs your due, 
But your reverſe their luck with wonder view, 
How without thought theſe dawted petts of fate 
Have jobb'd themſelves into ſae high a ſtate, 50 
By pure inſtinct ſae leal the mark have hit, ' 
T Without the ule of either fear or wit, 


29 Trifling trade.] All manaer of trafic and mechanics was at 
that time deſpiſed, Subſcriptions and transfers were the only com- 


modities. 
39 Like Nilus.] A river which eroſſes a great part of Africa, the 
9 ſpring head thereof unknown till of late. In the month of June it 
N ſwells and overflows Egypt: when it riſes too high, the inundation 
4 is dangerous, and threatens a famine, In this river are the monſtrous 
amphibious animals named crocodiles, of the fame ſpecies with the 
ights late alligators of the South.Sea, which make a. prey of, and devour 
p co- all human creatures they can lay hold on, 
48 Your reverſe.] Poor fools, 
1 two $2 Of either fear or wit. ] One was reckoned a timorous thinking 


fool who took advice of lus teaſon in the grand affair, 
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And ithers wha laſt years their garrets kept, 
Where duns in viſion faſh*d them while they ſlept; 
Wha only durſt in twilight or the dark, 55 
Steal to a common cook's with haff a mark, 
A' their hale ſtock—Now by a kanny gale, 
In the o'erflowing ocean ſpread their fail, 
While they in gilded galleys cut the tide, 
Look down on fiſher boats wi' meikle pride, 60 
Mean time the thinkers wha are out of play, 
For their ane comfort kenna what to fay ; 
That the foundation's looſe fain wa'd they ſhaw, 
And think na but the fabric ſoon will fa”: 
That's a' but ſnam for inwardly they fry, 65 
Vext that their fingers were na in the pye: 
Faint-hearted wights, wha dully ſtood afar, 
Tholling your reaſon great attempts to mar; 
While the brave dauntleſs, of fic fetters free, 
Jumpt headlong glorious in the golden fea: 
Where now, like gods, they rule each wealthy jaw, 
While you may thunp your pows againſt the wa.“ 
On ſummer's e'en the welkin cawm and fair, 
When little midges friſk in lazy air, 
Have ye not ſeen thro? ither how they reel, 75 
And time about how up and down they wheel ? 
Thus eddies of ſtock jobbers drive about; 
Upmoſt to day the morn their pipe's put out. 
With penſive face, whene'er the market's hy, 
Minutius crys, ab ! what a gowk was I: 80 
Some friend of his, wha wiſely ſeems to ken 
Events of caules mair than ither men, 


60 Look down on fiſher-boats.] Deſpiſed the virtuons deſign of 
propagating and carrying on a fiſhery, which can never fail to be a 
real benefit to Britain, 

61 The thinkers ] Many of juſt thinking at that time were vexed 
to ſee themſelves rrudgirg on fout, when ſome others of very indifſe- 
rent capacities were ſetting up gilded equrpayes ; and notwithſtanding 
of all the doubts they formed againſt it, yet fretted becauſe they were 
not ſo lucky as to have ſome ſhares 

70 Jumpt headlong.,] Threw off all the fetters of reaſon, and 
plunged gloriouſly into confuſion 

81 Wha wiſ:ly.] With grave faces many at that time pretended 
they could demonltrate this hoped for riſe of South- Sea. 


Puſh for you 
For South-S« 
Waes me fo! 
And buys wh 
He ne'er ſhal 
Which faws 
Dear Sea, 
Of Hogland | 
Leit in their 
Where thou 1 
This I forſ 
For he's nae 
When autum 
And ſleet and 
When bleak 
And with ſpl: 
Then, then ir 
When trees b 
Wha thall like 
Aboon earth's 
Sae ends the t 


Happy that 
Which makes 
And comes to 
Britanma's cre 
IIK blythſome 
And his depen 
Cloſs may he | 
And look on c 
Thrice lucky] 
That can in a 
Like Jove he { 
While the infe 
Till he permit 
That ilka ane 


90 Hogland G. 
a late eſſay has end 
manner from the 
pleaſed with, and | 
I22 Their bcar 
hence the proverb, 
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Puſh for your intereſt yet, nae fear, he cries, 
For Soauth-Sea will to twice ten hunder rife, 
Waes me for him that ſells paternal land, 
And buys when ſhares the higheſt ſums demand: 
He ne'er ſhall taſte the ſweets of riſing ſtock, 
Which faws neilt day; na hetp for't, he is broke, 
Dear Sea, be tenty how thou flows at ſhams 
Of Hogland Gad'rens in their froggy dams, 99 
Leſt in their muddy boggs thou chance to fink, 
Where thou may'ſt ſtagnate, ſyne of courſe maun ſtink, 
This I forſee (and time ſhall prove I'm right, 
For he's nae poet wants the ſecond fight) 
When autumn's ſtores are ruck'd up in the yard, 9g 
And ſleet and ſnaw dreeps down cauld wiater's beard; 
When bleak November winds make foreſts bare, 
And with ſplenetic vapours fill the air; 
Then, then in gardens, paris, or ſilent glen, 
When trees bear naithing elſe, they'll carry men, 110 
Wha hall like paughty Romans greatly ſwing 
Aboon earth's diſappointments in a (tring : 
Sae ends the towring ſaul that downa ſee 
A man move in a higher fphere than he. 
Happy that man who bas thrawn up a main, 105 
Which makes ſome hundred thouſands a' his ain, 
And comes to anchor on ſo firm a rock, 
Britanma's credit and the South Sea ſtock: 
IIk blythlome pleaſure waits upon his nod, 
And his dependaats eye him like a god: 110 
Cloſs may he bend Champain trae e'en to morn, 
And look on cells of tippony wich ſcorn: 
Thrice lucky pimps, or ſmug fac'd wanton fair, 
That can in a' his wealth and pleaſure ſkair: 
Like Jove he fits like Jove, high heay'n's goodman, 
While the inferior gods about him ſtand, 
Tüll he permits, with — orace, 
That ilka ane in order take their place: 


90 Hogland Gad'rens.] The Dutch; whom a learned author of 
2 late eſlay nas endeavoured to prove to be deſcended after a ſtrange 
manner from the Gaderens, which eſſay Lewis XIV. was mighty 
pleaſed with, and bountcoully rewarded the author. 
122 Their beards wag a'. ] Feaſts them at his own proper colt; 
hence the proverb, Lis fair in ha“, where beards wag 4“. 
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Thus with attentive look mensfow they ſit, 


Till he ſpeak firſt, and ſhaw ſome ſhining wit; 129 


Syne circling wheels the flattering gaffaw, 
As well they may, he gars their beards wag a'. 


Imperial gowd, what is't thou canna grant ? 

Poſſeſt of thee, what is't a man needs want? 

Commanding coin, there's nothing hard to thee 

I canna gueſs how rich fowk come to die. 
Unhappy wretch, link'd to the threed-bare nine, 

The dazzling equipage can ne'er be thine: 

Deſtin'd to toil thro? labyrinths of verſe, 

Dar'it ſpeak of great ſtock-jobbing as a farce, 

Poor thoughtleſs mortal, vain of airy dreams, 

The flying horſe, and bright Apollo's beams, 

And Helicon's werſh well thou ca's divine, 

Are nathing like a miſtreſs, coach, and wine, 
Wad ſome good patron (whaſe ſuperior {kill 

Can make the South Sea ebb and flow at will) 

Put in a ſtock for me, I own it fair, 

In epic (train I'd pay him to a hair; 

Immortalize him, and whate'er he loves, 

In flowing oumbers I ſhalt fing approves 7 

If not, fox like. I'll thraw my gab and gloom, 

And ca” your hundred thouſand a ſour plum, 
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EvixzuzGH's Salutation fo the moſi Honourable my 
Lord * Marquis of CARNARVON, | 


7 Elcome, my Lord, heav'n be your guide, 
W And furder your intention, 
To whate er place you fail or ride, | 

To brighten your invention. 9 
The book of mankind lang and wide, 

Is well worth your attention: 

142 A tour plum. ] The fox in the fable, that deſpiſed the plumbs 
he cou'd not reach, is well known. 200,020 pounds being called a 
plumb, makes this a right pun; and ſome puns deſerve not to be 


claſſed amongſt low wit, tho? the generality of them do. 
Ma- quiis of Carnarvon] Eldeſt ſon to his grace the duke of 


Chandois, who in May 1720 was at Edinburgh, in his tour through 
Scotland, 


Wherefore pl 
And meaſui 


O that ilk wo 
Wad folloy 
My auld grey 
And ſpread 
Shou'd Londoz 
She might ſ 
In troth his hi 
For without 


Lang ſyne, my 
And nobles 
But fince-I hay 
I look nae h. 
Yet here brave 
And mony a 
Now that you? 
Fow well 1 1 


For you my be 
I'll no mak n 
But routh for p 
Whatever ye 
You's have at \ 
For few thing 
The wale of we 
When you lil 


Than I, nor Pa 
Nor Rome, [ 
To buſk you up 
Or trim a tig 
My ſons are ho! 


To tiuth and 


13 Shou'd Lon] 
of Britain is ſo ren 
Hence of Brit th t 

31 The walc of 

ret. 


Wherefore pleaſe ſome time here abide, 
And meaſure the dimenſion 
Of minds right ſtout, 
O that ilk worthy Britiſh peer 
Wad follow your example, 
My auld grey head I yet wad rear, 
And ſpread my ſkirts mair ample, | 12 
Shou'd London poutch up a' the gear? 
She might ſpare me a ſample: 
In troth his highneſs ſhou'd live here, 
For without oil our lamp will 16 
Gang blinkan out, 
Lang ſyne, my Lord, I had a court, 
And nobles fill'd my cawſy; 
But fince-I have been fortune's ſport, 
I look nae hawff ſae gawſy. 29 
Yet here brave gentlemen reſort, 
And mony a handfome laſſy: 
Now that you're lodg'd within my port, 
Fow well 1 wat, they'll a' ſay, 2 
Welcome, my Lord. 
For you my beſt chear I'll produce, 
I'll no mak muckle vaunting ; 
But routh for pleaſure and for uſe, 
Whatever you be wanting, 29 
You's have at will to chap and chuſe, 
For few things am I ſcant in; 
The wale of well - ſet ruby juice, 
When you like to be rantin, 32 
I can afford, 
Than I, nor Paris, nor Madrid, 
Nor Rome, I trow's mair able 
To buſk you up a better bed, | 
Or trim a tighter table, 36 
My ſons are honourably bred, 
To truth and friendihip itable: 


13 Shou'd Lon ſon ] Ed burgh too juſtly complains that the north 
of Britain is ſo re nue trom the court, 4 0 rarely enjoys the in- 
lence of Brit th ters of the firſt magu d 
* The wale of well-let, &c.] Th: mcſt choice of fine clear 

ret. 
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What my detracting faes have ſaid, 
You'll find a feigned fable, | 
: At the firſt ſight. 


May claſſic lear and letters belle, 
And travelling conſpire, 
11k unjuſt notion to repel], ; 
And god-like thoughts mſpirez 44 
That in ilk action wile and ſnell 
You may ſhaw manly fire: 
Sae the fair picture of himſel], 


Will give his Grace, your Sire, 45 
Immenſe delight. 
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The ProSPECT of PLENTY, 2 Poem en the NOR TH- SEA 
Fi$SHERY, #nſcribed ts the Right Honourable 7% Royal 
Burrows of SCOTLAND, 


f 
— ſo It Tov wtya H ec UTYO ei. 


Oppian. Halieutic. Lib. III. 


Halla, anes again, in blythſome lays, 
Io lays immortal, chant the North Sea's praiſe, 


Tent how the Caledonians, lang ſupine, 
Begin, mair wiſe. to open baith their een; 


And, as they ought, t'employ that ſtore which heav'n, 5 


In fic abundance to their hands has given, 

Sae heedleſs heir, born to a Jairdſhip wide, 

That yields mair plenty than he kens to guide 
Not well acquainted with his ain good luck, 


Lets ilka ſneaking fellow take a pluck; 10 


> ill at the Jang-run, wi' a heart right fair, 

He ſees the bites grow bein, as he grows bare: 
Then wak'ning, looks about with glegger glovur, 

And learns to thrive, wha ne'er thought on't before. 


Nae nation in the warld can parallel 15 


The plenteous product of this happy iſle: 


20 What my detracting faes.] Theſe who from a maliciovs low 
pr: judice (only the ſcum indeed of our neighbours) have falſc!y te. 


preached us with being rude, unbolpitable, and falſe, 


But paſt'ral h 
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Wha round f: 
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O'er lang with « 
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ſeverely prohibit ſte 
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But paſt'ral heights, and ſweet prolific plains, 

That can at will command the ſafteſt ſtrains, 

Stand yont; for Amphitrite claims our ſang, 

Wha round fair Thule drives her finny thrang, 

O'er ſhaws of coral, and the pearly ſands, 

To Scotia s ſmootheſt lochs and cryſtal ſtrands. 

There keeps the tyrant pike his awfu' court, 

Here trouts and ſalmond in clear channels ſport, ; 

Wae to that hand, that dares by day or night 25 N 

Deſile the ſlream where ſporting fries delight. —_— 

But herrings, lovely fiſh, like beſt to play : 

In rowan ocean, or the open bay : 

In crowds amazing thro? the waves they ſhine, | 

Millions on millions form ilk equal line: 39 | 

Nor dares th* imperial whale, unleſs by ſtealth, | 4 

Attack their firm united commonwealth, | 

But artfu* nets, and fiſhers' wylie ſkill, | 

Can bring the ſcaly nations to their will, 

When theſe retire to caverns of the deep, 35 

Or in their oozy beds thro” winter ſleep, 

Then ſhall the tempting bait, and tented ſtring, 

Beguile the cod, the ſea cat, tuſk, and ling. 

Thus may our fiſhery thro' a' the year 

Be ſtill employ'd, t' increaſe the public gear. 40 
Delytfou labour, where the induſtrious gains 

Profit ſurmounting ten times a' his pains 

Nae pleature like ſucceſs; then lads ſtand be, 

Ye']] find it endleſs in the Northern Sea. 

C'er lang with empty brag we have been vain 45 { 
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Of toom dominion on the plenteous main, 

While others ran away with all the gain. 

Thus proud Iberia vaunts of ſov'reign ſway 

O'er countries rich, frae riſe to ſet of day; 

She graſps the ſhadows but the ſubltance tines, 50 
While a' the reſt of Europe milk her mines. 


19 Amphitrite ] The wife of Neptune, 

20 Thule] The northern iſlands of Scotland are allowed by all 
to be the Thule of the antients. 

25 Wae to that hand, &c.] There are acts of parliament which 


ſevcrely prohibit ſteeping of lint, or any other way deſiling theſe clear 
Wicrs where falmond abound, 


43 Iberia,] Spain. 
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But dawns the day ſets Britain on her feet; 

Lang look'd-for's come at laſt, and welcome be't; 
For numerous fleets ſhall hem Aebudan rocks, 
Commanding ſeas, with rowth to raiſe our ſtocks; 55 
Nor can this be a toom chimera found, 
The fabric's bigget on the ſureſt ground, 
Sma? is our need to toil on foreign ſhores, 
When we have baith the Indies at our doors: 
Yet, for diverſion, laden veſſels may 60 
To far aff nations cut the liquid way; 
And fraught frae ilka port whats nice or braw, 
While for their trifles we maintain them a'. 
Goths, Vandals, Gauls, Heſperians, and the Moors, 
Shall a' be treated frae our happy ſhores : 65 
The rantin Germans, Ruſſians, and the Poles, 
Shall feaſt with pleaſure on our guſty ſholes; 
For which deep in their treaſures we ſhall dive: 

Thus by fair trading, North Sea ſtock ſhall thrive, 

Sae far the bonny proſpect gave delight, 70 

The warm ideas gart the muſe take flight, 

When ſtraight a grumbletonian appears, 

Peghing fou fair beneath a laid of fears: 

Wow! that's braw news, quoth he, to make fools ſain; 
But gin ye be rae warlock, how d'ye ken? 73 
£ Does Tam the Rhymer ſpae oughtlins of this? 

© Or do ye propheſy juſt as ye with ? 

Will projects thrive in this abandon'd place? 
Vnſonſy we had ne er ſae meikle grace 

© I fear, I fear, your tow'ring aim fa” ſhort, 89 
* Alake we winn o'er far frae king and court? 

© The Southerns will with pith your project bauk, 

© They'll never thole this great deſign to tak,” 

Thus do the dubious ever countermine, 

With party wrangle, ilka fair deſign, - Bf 
How can a ſaul that has the uſe of thought, 

Be to ſie little creeping fancies brought? 

Will Britain's king or parliament gainſtand 

The univerſal profit of the land ? 


54 Acbudan rocks.] The Lewis, and other weſtern iſlands, 
76 Tam the Rhymer.] Thomas Learmond, alias the Rhyme, 


lived in the reign of Alexander 111, king of Scots, and is held i 


great eſteem by the vulgar for his dark predictions. 
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© And ſuck'c 
* Thence ric 
Than e'er 

O mighty 
Maun bauld 
May ſhe not: 
For fear the | 
Dare ſhe nan; 
Afore ſhe ſay 
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Now when nae ſep'rate intereſt eags to ſtrife, 


- Theſe people, right auldfarran, will be laith 
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The antient.nations join'd like man and wife, 
Maun ſtudy cloſs for peace and thriving's ſake, 
Aff a' the wiſſen'd leaves of ſpite to ſhake: 
Let's weave and fiſh to ane anither's hands, 
And never think wha ſerves or wha commands; 95 
But baith alike conſult the common weal, 
Happy that moment friendſhip makes us leal 
To truth and right then ſprings a ſhining day, 
Shall clouds of ſma' miſtakes drive faſt away. 
Miſtakes and private int'reſt hence be gane, 100 5 
Mind what ye did on dire Pharſalia's plain, 
Where doughty Romans were by Romans ſlain, 
A meaner phantom neiſt, with meikle dread, 
Attacks with ſenſeleſs fears the weaker head: 
The Dutch, ſay they, will ſtrive your plot to (tap, tog 
© They'll toom their banks before you reap their crap; 
Lang have they ply'd that trade like biſy bees, 
© And ſuck'd the profit of the Pictland ſeas ; 
* Thence riches fith'd mair, by themſelves confeſt, 
© Than e' er they made by Indies Eaſt and Welt.“ 110 
O mighty fine and greatly was it ſpoke ! | 
Maun bauld Britannia bear Batavia's yoke ? -- 
May ſhe not apen her ain pantry door, = 
For fear the-paughty ſtate ſhou'd gi'e a roar ? 
Dare ſhe nane of her herrings ſell or prive, 115 
Afore ſhe ſay, Dear Matkie wi' ye'r leave?“ 
Curſe on the wight wha tholes a thought ſac tame, = 
He merits not the manly Briton's name. 
Grant they're good allies, yet it's hardly wiſe = 
To buy their friendſhip at ſae high a price; 120 
But frae that airth we needna fear great ſkaith, 


To thwart a nation, wha with eaſe can draw | : 

Up ilka ſluice they have, and drown them a'. | 
Ah flothſu* pride! a kingdom's greateſt curſe, 123 

How dowf looks gentry with an empty purſe ? | 

How worthleſs is a poor and haughty drone, 

Wha thowleſs ſtands a lazy looker on? 

While active ſauls a ſtagnant life deſpiſe, 

Kill raviſh'd with new pleaſures as they riſe. 130 
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They force with auk ward girn their ridicule, 


124 * 


O'er lang, in troth, have we by-ſtanders been, 
And loot fowk lick the white out of our een: 


Nor can we wyt them, fince they had our vote; 
But now they'ſe get the whittle of their groat. 
Here did the muſe intend a while to reſt, 135 


Till hameo'er ſpitefu* din her Jugs oppreſt; 


Anither ſet of the envyfou kind 

(With narrow notions horridly confin'd) 

Wag their boſs noddles, ſyne with filly ſpite 

Land ilka worthy project in a bite, 149 


And ca? ilk ane concern'd a ſimple fool, 

Excepting ſome wha a' the lave will nick, 

And gi'e them nought but bare whop-ſhafts to lick, 
Malicious envy ! root of a' debates, 145 

The plague of government and bane of ſtates; 

The nurſe of poſitive deſtructive ſtrife, 

Fair friendſhip's fae, which ſow'rs the ſweets of life ; 

Promoter of ſedition and baſe fead, 


Still overjoy'd to fee a nation bleed, 150 


Stap, ſtap, my Laſs, forgetna where ye'r gawn, 

If ye rin on, heav'n kens where ye may lang; 

Turn to your fiſhers ſang. and let fowk ken 

The North-Sea ſkippers are leal hearted men, 

Vers'd in the critic ſeaſons of the year, 155 
hen to ilk bay the fiſning · buſſi ſhould ſteer ; 

There to hawl up with joy the plenteous try, 

Which on the decks in ſhining heaps ſhall lye, 

*Till carefou hands, even while they've vital heat, 
Shall be employ'd to fave their juices ſweet; 169 
strick tent they'll tak to ſtow them wi' ſtrange brine, 
In barrels tight, that ſhall nae liquor tine; 

Then in the foreign markets we ſhall ſtand 

With upright front, and the firft ſale demand, 


132 And loot fowk lick &c.] This phraſe is always applied when 
people with pretence of friendſhip do you an ill-turn, as one licking 
a mote out of your eye makes it blood-thot. 

151 Laſs.) The muſe 

154 North Sea ſkippers.] The managers, 

159 Vital hcat.] 'Tis a vaſt advantage to cure them immediately 
aſter they are taken. N 

161 Strange brige.] Foreign ſalt. 
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50 


33 


60 


1 125 


This, this our faithfou truſtees have in vie w, 165 
And honourably will the taſk purſue; 
Nor are they bigging caſtles in a cloud, 
Their ſhips already into action ſcud. 

Now, dear ill-natur'd bilkes, ſay nae mair, 
But leave the matter to their prudent care: 170 
They're men of candor, and right well they wate 
That truth and honeſty hads lang the gate: 
Shouder to ſhouder let's ſtand firm and (tout, 
And there's nae fear but we'll ſoon make it out; 
We've reaſon, law, and nature on our lide, 175 
And have nae bars, but party, flowth, and pride. 

When a's in order as it ſoon will be, 
And fleets of buſhes fill the Northern ſea, 
What hope fou' images with joy ariſe, 
In order rang'd before the muſe's eyes? 180 
A wood of maſts, well mann'd—their jovial din, 
Lik eydent bees gaun out and coming in. 
Here haff a nation, healthfou, wiſe, and (lark, 
With ſpirits only tint for want of wark, 
Shall now find place their genius to exert, 185 
While in the common good they act their part. | 
Theſe fit for ſervitude, ſhall bear a hand, 
And theſe find government form'd for command, 
Beſides, this as a nurſery ſhall breed 
Stout ſkill'd marines, when Britain's navies need. 190 
Pleas'd with their labour, when their taſk is done, 
They'll leave green Thetis to embrace the ſun: 
Then freſheſt fiſh ſhall on the brander bleez, 
And lend the biſy browlter wife a heez: 
While healthfou hearts ſhall own their honeſt flame, 
With reaming quaff, and whomelt to her name, 196 
Whaſe active motion to his heart did reach, 
As ſhe the cods was turning on the beech, 
Curs'd poortith, Love and Hymen's deadly fae, 
(That gars young fowk.in prime cry aft, Oh hey,“ 200 


168 Into action ſtud.] Several large ſhips are already employ d, 
and took in their ſalt and barrels a month ago. 
172 Hads lang the gate.] Holds long up its head, longeſt keeps 
the high way or gate, | 
198 Fhe beech.] The beech is a number of big ſtones, where 
they dry the cod and ling. 
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And fingle live, till age and runkles ſhaw 

Their canker'd ſpirit's good for nought at a';) 
Now flit your camp, far frae our confines ſcour, 
Our lads and laſſes ſoon ſhall light your power; 
For rowth ſhall cheriſh love, and love ſhall bring 
Mae men t' improve the ſoil and ſerve the king, 
Thus univerſal Plenty ſhall produce 

Strength to the ſtate, and arts for joy and uſe, 

O Plenty, thou delyt of great and ſma, 
Thou nervous ſinnow of baith war and law: 
The ſtateſman's drift, ſpur to the artiſt's ſill, 
Nor does the very flamens like thee ill; 

The ſhabby poets hate thee! that's a lie, 
Or elſe they are nae of a mind wi' me. 

Plenty ſhall cultivate ilk ſcawp and moor, 
Now lee and bare, becauſe the Jandlord's poor, 
On ſcroggy braes ſhall akes and aſhes grow, 
And bonny gardens clead the brecken how, 
Do others backward dam the raging main, 
Raiſing on barren ſands a flow'ry plain ? 

By us then ſhou'd the thought o't.be endur'd, 
To let braid tracts of land lye unmanur'd ? 
Uncultivate nae mair they ſhall appear, 
But ſhine with a' the beauties of the year; 
Which ſtart with eaſe frae the obedient ſoil, 
And ten times o'er reward a little toil, 
Alang wild ſhores, where tumbling billows break, 
Pleniſht with nought but ſhells and tangle wreck, 
Braw towns ſhall rife, with ſteeples mony a ane, 
And houles bigget a' with eſtler ſtane; 
Where ſchools polite ſhall lib'ral arts diſplay, 
And make auld barb'rous darkneſs fly away. 
Now Nereus riſing frae his watry bed, 
The pearly drops hap down his lyart head; 
}<canus with pleaſure hears him ſing, 
Tritons and Nereids form a jovial ring; 
And daacing on the deep, attention draw, 
While a' the winds in love, but ſighing, blaw. 
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212 Flamens. ] Prieſts. 
219 The raging main.) The Dutch have gained a great deal from 
the ſeas > | 
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POE" M. 3 
The ſea born prophet ſang in (ſweeteſt (train, 
« Britons be blyth, fair queen of iſles be fain; 
A richer people never ſaw the ſun : 
Gang tightly throw what fairly you've begun; 
Spread a' your fails and ſtreamers in the wind, 
For ilka pow'r in fea and air's your friend; 
Great Neptune's unexhauſted bank has (fore 
© Of endleſs wealth, will gar yours a' run o'er, 
He fang ſae loud, round rocks the echoes flew, 
, 'Tis true, he {aidz and they return'd, 'tis true, 
September, 17 20, 
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The Riſe and Fall of STOCKs, 1720. 


An Epiſtle te the Right Honourable -zy Lord Ramsar, 
now in PARIS. 


Your pettiſoggers damn their ſouls ! 

0 To ſhare with knaves in cheating fools ; þ 
And merchants, vent'ring en the main, 
Slight pirates, roch, and horns, for gain, 


HUDiBRAS, 
My LorD, 
'5 \ 7 ITHOUTTEN preface or preamble, 
My fancy being on a ramble; 


Tranſported with an honeſt paſſion, 
Viewing our poor bambouzl'd nation, 
Biting her nails, ber knuckles wringing, 5 
0 Her cheek ſae blae, her lip ſae hinging 
Grief and vexation's like to kill her, 
For tyning baith her tick and filler, 
Allow me then to make a comment 
On this affair of greateſt moment, | to 
25 Which has fa'n out, my Lord, ſince ye 
Left Lothian and-the Edge-well tree: 


12 Edge- ue l tree,] An o tree which grows on the fide of a 

hne ſpriug, nigh the caſtle of Dalhouſie, very much obſerved by the 

country people, who give out, that before any of the family died a 

branch fell from the Edge well tree, The old tree ſome few years 

om 3go fell altogether; but another ſprung from the ſame root, which 
ls now tall and flouriſhing, and lang be't fac, 


123 . 


And, with your leave, I needna ſtickle 
To ſay we're in a ſorry pickle, | | 
Since poortith o'er ilk head does hover 15 
Frae John a Groat's houſe, ſouth to Dover. 
Sair have we pelted been with ſtocks, 
Caſting our credit at the cocks; 
Lang guilty of the higheſt treaſon 
Againſt the government of reaſon: 20 
We madly at our ain expences, . 
Stock-jobb'd awar our caſh and ſenſes, 
As little bairns frae winnocks hy 
Drap down ſaip bells to waiting try, 
Wha run and wreſtle for the prize, 25 
With face erect and watchfou eyes; 
The lad wha gleggeſt waits upon it, 
Receives the. bubble on his bonnet, 
Views with delight the ſhining beau-thing,. 
Which in a twinkling burſts to nothing: 30 
Sae Britain brought on a* her troubles, 
By running daftly after bubbles. 
Impos'd an by langnebit juglers, 
Stock jobbers, brokers, cheating ſmuglers, 
W ha ſet their gowden girns ſae wylie, 35 
Tho? ne'er ſae cautious they'd beguile ye: 
The covetous infatuation. 
Was {mirtle out o'er all the nation; 
Clergy and lawyers and. phyſicians, 
Mechanics, merchants, and muhicians 40 
Baith ſexes, of a' forts and ſizes, 
Drap ilk deſign, and jobb'd for prizes: 
Frae noblemen to livery varlets; 
Frae topping toaſts to hackney harlots : 
Poetic dealers were but ſcarce, 44 
Leſs browden (till on caſh than verſe; 
Only ae bard to coach did mount, 
By ſinging praiſe to Sir John Blunt; 
But ſince his mighty patron fell, 
He looks juſt like Jock Blunt himſel. 50 


16 John a Groat's houſe.] The northmoſt houſe in Scotland. 
47 Only ae bard, &c.] Vide Dick Francklin's epiſtle. 
50 Be locks juſt like Jock Blunt.] This is commonly ſaid of 3 
perſon who is out of countenance at a diſappointment. 
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83 By hbimfl.] 


40 


43 
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some lords and lairds ſell'd riggs and caſtles, 


And play'd them aff with tricky raſcals, 
Wha now with routh of riches vapour, 


While their late honours live on paper; 


But ah! the difference 'twixt good land, 
And a poor bankrupt bubble's band. 
Thus Europeans Indians rifle, 
And give them for their gowd ſome trifle; 
As deugs of velvet, chips of cryltal, 
A tacon's bell, or baubee whiſtle. 
Merchants and bankers heads gade wrang, 
They thought to millions they might ſpang, 
Delpis d the virtuous road to gain, 
And look'd on little bills with pain; 
The well-win thouſands of ſome years, 
In ae big bargain diſappears: 
'Tis fair to bide, but wha can help it, 
luſtead of coach, on toot they ſkelp it. 
The ten per cents wha durſtaa venture, 
But lent great ſums upon indenture, 
To billies wha as frankly war d it, 
As they out of their guts had ſpar'd it; 
When craving money they bave lent, 
They're aotwerd, item, A' is ſpent:“ 
The miſer hears him with a gloom, 
Girns like a brock and bites. his thumb, 
Syne ſhores to grip him by the wylon, 
And keep him a' his days in priſon : 
Say may ye do, replies the debtor, 
But that can never mend the matter; 
As ſoon can I mount Charle wain, 
As pay ye back your gear again, 
Poor mouldy rins quite by himſel, 
And bans like ane broke loote trac hell, 
It lulls a wee my mullygrubs, 
To think upon thele bitten ſcrubs, 
When naething ſaves their vital low, 
But the expences of a tow, 
Thus children aft with carefu'” hands, 
In ſummer dam up litile ſtrands, 


83 By himſel.] Mad; out of his wits, 
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Collect the drizel to a pool, | 

In which their glowing limbs they cool; 

'Till by comes ſome ill deedy gift, 

Wha in the bulwark makes a rift, 

And with ae ſtrake, in ruins lays 

The work of uſe, art, care, and days. 
Even handy craftimen too turn d ſaucy, 

And man be coaching't thro” the cauly ; 

Syne ſtroot fou paughty in the alley, 

Transferring thouſands with ſome valley 

Grow rich in fancy, treat their whore, 

Nor mind they were, or ſhall be poor: 

Like little Joves they treat the fair, 

With gowd frae banks built in the air; 

For which their Danaes lift the lap, 

And compliment them with a clap; 

Which by aft jobbing grows a pox, 

'Till brigs of noſes fa' with ſtocks. 


Here coachmen, grooms, or paſment trotter, 


Glitter'd a while, then turn'd to footer 
Like a ſhot ſtarn, that thro' the air 
Skyts eaſt or welt with unko glare, 
Fut found neiſt day on hillock fide, 
Na better ſeems nor paddock ride, 
Some reverend brethren left their flocks, 
And ſank their ſtipends in the ſtocks; 
But tining baith, like Aeſop's colly, 
O'er late, they now lament their folly, 


For three warm months, May, June, and July, 


There was odd ſcrambling for the ſpulzy; 
And mony a ane, 'till he grew tyr'd, 
Gather'd what gear his heart deſir'd. 


We thought that dcaler's ſtock an ill ane, 


That was not wordy haff a million, 
O had this golden age but laſted, 
And no ſae ſoon been broke and blaſted, 
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93 Ul- deedy gift.] A roguiſh boy, who is ſ:1dom without doing a 


bad action. 


105 Danaes.] Danae, the daughter of Acriſius king of Argos, t9 


whom Jupiter deſcended in a thower of gold. 
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1:7 A perſon, & 
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164 My fancy, 
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* 

There is a perſon well I ken 
Might wi' the beſt gane right far ben; 
His project better had ſucceeded, 
And far leſs labour had he needed: 
But 'tis a dafhn to debate, 
And aurgle-bargle with our fate, 
Well, had this gowden age bur laſted, 
And not ſae ſoon been broke and blaſted, 
O woy, my Lord, theſe had been days 135 
Which might have claim'd your poet's lays; 
But ſoon, alake ! the mighty Dagon 
Was ſeen to fa? without a rag on: 
In harveſt was a dreadfu' thunder, 
Which gart a' Britain glowr and wonder; 140 
; The phizzing bout came with a blatter, 

And dry'd our great ſea to a putter, 

But mony fowk with wonder ſpeir, 

What can be come of a' the gear? 

For a' the country is repining, 145 
0 And ilka ane complains of tyning. 

Plain anſwer I had beſt let be, 

and tell ye juſt a ſimile. 

Like Belzie when he nicks a witch, 

Wha ſells her ſaul ſhe may be rich; 
15 He finding this the bait to damn her, 
Caſts o'er her een his cheating glamour: 
She figns and ſeals, and he affords 
Her heaps of viſionary hoords ; 
But when ſhe comes to count the cunzie, 155 
Tis a' (klate ſtanes inſtead of money. 

Thus we've been trick'd with braw projectors, 
And faithfu' managing directors, 
Wha for our caſh, the faul of trade, 
Bonny propines of paper made; 160 
On footing clean, drawn unco fair, 
Had they not vaniſht into air, 
When South Sea tyde was at a hight, 

My tancy took a daring flight; 
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117 A perſon, &c.] Meaning myſelf with regard to my printing 
xs, to this volume by ſubſcription, 


164 My fancy, &c.] Wealth ot the Wooly, wrote in the month 
ef June laſt, 


POE M S. 


Thalia, lovely muſe, inſpir'd 

My breaſt, and me with fore · ſight fir d; 
Rapt into future months, I ſaw 

The rich aerial Babel fa'; 

'Yond ſeas I ſaw the upſtarts drifting, 
Leaving their coaches for the liſting: 
Thele houſes ft for wighis gane wad, 

I faw cramm'd ſou as they cou'd had; 
While little ſauls funk with deſpair, 
Implor'd cauld death to end their care, 
But now a ſweeter ſcene | view, 

Time has, and time ſhall prove I'm true; 
For fair Aſtrea moves frae heav'n, 

And ſhortly ſhall make a' odds ev'n : 
The honeſt man ſhall be regarded, 
And villains as they ought rewarded, 
Ihe ſetting moon and roſie dawn 
Beſpeak a ſhining day at hand; 

A glorious ſun ſhall ſoon ariſe, 

Jo brighten up Britannia's ſkies : 

Our king and ſenate ſhall engage 

To drive the vultures off the ſtage; 
Trade then ſhall flouriſh, and ilk art 

A lively vigour ſhall impart 

To credit languiſhing and famiſht, + 
And Lombard-itreet ſhall be repleniſht, 
Got ſafe aſhore after this blaſt, 

Britons ſhall ſmile at follies paſt, 


God grant your Lordſhip joy and health, 


Lang days and rowth of real wealth 
Safe to the land of cakes heav'n ſend ye, 
And frae croſs accidents detend ye, 


EpinBURGH, March 25th, 1721. 
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Spoke by one of the young G entlemen, av4ho, for their Im- 
provement and Diverſion, acfed the ORPnan, and 
CHEATS OF SCAPIN, 7he laft Night of the Year 1719. 


RAW lads, and bonny laſſes, weltome here 
But wha's to entertain ye—never ſpeer— 

Quietneſs is beſt— Tho? we be leal and true, 
Good ſenſe and wit's mair than we dare avow— 
Some body ſays to ſome fowk, we're to blame; 
That 'tis a ſcandal and black burning ſhame 
To thole young callands thus to grow ſae ſnack, 
And lear—O mighty erimes to ſpeak and act. 
Stage. plays, quoth Dunce, are unco' things indeed! 
He ſaid, he gloom'd—and ſhook his thick boſs head. 
They're Papery, Papery !—cry'd his nibour neiſt, 
Contriv'd at Rome by ſome malignant prieſt, 
To witch away fowks minds frae doing well, 
As ſaith Rab Ker, M*Millan, and M*Netl. 

But let them tauk—l1n ſpite of ilk cadaver 
We'll cheriſh wit, and ſcorn their fead or favour; 
We'll ſtrive to bring in active eloquence, 
Tho' for a while upon our fame's expence, 
I'm wrang—Our fame will mount with mettled carles, 
And for the reſt, we'll be aboon their ſnarls— 20 
Knock down the fools, wha dare with empty rage 
Spit in the face of virtue and the ſtage, 
'Cauſe heretics in pulpits thump and rair, 
Muſt naithing orthodox b'expeRed there? 
Becauſe a rump cut off a royal head, 
Muſt not anither parli'ment ſucceed ? 
Thus tho* the Drama's aft debauch'd and rude, 
Maſt we, for ſome are bad, refule the good? 
Anſwer me that—if there be ony log, 
That's come to keek upon us here inceg, 
Anes, twice, thrice—But now I think on't, ſtay, 
I've ſomething elſe to do, and muſt away 
This prologue was deſign'd for uſe and ſport 
The chiel that made it, let him anſwer for't, 


16 Rab Ker.] One who put the canting phraſcs of M*Millan and 
d'Neil (two non conforming hill preachers) into wretched rhyme, 
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Cvrip thrown into the South - Sea. 


YaTILLA, as like Venus? ſell, 
As e'er an egg was like anither, 
Anes Cupid met upon the Mall, 
And took her for his bonny mither, 


He wing'd his way up to her breaſt; 
She {tarted, he cry'd, mam, tis me; 
The beauty, in o'er raſh a jeſt, 
Flang the arch gytling in South-Sea. 


Frae thence he raiſe wi' gilded wings, 

His bow and afts to gowd were chang'd ; 
Deel's i' the ſea, quoth he, it dings; 

Syne back to Mall and park he rang'd, 


Breathing miſchief, the god look'd gurly, 
With transfers a' his darts were feather'd 
He made a horrid hurly burly, 
Where beaus and belles were thickeſt gather'd, 


He tentily Myrtilla-ſought, 

And in the thrang Change- Alley got her; 
He drew his bow, and quick as thought 
Wich a braw new ſubſcription ſhot her, 
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The SaTYR's Comic Project for recovering a young 
Bankrupt Stock-jobber, 


A 60.5 G. 


N the ſhore of a low ebbing ſea, 
A ſiphing young jobber was ſeen, 
Staring wiſhfully at an old tree 
Which grew on the neighbouring green, 4 


From tl e beginning to the acth line, ſing to the tune of Colin“ 
Complaint, | 
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There's a tree that can finiſh the ſtrife 
And diſorder that wars in ny breaſt, 


What need one be pain'd with his life, 
When a halter can purchaſe him reſt ? 8 


Sometimes he would ſtamp and look wild, 
Then Foar out a terrible curſe 
On bubbles that had him beguil'd, 
And left ne'er a doit in his purſe, 12 
A Satyr that wander'd along, N 
With a laugh to his raving reply'd; 
The ſavage maliciouſly ſung, 
And jok'd while the ſtock- jobber ery'd. 16 


To mountains and rocks he complain'd, 
His cravat was bath'd with his tears; 
The Satyr drew near like a friend, 
And bid him abandon has fears, 29 
Said he, have ye been at the ſea, 
And met with a contrary wind, 
That you rail at fair fortune ſo free? 
Don't blame the poor goddeſs, ſhe's blind, 24 


Come hold up thy head, fooliſh wight, 
I'll teach thee the loſs to retrieve ; 
Obſerve me this project aright, 
And think not of hanging, but live. 28 
Hecatiſſa conceited and old, 
Affects in her airs to ſeem young, 
Her jointure yields plenty of gold, 
And plenty of nonſenſe her tongue. 32 


Lay ſiege to her for a ſkort ſpace, 
Ne'er mind that ſhe's wrinkled or grey; 
Extol her for beauty and grace, 
And doubt not of gaining the day, 36 
In wedlock ye fairly may join, 
And when of her wealth you are ſure, 
Make free with the old woman's coin, 
And purchaſe a ſprightly young w——, - £5 


From the 21ſt line, where the Satyr begius to { to the tune 
of, The Kirk wad let me be. ith —_ 
N 2 
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To the Music Crus. 


E * on old Shinar's plain the fortreſs roſe, 


Rear'd by thoſe giants who durſt heav'n oppoſe; 


An univerſal language mankind us'd, 


Till daring crimes brought accents more confus'd ; 


Diſcord and jar for puniſhment were hurl'd 
On hearts and tongues of the rebellious world. 


The primar ſpeech with notes harmonious clear, 


Tranſpoſing thought, gave pleaſure to the ear: 

Then muſic in its full perfection ſhin'd, 

When man to man melodious ſpoke his mind. 
As when a richly fraughted fleet is Joſt 

In rolling deeps, far from the ebbing coaſt, 

Down many fathoms of the liquid mals, 

The artiſt dives in ark of oak, or braſs, 

Snatches ſome ingots of Peruvian ore, 

And with his prize rejoicing makes the ſhore, 

Oft this attempt is made, and much they find; 

They ſwell in wealth tho? much is left behind. 
Amphion's ſons, with minds elate and bright, 

Thus plunge th? unbounded ocean of delight, 

And daily gain new ſtores of pleaſing ſounds 

To glad the earth, fixing to ſpleen its bounds ; 

While vocal tubes and conſort ſtrings engage 

To ſpeak the dialect of the golden age. 

Then you whoſe ſymphony of ſouls prochatm 

Your kin to heav'n add to your country's fame, 

And ſhew that mulic may have as good fate 

In Albion's glens, as Umbria's green retreat: 

And with Correlli's ſoft Italian ſong 


Mix C:wden Knows, and Winter niohts are long: 


Nor ſhould the martial pibrough be deſpis'd ; 


Own'd and refin'd by you, theſe ſhall the more be priz'd, 


Fach raviſh'd ear extols your heavenly art, 
Which ſooths our care, and elevates the heart, 
Whilſt hoarſer ſounds the martial ardors move, 
And liquid notes invite to ſhades and Jove, 

Hail, ſafe reſtorer of diſtemper'd minds, 
That with delight the raging paſſion biods: 
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Extatic concord only baniſh'd hell, 

Moſt perfect where the perfect beings dwell, 
Long may our youth attend thy charming rites, 
Long may they reliſh thy tranſporting ſweets, 


x 
ö 
S r r SS rere e | 


Wins and Music, an Ode, 


SYMON, | = 
Colin, how dull is't to be, | 1 
When a ſoul is ſinking wi' pain, 1 
To one who is pained like me: | | 
My life's grown a load, | 
And my faculties nod, 
While I ſigh for cold Jeanie in vain: 
By beauty and ſcorn I am ſlain, 
The wound it is mortal and deep, 
My pulſes beat low in each vein, 
And threaten eternal ſleep. 


COLIN, 
Come, here are the beſt cures for thy wounds, 
O boy, the cordial bowl! 
With ſoft harmonious ſounds ; 
Wounds ! theſe can cure all wounds, 
With ſoft harmonious ſounds, 
And pull of the cordial bowl, 
0 Symon, fink thy care, and tune u thy drooping ſoul: 
Above, the gods beinly bouze, 
When round they meet in a ring; 
They caſt away care, and carouſe 
Their Nectar, while they ſing: 
Then drink and chearfully ſing, 
Theſe make the blood circle fine; 
Strike up the muſic, 
The ſafeſt phyſic, = Z 
Compounded with ſparkling wine, - 


N 3 
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On the GRN KAT EcLiyst of the Sun, the 22d of April, 
nine o'Clock of the Morning, wrote a Month before it 


happened, March 1715. 
3 hg do I preſs among the learned throng, 
Io tell a great Eclipſe in little ſong, 
At me nor ſcheme nor demonſtration aſk, 
That is our Gregory's, or fam'd Halley's taſk ; 
Tis they who are converſant with each (tar, 5 
We know how planets planets rays debar: 
This to pretend, my muſe is not ſo bold, 
She only echoes what ſhe has been told. 
Our rolling globe will ſcarce have made the ſun 
Seem half way up Olympus to have run, 10 
When night's pale queen, in her oft changed way, 


Will intercept in direct line his ray, 
And make black night uſurp the throne of day, 
The curious will attend that hour with care, 
And wiſh no clouds may hover in the air, 15 
To dark the medium, and obſtruct from ſight 
The gradual motion and decay of light; 
Whilſt thoughtleſs fools will view the water pail, 
To ſee which of the planets will prevail, 
For then they think the ſun and moon make war; 20 
Thus nurſes tales ofttimes the judgment mar, 
When this ſtrange darkneſs overſhades the plains, 
*T will give an odd ſurpriſe t' unwarned ſwains; 
Plain honeſt hinds, who do not know the cauſe, 
Nor know of orbs, their motions or their laws, 25 
Will from the half-plough'd furrows homeward bend, 
In dire confuſion, judging that the end 
Of time approacheth; thus poſſeſt with fear, 
They'll think the general conflagration near, 
The traveller, benighted on the road, 30 
Will turn devout, and ſupplicate his God, 
Cocks with their careful mates and younger fry, 
As if*t were evening, to their rooſts will fly, 


4 Our Gregory's.] Mr Gregory Profeſſor of Mathematics in Edin · 
burgh. Fam'd Halley ] Fellow of the Royal Society, London, 
9 Rolling globe. ] According to the Copernican ſyſtem, 
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The horned cattle will forget to feed, 

And come home lowing from the graſſy mead, 35 

Each bird of day will to his neſt repair, 

And leave to bats and owls the duſky air. 

The lark and little robin's ſofter lay 

Will not be heard till the retura of day. 

Now this will be great part of Europe's caſe, 49 

While Phebe's as a maſk on Phoebus face. 

The unlearn'd clowns, who don't our acra know, 

From this dark Friday will their ages ſhow ; 

As | have often heard old country men 

Talk of dark Monday, and their ages then. 45 
Not long ſhall laſt this ſtrange uncommon gloom 

When light diſpels the ploughman's tear of doom; 

With merry heart he'll lift his raviſh'd fight 

Up to the heav'ns, and welcome back the light, 

How juti's the motions of theſe whirling ſpheres! 50 

Which ne'er can err while time is met by years, 

How vaſt is little man's capacious ſoul ! 

That know how orbs thro' wilds of aether roll, 

How great's the power of that omnific hand! 

Who gave them motion. by his wiſe command, 5 

That they ſhould not, while time had being, ſtand. 


© A r re 


The GENTLEMAN's QUALIFICATIONS, as debated by 
ſome of the Fellows of the EASY CLuB, April 1715. 


This we deſpiſe, and that we over-rate, 


ROM different ways of thinking comes debate, 
Juſt as the fancy takes, we love or hate, 5 


Eaſy Club.] A juvenile ſociety, of which I am a fellow, from 
the general antipathy we all ſeemed to have at the ill humour and 
contradictions which ariſe from trifles, eſpecially thoſe which con- 
ſtitute Whig and Tory, without having the grand reaſon for it; 
this engaged us to take a pleaſure in the found of an Eaſy Club. 

The Club, by one of our ſpecial laws, muſt not exceed twelve; 
and any pentleman at his admiflion was to take the name of ſome 
Scots author, or one eminent for ſomething extraordinary, for 
obſcuring his real name in the regiſter of our lucubrations, ſuch 
as are named in this debate, Tippermalloch, Buchanan, Hector 
Bocce, &c. 8 r | 
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Hence Whig and Tory live in endleſs jar, 

And moſt of families in civil war: 

Hence *mong(t the eaſieſt men beneath the ſkies, 

Ev'n in their eafy dome, debates ariſe: - 

As late they did with ſtrength of judgment ſcan 

Theſe qualities that form a gentleman, 

Firſt Tippermalloch pled with Spanith grace, 

That gentry only ſprung from antient race, 

Whoſe names in old records of time were fix'd, 

In whoſe rich veins ſome royal blood was mix'd, 

I being a poet ſprung from a Douglas“ loin, 

In this proud thought did with the doctor join 

With this addition, if they could ſpeak ſenſe, 

Ambitious I, ah! had no more pretence. 

Buchanan, with ſtiff argument and bold, 

Pled gentry took its birth from powerful gold, 

Him Hector Boece join'd, they argu'd ſtrong ; 

Said they, to wealth that title muſt belong ; 

If men are rich, they're gentle; and if not, 

You'll own their birth and ſenſe are ſoon forgot, 

Pray ſay, ſaid they, how much reſpectful grace 

Demands an old red-coat and mangled face ? 

Or one, if he could like an angel preach, 

If he to no rich benefice can reach ? 

Ev'n progeny of dukes are at a ſtand 

How to make out bare gentry without land, 

But (till the doctor would not quit the held, 

But that rich upſtarts ſhould to birth-right yield 

He grew more ſtiff, nor would the plea let go, 

Said he was right, and ſwore it ſhould be ſo, 
But happy we, who have ſuch wholſome laws, 

Which without pleading can decide a cauſe, 

To this good law recourſe we had at laſt, 


That throws off wrath, and makes our friendſhip faſt; 


In which the legiſlators laid the plot, 
To end all controverſy by a vote. 


Yet that we more good-humour might diſplay, 


We frankly turn'd the vote another way; 
As in each thing we common topics ſhun, 
So the great prize, nor birth nor riches won, 
'The vote was carried thus, that eaſy he 
Who ſhould three years a ſocial fellow be, 
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And to our Eaſy Club give no offence, 

After triennial trial, ſhould commence 

A gentieman, which gives as juſt a claim 

To that great title, as the blaſt of fame 

Can give to them who trade in human gore, 52 
Or thoſe who heap up hoards of coined ore; 

Since in our ſocial ſriendſhip nought's deſign'd, 

But what may raile and brighten up the mind; 

We aiming cloſe to walk by virtue's rules, 

To find true honour's ſelf, and leave her thade to fools, 


SO DO DD SD DS2SDSSSes -o-osos ww 


On W I T. 


Y eaſy friends, ſince ye think fit 

M This night to lucubrate on wit; 
And ſince ye judge that I compoſe 
My thoughts in rbyme better than proſe, 
I'll give my judgment in a ſang. 5 
And here it comes, be't right or wrang, 
But firſt of a' 1'l] tell a tale, 
That with my caſe runs parallel. 

There was a manting lad in Fife, 
Wha cou'd na for his very life 10 
Speak without ſtammering very lang, 
Yet never manted when he ſang, 
His father's kiln he anes ſaw burning, 
Which gart the lad run breathleſs mourning ; 
Hameward with cliver {trides he lap, 13 
To tell his daddy his miſhap. 
At diſtance e'er he reach'd the door, 
He ſtood and rais'd a hideous roar, 
His father, when he heard his voice, 
Stept out and ſaid, why a' this noiſe ? 20 
The calland gap'd and glowr'd about, 
But no ae word cou'd he lug out. 


3 Since ye judge, &o] Being but an indifferent ſort of an 
orator, my friends would mertily alledge that I was not fo happy 
in proſe as rhyme; it was carried in a vote, againſt which there is 
no oppoſition, and the night appointed for ſome leſſons on wit, I 
waz ordered to give my thoughts in verlc. 
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His dad cry'd, kenning his defect, 
Sing, ſing, or I ſhall break your neck, 
Then ſoon he gratify'd his fire, 25 
And ſang aloud. Your kiln's a-fire. 

Now ye'll allow there's wit in that, 
To tell a tale ſae very pat. 
Bright wit appears in mony a ſhape, 
Which ſome invent, and others ape. 30 
Some ſhaw their wit in wearing claiths, 
And ſome in coining of new aiths 
There's crambo wit in making rhyme, 
And dancing wit in beating time: a 
There's mettl'd wit in ſtory telling, 35 
In writing grammar, and right ſpelling; 
Wit ſhines in knowledge of politics, 
And wow! what wit's amang the critics. 

So far, my mates, excuſe me while I play 
In {trains ironic with that heavenly ray, 40 
Rays which the human intellects refine, | 
And makes the man with brilliant luſtre ſhine, 
Marking him ſprung from origin divine, 
Yet may a well-rigg'd ſhip be full of flaws, 
So may looſe wits regard no ſacred laws: 45 
That ſhip the waves will ſoon to pieces ſhake, 
So 'midſt his vices ſinks the witty rake. 
Bat when on fir{t rate virtues wit attends, 
It both itſelf and virtue recommends, 
And challenges reſpect where'er its blaze extends. 
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On FRIENDSHIP, 


HE earth-born clod who hugs his idol pelf, 
His only friends are Mammon and himſelf; 
"The drunken ſots, who want the art to think, 
Still ceaſe from friendſhip when they ceaſe from drink, 
The empty fop, who ſcarce for man will paſs, 3 
Ne'er ſees a friend but when he views his glaſs. 
Friendſhip ſirſt ſprings from ſympathy of mind, 
Which to complete the virtues all combine, 
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And only found *mongſt men who can eſpy, 

The merits of his friend without envy, 10 
Thus all pretending friendſhip's but a dream, 

Whoſe baſe is not reciprocal eſteem. 


Kiruna: A Paſtoral. lamenting the Death of the Right 
Hon, MARY Counteſs of Wigtoun, 


R1iNGAN, 
E R ilka thing a gen'ral ſadneſs hings ! 
The burds wi' melancholy droop their wings; 

My ſheep and kye negle& to moup their food, 
And ſeem to think as in a dumpiſh mood, 
Hark how the winds ſouch mournfu' throu' the broom, 
The very lift puts on a heavy gloom: 6 
My neighbour Colin too, he bears a part, 
His face ſpeaks out the fairneſs of his heart ; 
Tell, tell me, Colin, for my bodding thought, 


A bang of fears into my breaſt has brought, 10 


COLIN, 
Where haſt thou been, thou ſimpleton, wha ſpeers 
The cauſe of a* our ſorrow and our tears ? 
Wha unconcern'd can hear the common ſkaith 
The warld receives by lovely Keitha's death ? 
The bonnieſt ſample of what's good and kind ; 15 
Fair was her make, and heav'nly was her mind. 
But now this ſweeteſt flower of a' our plain 
Leaves us to ſigh, tho” a' our ſighs are vain; 
For never mair ſhe'Il grace the heartſome green, 
Ay heartſome, when ſhe deign'd there to be ſeen, 20 
Speak, flow'ry meadows, where ſhe us'd to wauk; 
Speak, flocks and burds, wha've heard her ſing or tauk ; 
Did ever you ſae meikle beauty bear? 
Or ye ſo mony heav'nly accents hear? 
Ye painted haughs; ye minſtrels of the air, 25 
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair. 
RINGAN, 
Ye weſtlin winds that gently us'd to play 
On her white breaſt, and ſteal ſome ſweets away, 
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Whilſt her delicious breath perfum'd your breeze, 
Which gratefn' Flora took to feed her bees; 20 
Bear on your wings, round earth, her ſpotleſs fame, 
Worthy that noble race from whence ſhe came: 
Reſounding braes, where'er ſhe us'd to lean, 
And view the cryſtal burn glide o'er the green, 
Return your echoes to our mournfu' ſang, 35 
And let the ſtreams in murmurs bear't alang. 
Ye unkend powers, wha water haunt or air, 
Lament, for lovely Kertha is nae mair. 
COLIN, 

Ah ! wha? cou'd tell the beauties of her face? 
Her mouth, that never op'd but wi” a grace? 40 
Her een, which did with heav'nly ſparkles low ? 
Her modeſt cheek, fluſh'd with a roſie glow ! 


Her fair brent brow, ſmoorh as th' unrunkled deep, 


When a' the winds are in their caves afleep ? 
Her preſence, like a ſimmer's morning ray, 45 
Lighten'd our hearts, and gart ilk place look gay. 
Now twin'd of life, theſe charms look cauld and blae, 
And what before gave joy, now makes us wze, 
Her goodneſs ſhin'd in ilka pious deed, —— 
A ſubject, Ringan, for a lofty reed! 50 
A ſhepherd's ſang maun fic high thoughts decline, 
Leſt ruſtic notes ſhould darken what's divine. 
Youth, beauty, graces, a' that's good and fair 
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair. 
RINGAN, | 
How tenderly fhe ſmooth'd our maſter's mind, 55 


When round his manly waiſt her arms ſhe twin'd, 


And look'd a thouſand ſaft things to his heart, 

While native ſweetneſs ſought nae help frae art! 

To him her merit ſtill appear'd mair bright, 

As yielding ſhe own'd his ſuperior right. (0 
Baith ſaft and ſound he ſlept within her arms, 

Gay were his dreams, the influence of her charms, 
Soon as the morning dawn'd he'd draw the ſcreen, 
And watch the op'ning of her fairer een; 

Whence ſweeteſt rays guſht out in fic a thrang, 65 
Beyond expreſſion in my rural ſang. 


32 Worthy that noble race.] She was daughter to t'e late Earl 
Marſhal, the third of that honourable rank of nobility. 
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COLIN, 
O Clementina ! ſprouting fair remains 


Of her, wha was the glory of our plains, 70 


Dear innocence, with infant-darkneſs bleſt, 
Which hides the happineſs that thou haſt miſt, 
May a' thy mither's ſweets thy portion be, 
And a' thy mither's graces ſhine in thee, 
RINGAN. 
She loot us ne'er gae hungry to the hill, 75 
And a' ſhe gae, ſhe geed it wi' good will; 
Fow mony, mony a ane will mind that day 
On which frae us ſhe's tane ſae ſoon away; 
Baith hynds and herds wha's cheeks beſpake nae ſcant, 
And throu' the howms could whiſtle, ſing and rant, 80 
Will miſs her fair, till happily they find 
Anither in her place ſae good and kind, 
The laſſes wha did at her graces mint, 
Ha'e by her death their bonnieſt pattern tint, 
O ilka ane who did her bounty ſkair, 85 
Lament, for gen'rous Keitha is nae mair. 
COLIN, 
O Ringan, Ringan ! things gang ſae unev'n, 
I canna well take up the will of Heav'n. 
Our croſſes teughly laſt us mony a year, 
But unco ſoon our bleſſings diſappear. 90 
RINGAN, 
I'll tell thee, Colin, my laſt Sunday's note, 
I tented we?l maſs Thomas ilka jot. 
The powers aboon are cautious as they're juſt, 
And dinna like to gre o'er meikle truſt 
To this unconſtant earth, with what's divine, 95 
Leſt in laigh damps they ſhould their luſtre wine, 
dae let's leave aff our murmuring and tears, 
And never value life by length of years: 
But as we can in goodneſs it employ, 
Syne wha dies firſt, fir{t gains eternal joy. 100 
Come, Colin, dight your cheeks and baniſh care, 
Our lady's happy, tho' with us nae mair, 
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To the Right Hon. the Town Council of EpixzuRGn, 
| the Addreſs of ALLAN RAMSAY, 


3 UR poet humbly means and ſhaws, 
That contrair to juſt rights and laws 


I've ſuffer'd muckle wrang 
By Lucky Reid, and ballad ſingers, 


Wha thumb'd with their coarſe dirty fingers 


Sweet Edie's funeral ſang, 


They ſpoil'd my ſenſe, and ſtaw my caſh, 


My muſe's pride murgully'd, 
And printing it like their vile traſh, 
The honeſt lieges whilly'd. 
Thus undone, to London 
It gade to my diſgrace, 
Sae pimpin and hmpin 
In rags wi” bluther'd face. 


Yet gleg eyed friends throw the diſguiſe 
Receiv'd it as a dainty prize, 
For a' it was ſae hav'ren, 
Gart Lintot take it to his preſs, 
And clead it in a braw new dreſs, 
Syne took 1t to the tavern, 
But tho? it was made clean and braw, 
Sae fair it had been knoited, 
It blather'd buff before them a', 
And aftentimes turn'd doited, 
It griev*d me, and reav'd me 
Of kindly ſleep and reſt, 
By carlings and gorlings 
To be ſae ſair oppreſt. 


4 Lucky Reid.] A printer's relict, who with the hawkers re- 


Wherefore t 
But wiſely h 
My caf 
And, as you 
Your word o 
To guic 
Then clean a 
The pa 
z Nor ſhall 2 


0 You 
© DDD =< 


laſcription on 
Cun 


FTER t 


The da 
Me Milncraig 1 


When thrice ag 
Now for diverſi 
To run three he 


— = 


20 


25 
Punch-bow 

Train'd Bands 
CH, CRocka: 


Inſcription a 
a, 


printed my paſtoral on Mr Addiſon, without my knowledge, on HARGE n 

ugly paper, full of errors. Let ſowr an 
xt To London.] One of their uncorrect copies was re · printed 

at London by Bernard Lintot, in Folio firſt, before he printed it 1 32 As your ain.) / 

ſecond time from a correct copy of my own, with the honourable 22 Your word «>. 


Mr Burchet's Engliſh verſion of it. 


23 Blather'd buff.] Spoke nonſenſe, from words being wanting, 
and many wrong ſpell'd and chang'd, ſuch as gras for gars, praile 


for phraſe, KC, 


* tavour, and gran 
Which [ gratefully ac 
5% Shall ſing. j T 


Gly oblige themſelve 


1 
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Wherefore to you, ne'er kend to guide ill, 
But wiſely had the good town's bridle, 39 
My caſe I plainly tell, 
And, as your ain, plead I may have 
Your word of weight, when now I crave 
To guide my gear myſell. 
Then clean and fair the type ſhall be, 35 
The paper like the ſnaw, 
Nor ſhall our town think ſhame wi' me, 
When we gang far awa. 
What's wanted, if granted 
Beneath your honour'd wing, 49 
Baith hantily and cantily 
0 Your ſupplicant ſhall ſing. 


OS DD DS oa oeDdso oe 2s 


laſcription on the Gold Tea-pot gain'd by Sir Jauss 
CUNNINGHAM of Milncraig, Bart. 


F TER the gaining Edinburgh's prize 
The day before with running thrice, 
Me Milncraig's rock molt fairly won, 
When thrice again the courſe he run: 
20 Now for diverſion *tis my ſhare 
To run three heats, and pleaſe the fair. 
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25 Wl /n{cription engraven on the Piece of Plate, which was a 
Punch-bowl and Ladle, given by the Captains of the 
Train'd Bands of Edinburgh, and gain'd by Captain 
CH, CROCKAT's Swallow, 


4. 2 E me with Nantz and limpid ſpring, 

e on . 

: Let ſowr and ſweet be mixt, 

rinted 

d it 32 As your ain.] A free citizen, 

urable 33 Your word of weight.] To interpoſe their juſt authority in 
my favour, and grant me an act to ward off theſe little pirates, 

ting. ich I gratefully acknowledge the reccipt of. 

praiſe 52 Shall fing.] Their being abundance of their petitioners whe 


Gly oblige themſelves to pray. 
O 2 


4 
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Bend round a health ſyne to the King, 
To Edinburgh's captains next, 

Wha form'd me in ſae blyth a ſhape, 
And gave me laſting honours, 

Take up my ladle fill and lape, 
And ſay, fairfa* the donors, 


SOS eo pes ocss > 
6 -- 
To the WHin Busn CLus, the Bill of Allan Ramſay. 


F Crawfurd- Moor, born in Leadhill, 
Where min'ral ſprings Glengoner ſill, 
Which joins ſweet flowing Clyde, 
Between auld Crawfurd - Lindſay's towers, 
And where Deneetne rapid pours $ 
His ſtream thro” Glotta's tide ; 
Native of Clydeſdale's upper ward, 
Bred fifteen ſummers there, 
Tho”, to my loſs, l'm no a laird 
By birth, my title's fair 19 
To bend wi' ye, and fpend wi' ye 
An evening, and gaffaw, 
If merit and ſpirit 
Be found without a flaw, 
Since douſly ye do nought at random, 13 
Then take my bill to Aviſandum; 
And if there's nae objection, 
I'll deem't my honour, and be glad, 
To come beneath your Whin buſh ſhade, 
And claim to its protection. 20 


Whin- Buſh.] This club conſiſts of Clydeſdaleſhire gentlemen, 
who frequently meet at a diverting hour, and keep up a good ut 
derſtanding amongit themſclves over a friendly bottle. And from 
a charitable principle, eaſily collect into their treaſurer's box a ſmall 
fund, which has many a time relieved the diſtteſſes of indigent pet- 
ſons of that ſhire. | 

x Leadhill.] In the pariſh of Crawfurd Moor, famous for the 
lead and gold mines belonging to the Earl of Hoptoun. ; 

2 Glengoner.] The name of a ſmall river, which takes its riſe 
from the Leadhills, and enters Clyde between the caſtle of Crax, 


fard and the mouth of Dencetne, another of the branches of 


Cly de, 


If frae the c: 
That's bo 
Etling wi' ſp 
And giver 
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On 

Sh; 
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An Epiltle 10 


S errant 
Beſtrid 
Then ſtands 
To ride in thi 
At laſt ſpurs « 
A how, a wh 
Or like ext 
Waſting his h 
Lanthorns of 
With formleſ. 
While Jacob 
And ſaves his 
Gowling alouc 
Yerking theſe 
Thus I (no 
With fimiles, 
Deſign Laconi 
With heap of 
Bang'd up my 
To ſowf ye o 
Without rule, 
Or ſerious ſtud 
Three times I 
Then bate my 
Still heavy, at 
I prim'd with 2 
11 Jacob Behn 


h-ible enthuſiaſtic 
26 Inſpiring de 
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if frae the caverns of a head 
That's boſs a ſtorm ſhould blaw, 
Etling wi' ſpite to rive my reed, 
And give my muſe a fa?, 1 
When poring and ſoaring 25 33 
O' er Heliconian heights, | 
She traces theſe places 
Where Cynthius delights, 
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An Epiſtle to Mr James AR&BUCKLE of Belfalt, A. M. 


EDinBURGH, January 1719. | 
S errant knight with ſword and piſtol, | = 
Beſtrides his ſteed with mighty fiſtle; 1 
Then ſtands ſome time in jumbled ſwither, 5 
5 To ride in this road, or that ither ; , 
At laſt ſpurs on, and diſna care for 5 | 
A how, a what way, or a wherefore, 
Or like extemporary Quaker, 
Waſting his lungs, t'enlighten weaker 
Lanthorns of clay, where light is wanting, 
With formleſs phraſe, and formal canting 10 
While Jacob Behman's ſalt does ſeaſon, 
And ſaves his thought frae corrupt reaſon, 
Gowling aloud with motions queereſt, 
15 Yerking theſe words out which lye neareſt, 
Thus I (no longer to illuſtrate 15 
With ſimiles, leſt 1 ſhould fruſtrate 
Deſign Laconic of a letter, 
With heap of language, and no matter,) 
20 Bang'd up my blyth auld-faſhion'd whiltle, 
To ſowf ye o'er a ſhort epiltle, 20 


10 


732 Without rule, compaſſes, or charcoal, 
on Or ſerious ſtudy in a dark hole. a 
ſmall Three times I ga'e the mule a ug 
t per. Then bate my nails, and claw'd my logs 
Still heavy, at the laſt my noſe + 25 
or the I prim'd with an infpiring doſe, | 
ts ri 11 Jacob Bebmen.] A Quaker, who wrote volumes of unjatel- 
Craw* li ible enthuſiaſtic bombaſt. 
ies of 26 Juſpiring doſe.] Vide Mr Arbuckle*s poem on ſnuff, 


i if 
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Then did ideas dance, (dear ſafe us !) 


As they'd been daft——Here ends the preface, 


Good Mir James Arbuckle, Sir, 
(That's merchant's ſtyle as clean as fir) 
Ye're welcome back to Caledonie, 

Lang life and thriving hight upon ye, 
Harveſt, winter, ſpring and ſummer, 
And ay keep up your heartſome humor, 
That ye may thro' your lucky taſk go, 
Of bruſhing up our ſiſter Glaſgow ; 
Where lads are dext'rous at improving, 
And docile laſſes fair and loving: 

But never tent theſe fellows githing, 
Wha wear their faces ay in mourning, 
And frae pure dulneſs are malicious, 
Terming ilk turn that's witty, vicious. 

Now, Jamie, in neiſt place, Secu ndo, 
To give you what's your due in mundo; 
That is to ſay in hame o'er phraſes, 

To tell ye, men of mettle, praiſes 


Ilk verſe of your's, when they can light on't, 
And trouth I think they're in the right on't; 


For there's ay ſomething ſae auldfarran, 
Sae lid, ſae unconſtrain'd and darin, 

In ilka ſample we have ſeen yet, 

That little better here has been yet, 

Sae much for that. My friend Arbuckle, 
1 ne'er afore roos'd ane ſae muckle. 
Fauſe flatt'ry nane but fools will tickle, 
That gars me hate it like auld Nicol: 
But when ane's of his merit conſcious, 


He's in the wrang, when prais d, that glunſhes, 


Thirdly, Not tether'd to connection, 
But rattling by inſpir'd direction, 


When ever fame, with voice like thunder, 


Sets up a chield a warld's wonder, 
Either for ſlaſhing fowk to dead, 
Or having wind mills in his head, 
Or poet, or an airy beau, 

Or ony twa leg'd rary ſhow, 


35 


40 


£0 


J5 


65 


31 Welcome back.] Having been in his native, Ireland, yibting 


is friends. | 


They wha h 
To ſpeer wh 
Imprimits, 
Am five foot 
A black- a vi 
Nor lean. no! 
With phiz of 
Reſembling a 
Auld gabbet 
To be a dum 
Then tor t 
'Tis mair to 
I rather choo 
Than ſhow di. 
Well judging 
Is not the tru 
I hate a dr 
Yet I'm nae f. 
Great tables r 
When crowde 
A healthfu' (tc 
Preters a back 
I never cou 
Of a fair fame 
Proud to be th 
And let a judg 
court occaſior 
Second of T 
Ye's get a ſhor 
To follow met 
Ye ken takes p 
Well then, I'm 
Nor credit give 
Tranſub, Loret 
As prayers to 1 
Nor Aſgilite, nc 
Nor Mountainei 


7s Auld gabbet 
deſcription of his ſh 
dumb man for te 
103 Nor Aſpgilit 
vanced (whether in 
opinions, particular] 


35 


40 


öting 


They wha have never ſeen't are biſſy 
To ſpeer what like a carlie is he, 
Imprimis, then, for tallneſs I f 
Am five foot and four inches high; LAT. 
A black-a-vic'd ſnod dapper fallow, 
Nor lean. nor overlaid wi' tallow 
With phiz of a Morocco cut, 
Reſembling a late man of wir, 
Auld gabbet Spec, wha was ſae cunning 73 
To be a dummie ten years running. 
Then for the fabric of my mind, 
'Tis mair to mirth than grief inelin'd: 
rather chooſe to laugh at folly, 
Than ſhow diſlike by melancholy; 80 
Well judging a ſowr heavy face 
Is not the trueſt mark of grace, 
I hate a drunkard or a glutton, 
Yer I'm nae fae to wine and mutton: 
Great tables ne'er engag'd my withes, 85 
When crowded with o'er mony dithes; 
A healthfu* ſtomach ſharply ſet 
refers a back»ſey pipin het. 
I never cou'd imagin't vicious 


Of a fair fame to be ambitious : go 
Proud to be thought a comic poet, 

And let a judge of numbers know it, 

court occaſion thus to ſhow it. : 


Second of Thirdly —— pray take heed, 
Ye's get a ſhort ſwatch of my creed. 95 
To follow method negatively 
Ye ken takes place of poſitively: 
Well then, 'm nowther Whig nor Tory, 
Nor credit give to Purgatory : | 
Tranſub, Loretta houle, and mae tricks, 190 
As prayers to ſaints, Katties and Patricks; 
Nor Aſpgilite, nor Beſs Clarkſonian, 
Nor Mountaineer, ror Mugletonian ; 


75 Auld gabbet Spec.] The Spectator, who gives ns a ficlitious 
deſcription of his ſhort face and taciturnity, that he had been eſteemed 
dumb man for ten years. 

102 Nor Aſgilite ] Mr Aſgil, a late member of parliament, ad- 
vanced (whether in jeſt or earneſt I know not) ſome very whimſical 


opinions, particularly, that people need not dic if they pleaſed, but 
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Nor can believe, ant's nae great ferly, 

In Cotmoor fowk, and Andrew Harley. 105 
Neiſt Anti- Toland, Blunt and Wh——, 

Know politively I'm a Chriſtian, 

Believing truths and thinking free, 

Wiſhing thrawn parties wad agree, 
Say, wad ye ken my gate of fending, 110 

My income, management, and ſpending ? 

Born to nae lairdſhip, mair's the pity !. 

Yet deniſon of this fair city. 

I make what honeſt ſhift I can, 

And in my ain houſe am good-man, 115 

Which ſtands on Edinburgh's ſtreet the ſun · ſide: 

I theek the out, and line the inſide 

Of mony a douſe and witty paſh; 

And baith ways gather in the caſh; 

Thus heartily I graze and beau it, 120 

And keep a wife ay great wi' poet: 

Contented I have lic a ſkair, 

As does my buſineſs to a hair, 

And fain wa'd prove to ilka Scot | 

That poortith's no the poet's lot, 125 
Fourthly and Laſtly, baith togither, 

Pray let us ken when ye come hithers, 

There's mony a canty carle and me 

Wa'd be much comforted to ſee ye: 

But if your outward be refractory, 130 

Send us your inward manufactory, 

That when we're kedgy o'er our claret, 

We correſpond may with your ſpirit, 
Accept of my kind wiſhes, with 

The ſame to Dons Butler and Smith 135 


be trat ſlated alive to heaven like Enoch and Elijah, Clarkſoniap. ] 
Beſſy Clarkſon a Lancrkſhire woman. Vide the hiſtory of her lite 
and principles. | 

103 Monntaincer.] Our wild f.|ks, who always prefer a hill fide ta 
a church under any civil authority, Mugletonian. ] à kind of quakets, 
ſo called from one Mugleton. See Leſlie's ſnake in the graſs. 

105 Cotmoor fowk. ] A family or two who had a particular re- 
ligion of their own, valued themſelves on uſing vain repetitions in 
prayers of fix or ſeven hours long: were pleaſed with miriſters of uo 


Kind. Andrew Harlaw, a dull fellow of no education was head of che 
party, 
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ALKOU 

My chi 

For entertainr 
Accept this ſo 
Setting great 
He to Mecena 
But that my n 
I'll keep or dr 
How differ. 
There's hardl 
Some like to . 
Some on the Ii 
And gar the cc 
A' drappin do! 
The winner fy 
Might gain a n 
Neiſt view the 
Has mounted t 
Inclin'd by an 
He's pleas'd w 
Glowr'd at a v 
Till frae his k 
The Lothiar 
To be of good 
And fen upon 
Where his forl 
Nor is he fond 
And venture in 
Syne unto far a 
On tumbling v 
The mercha 
Swears he'll ne 
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Health, wit and joy, ſauls large and free, 
Be a' your fates—ſae God be wi ye. 


To the Right Hon, WIILIAM Earl of DaL4ous 18, 


Maecenas atavi elite regibus. Ho RAcE. 


ALKOUSIE of an auld deſcent, 
My chief, my ſtoup and oruament, 

For entertainment a wee while, 
Accept this ſonnet with a ſmile; 
Setting great Horace in my view, 
He to Mecenas, I to you: 
But that my muſe may ſing with eaſe, 
I'll keep or drap him as I pleaſe, 

How differently are fowk inclin'd, 
There's hardly twa of the ſame mind; 
Some like to ſtudy, fome ts play, 

Some on the links to win the day, 

And gar the courſer rin like wood, 

A' drappin down with ſweat and blood: 
The winner ſyne aſſumes a look 

Might gain a monarch of a duke, 

Neiſt view the man with pauky face 
Has mounted to a faſhious place, 
Inclin'd by an o'er ruling fate, 

He's pleas'd with his uneaſy {tate : 
Glowr'd at a while, he gangs fon braw, 
Till frae his kittle poſt he fa, 

The Lothian farmer he likes beſt 

To be of good faugh riggs poſſeſt, 

And fen upon a frugal ſtock, 

Where his forbears had us'd the yoke; 
Nor is he fond to leave his wark, 

And venture in a rotten bark, 

Syne unto far aft countries ſteer 

On tumbling waves to gather gear, 

The merchant wreck'd upon the main 
Swears he'll ne er venture on't again; 


9 
* 


* 
W I my ” 
Ton itn ISIS Gt Hp 


5. 4 PERF * = a * = 
Dae TIE 


: — k - F 
y hk ST © Ct. LY. — 
* = y_ — 
9 * = * - by 
a — = 2 * . « — 2 PI 
— RC 2 — 1 Wh. — — — a 
- 


164 POEM S. 
That he had rather live on cakes, 


And ſhyreſt ſwats, with landart maiks, 
As rin the riſk by ſtorms to have, 


When he is dead, a living grave. 
But ſeas turn ſmooth and he grows fain; 
And fairly takes his word again, 
Tho? he ſhou'd to the bottom ſink; 
Of poverty be downa think. 

Some like to laugh their time away, 
To dance while pipes or fiddles play, 
And have nae ſenſe of ony want 


As lang as they can drink and rant. 


The rat'ling drum and trumpet's tout 
Delight young ſwankies that are ſtout: 
What his kind frighted mother ugs, 

Is muſic to the ſoger's lugs. 

The hunter with his hounds and hawks 
Bangs up before his wife awakes 
Nor ſpeers gin ſhe has ought to ſay, 

But ſcours o'er highs and hows a' day. 
Throw moſs and moor, nor does he care 
Whether the day be foul or fair, 
If he his truſty hounds can cheer 
To hunt the tod or drive the deer. 
May I be happy in my lays, 
And won a laſting wreath of bays, 
Is a my wiſh; well-pleas'd to ſing 
Beneath a tree, or by a ſpring, 
While lads and laſſes on the mead 
Attend my Caledonian reed, 
And with the {weetelt notes rehearſe 
My thoughts, and rooſe me for my verſe, 
If you, my Lord, claſs me amang 


Thoſe who bave ſung baith ſaft and ſtrang, 


Of ſmiling love or doughty deed, 


To ſtarns ſublime 111 lift me head. 
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Cyprian 
() And Ht 
Ye ſtars wha : 
Auſpicious ay 
King Eol gran 
But boaſt the 
Dear ſhip be c 
At Athens lan 
Syne ſoon and 
Bring hame th 
Daring and 
With heart ho 
Wha ventur'd 
With hempen 
Wha in the w 
Thro' tempeſt: 
Not clinty crai 
That drives th 
And gars the 
Cou'd e'er a ſe 
The man wha 
Without a win 
Wha unconcer 
Amang the mc 
Jove vaialy 
Since mariners 
With laws of 1 
And impiouſly 
Audacious men 
When vicious 
Prometheus ve 
A lowan coal f 
Unſonſy thift, 
In bikes, whic 
Then death e 
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Hon Ack f VIRGIL, en his taking a Voyage to Athens, 
Sic te diva potens G pri. 


Cyprian goddeſs twinkle clear, 
And Helen's brithers ay appear; 

Ye ſtars wha ſhed a lucky light, 
Auſpicious ay keep in a ſight ; 
King Eol grant a tydie tirl, 
But boaſt the blaſt that rudely whirl ; 
Dear ſhip be canny with your care, 
At Athens land my Virgil fair, 
Syne ſoon and ſafe, baith lith and ſpaul, 
Bring hame the tae haff o' my ſaul. 

Daring and unco' ſtout he was, 
With heart hool'd in three ſloughs of braſs, 
Wha veutur'd firſt on the rough ſea, 
With hempen branks, and horſe of tree: 
Wha in the weak machine durſt ride 
Thro' tempeſts, and a rairing tide; 
Not clinty craigs, nor hurricane, 
That drives the Adriatic main, 
And gars the ocean gowl and quake, 
Cou'd e*er a ſoul ſae fturdy ſhake. 
The man wha cou'd fic rubs win o'er, 
Without a wink at death might glowr, 
Wha unconcern'd can take his ſleep 
Amang the monſters of the deep. 

Jove vainly twin'd the fea and eard, 
Since mariners are not afraid, 
With laws of nature to diſpenſe, 
And impiouſly treat providence. 
Audacious men at nought will ſtand, 
When vicious paſhons have command, 
Prometheus ventur'd up and itaw a 
A lowan coal frae heav'n's high ha'; 
Unſonſy thift, which fevers brought 
In bikes, which fowk like ſybows hought : | 
Then death erſt law began to ling, *; 
And faſt as baps to dart his ſting. 
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Neiſt Dedalus muſt contradict 

Nature forfooth, and feathers flick 
Upon his back, ſyne upward ſtreek, 
And in at Jove's high winnocks keek, 
While Hercules, wi's timber mell, 


Plays rap upo' the yates of hell. 


What is't man winna ettle at? 
E'en wi' the gods he'll bell the cat: 
Tho' Jove be very laith to kill, 
They winna let his bowt ly ſtill. 
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An ODE to Mr F q 


Folvitur geri bien. HoRact, 


OW gowans ſprout, and lavrocks ſing, 
And welcome weſt winds warm the ſpring, 
O'er hill and dale they ſaftly blaw, 
And drive the winter's cauld awa, 
The ſhips lang gyzen'd at the peer 
Now ſpread their fails, and ſmoothly ſteer, 
The nags and nowt hate wiſlen'd- {trae, 
And friſking to the fields they gae; 
Nor hinds wi” elſon and hemp lingle, 


Sit ſolling ſhoon out o'er the ingle. 
Now bonny haughs their verdure boaſt, 


That late were clade wi' ſnaw and froſt, 

With her gay train the Paphian Queen 

By moon light dances on the green; 

She leads, while nymphs and graces ſing, 

And trip around the fairy ring, 

Mean time poor Vulcan hard at thrift, 

Gets mony a ſair and heavy lift, 

Whilſt rinnen down, his haff-blind lads 

Blaw up the fire, and thump the gads, 
Now leave your fitted on the dew, 

And buſk ye'r ſell in habit new. 

Be gratefu' to the guiding powers, 

And blythly ſpend your eaſy hours, 
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o kanny F——! tutor time, 

And live as lang's y'er in your prime; 
That ill-bred death has nae regard 
To king or cottar, or a laird; 

As ſoon a caltle he'll attack, 

As waus of divots roof 'd wi' thack, 
Immediately we'll a' take flight 

Unto the mirk realms of night, 

As (tories gang, with ghaiſts to roam, 
In gloumie Pluto's gouſty dome; 

Bid fair good day to pleaſure ſyne 
Of bonny laſſes and red wine. 

Then deem ilk little care a crime, 
Dares waſte an hour of precious time; 
And ſince our life's ſae unco ſhort, 
Enjoy it a', ye've nae mair for't, 


S SS SS SSS SSS SSS eee Ses 


+ 
To the Ph , an OD E. 


"ides ut alta ſtet nive candidum 
Soracte. 


Ho RACE. 


OO K up to Pentland's tow'ring tops, 
1 Buried beneath great wreaths of ſnaw, 
O'er ilka cleugh, ilk ſcar and flap, 
As high as ony Roman wa'. 


Driving their baws frae whins or tee, 
There's no nae gowfer to be ſeen, 


| Nor douſſer fowk wyling a jee 


The byaſt bouls on Lamſon's green. 


Then fling on coals, and ripe the ribs, 
And beek the houſe baith but and ben, 

That mutchken ſtovp it hads but dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit hen, 


Cood claret beſt keeps out the cauld, 
And drives away the winter ſoon; 
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It makes a man baith gaſh and bauld, 
And heaves his ſaul beyond the moon. 


Leave to the gods your ilka care, 
If that they think us worth their while, 
They can a rowth of bleſſings ſpare, 
Which will our faſhious fears beguile. 


For what they have a mind to do, 

That will they do, ſhould we gang wood; 
If they command the forms to blaw, 

Then upo' ſight the hailſtains thud. 


But ſoon as ere they cry, be quiet, 

The blatt'ring winds dare nae mair move, 
But cour into their caves, and wait 

The high command of ſupreme Jove, 


Let neiſt day came as it thinks fit, 
The preſent minute's only ours; 
On pleaſure let's employ our wit, 
And laugh at fortune's feckleſs powers, 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the grip 
Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals pip 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time, 
Then lads and laſſes while its May, 

Gae pou the gowan 1n 1ts prime, | 
Before it wither and decay, 


Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 

When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 

On you if ſhe kepp ony ſkaith, 


Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook ; 

Syne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide her ſell in ſome dark nook : 
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Her laugh will lead you to the place 


„Where lies the happineſs you want, 


And'plainly tells you to your face, 
Nineteen nay ſays are haff a grant, 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs, 

Frae her fair finger whop a ring, 
As taiken of a future bliſs. 


Theſe benniſons, l'm very ſure, 

Are of the gods indulgent grant; 
Then ſurly carles, whiſht, forbear 

To plague us with your, whining cant. 


— oo oo mo ooooeoesCene 
To Mr WiLLIAM AIKMAN, 
TIS granted, Sir, pains may be ſpar'd 
Your merit to ſet forth, 


When there's ſae few wha- claim regard, 
That diſna ken your worth, 


Yet poets give immortal fame 
To mortals that excel, 

Which if neglected they're to blame; 
But you've done that your ſell, 


While frae originals of yours 
Fair copies ſhall be tane, 

And fix'd on braſs to buſ our bow'rs, 
Your mem'ry ſhall remain. 


To your ain deeds the maiſt deny'd, 
Or of a taſte o'er fine, 

May be ye're but o'er right, afraid 
To ſink in verſe like mine, 


The laſt can ne'er the reaſon prove, 
Elſe wherefore with good will 
P 2 
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Do ye my nat'ral lays approve, 
And help me up the hill ? 


By your aſhſtance unconſtrain'd, 

To courts I can repair, 
And by your art my way I've gain'd 
' To cloſets of the fair. 


Had I a muſe like lofty Pope, 
For tow'ring numbers fit, 

Then I the ingenious mind might hope 
In trueſt light to bit, 


But comic tale, and ſonnet flee, x 
Are cooſten for my ſhare, 

And if in theſe I bear the gree, 
I'll think it very fair. 


Spoken to three YounG LADIES, who world have me 
to determine which of them was the bonnieſt, 


E anes three beauties did ſurround, 
And ilka beauty gave a wound, 
Whilſt they with ſmiling eye, 
Said, Allan, which think ye maiſt fair? 
Gi'e judgment frankly, never ſpare. 
Hard is the taſk, ſaid I: 


But added, ſeeing them ſae free, 
Ladies ye maun ſay marr to me, 
And my demand right fair is; 
Firſt, like the gay celeſtial three, 
Shaw a' your charms, and then ha'e wi' ye, 
Faith I ſhall be your Paris. 
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To Sir WiLLiam Benner of Grubbet, Bart. 


HILE now in diſcord giddy changes reel, 
And ſome are rack'd about on fortune's wheel, 
You with undaunted ſtalk, and brow ſerene, 
May trace your groves, and preſs the dewy green; 
No guilty twangs your manly joys to wound, 
Or horrid dreams to make your fleep unſound, 
To ſuch as you, who can mean care deſpiſe, 
Nature's all beautiful 'twixt earth and ſlues, 
Not hurried with the thirſt of unjuſt gain, 
You can delight yourſelf on hill or plain, 
Obſerving when thoſe tender ſprouts appear, 
Which croud with fragrant ſweets the youthful year. 
Your lovely ſcenes of Marlefield abound | 
With as much choice as is in Britain found: 
Here faireſt plants from nature's boſom ſtart 
From ſoil prolific, ſerv'd with curious art: 
Here oft the heedful gazer is beguil'd, 
And wanders through an artificial wild, 
While native flow'ry green, and cryſtal ſtrands, 
Appear the labours of ingenious hands, 
Molt happy he who can theſe ſweets enjoy 
With taſte refin'd, which does not eaſy cloy. Bp 
Not ſo Plebeian ſouls, whom: ſporting fate | ' 
Thruſts into life upon a large eſtate, 
While ſpleen their weak imagination ſow'rs, 
They're at a loſs how to employ their hours: 
The ſweeteſt plants which faireſt gardens ſhow, 
Are loſt to them, for them unheeded grow, 
Such purblind eyes ne'er view the ſon'rous page, 
Where ſhines the raptures of poetic rage : S 
Nor through the microſcope can take delight, 8 
T' obſerve the tuſks and briſtles of a mite; | 
Nor by the lengthen'd tube learn to deſery 
Theſe ſhining worlds which roll around the ſly, 
Bid ſuch read hiſt'ry to improve their ſxill, . 
Polit: excuſe ! their memories are ill. 1 
Moll's maps may in their dining- rooms make ſhow, 
But their contents they're not oblig'd to know 
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1 
And gen'rous friendſhip's out of ſight too fine, 
They think it only means a glaſs of wine. 
But he whoſe chearful mind hath higher flowa, 
And adds learn'd thoughts of others to his own, 
Has ſeen the world, and read the volume man, 
And can the ſprings and ends of action ſcan ; 
Has fronted death in ſervice of his king, 
And drunken deep of the Caſtalian ſpring ? 
This man can hve, and happielt life's his due, { 


Can be a friend—a virtue known to few ; 
Yet all ſuch virtues ſtrongly ſhine in you, 


SO OOO ooo ESo.ccosespoo-o. 
AnErisTLE to aFriend atFlorence, in his away te Rome, 


OUR ſteady impulſe foreign climes to view, 
To (tudy nature, and what art can ſhew, 


I now approve, while my warm fancy walks 


O'er Italy, and with your genius talks; 

We trace with glowing breaſt, and piercing look, 
The curious gall'ry of th' illuſtrious Duke, 
Where all thoſe maſters of the arts divine, 
With pencils, pens, and chizels greatly ſhine, 
Immortalizing the Auguſtan age, 

On medals, canvas, ſtone, or written page. 
Profiles and buſts originals expreſs, 

And antique ſcrolls, old e'er we knew the preſs. 
For's love to ſcience, and each virtuous Scot, 
May days unnumber'd be great Coſmus' lot. 

The {ſweet Heſperian fields you'll next explore, 
Twixt Arno's banks and Tiber's fertile ſhore. 
Now, now I wiſh my orgaus could keep pace, 
With my fond muſe and you theſe plains to trace; 
We'd enter Rome with an uncommon talte, 

And feed our minds on every famous waſte ; 
Amphitheatres, columns, royal tombs, 

Triumphal arches, ruins of vaſt domes, 

Old aerial aqueducts, and ſtrong pav'd roads, 

Which ſeem to' ve been not wrought by men but gods, 

Theſe view'd, we'd then ſurvey with utmoſt care 
What modern Rome produces fine or rare, 
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Where buildings riſe with all the ſtrength of art, 
Proclaiming their great architect's deſert, 
Which citron ſhades ſurround and jeſſamin, 
And all the ſoul of Raphael ſhines within: 


Then we'd regale our ears with — notes, 


Which warble tuneful thro? the beardleſs throats, 

Join'd with the vib'rating harmonious ſtrings, 

And breathing tubes, while the ſoft eunuch ſings. 
Of all thole dainties take a hearty meal; 

But let your reſolution {till prevail : 

Return, before your pleaſure grow a toil, 

To longing friends and your own native ſoil; 

Preſerve your health, your virtue ſtill improve, 

Hence you'll invite protection from above. 


A K r r eee 


+ 
The beautiful Rost TREE incl. 


T 71TH awe and pleaſure we behold thy ſweets, 
W Thy lovely roſes have their pointed guards, 
Let though the gath'rer oppoſition meets, 

The fragrant purchaſe all his pain rewards. 


But hedg'd about and watch'd with wary eyes, 
O plant ſuperior, beautiful and fair, 

We view thee like yon ſtars which gem the ſkies, 
But equally to gain we mult deſpair, 


Ah! wert thou growing on ſome ſecret plain, 
And found by me, how raviſh'd would I meet 
All thy tranſporting charms to eaſe my pain, 
And fealt my raptur'd ſoul on all that's ſweet, 


Thus ſung poor Symon: Symon was in Jove, 
His too aſpiring paſſion made him ſmart; 
The roſe-tree was a miſtreſs far above 
The ſhepherd's hope, which broke his tender heart, 
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To R H—— B—, an ODE. 


Nullam, Vare, ſacra vite prius ſeveris arborem, 


Circa mite folum Tiburis, et moenia Calili. 


B——, con'd theſe fields of thine 
Bear as in Gaul the juicy vine, 
How ſweet the bonny grape wou'd ſhine 
On wau's where now, 
Your apricocks and peaches fine 
Their branches bow, 


Since human life is but a blink, 
Why ſhould we its ſhort joys ſink; 
He diſna live that canna link 

The glaſs about, 


When warm'd with wine, like men we think, 


And grow mair ſtout, 
The cauldrife carhes clog'd wi' care, 
Wha gathering gear gang hyt and gare, 
If ram'd we red, they rant and rair 
Like mirthfu' men, 
It ſoothly ſhaws them they can ſpare 
A rowth to ſpend, 


What ſoger, when with wine he's bung, 
Did e'er complain he had been dung, 
Or of his toil, or empty ſpung; 
Na, o'er his glaſs, 
Nought but braw deeds employ his tongue, 
Or ſome ſweet laſs, 


et trouth, *tis proper we ſhould ſtint 
Our ſells to a freſh mod'rate pint, 
Why ſhould we (the blyth bleſſing) mint 
To waiſt or ſpill, 
Since, aften, when our reaſon's tint 
We may do ill. 
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ts ſet theſe hair brain'd fowk in view, 
That when they're ſtupid, mad, and fow, 
Da brutal deeds, which aft they rue 
For a' their days, 
Which frequently prove very few: 
To ſuch as theſe, 


Then let us grip our bliſs mair ſicker, 
And tape our heal, and ſprightly liquor, 
Which ſober tane makes wit the quicker, 

And ſenſe mair keen, 
While graver heads that's muckle thicker 
Grane wi' the ſpleen, 


May ne'er fic wicked fumes ariſe 
In me ſhall break a' ſacred ties, 
And gar me like a fool deſpiſe 
With {liffneſs rude, 
Whatever my belt friends adviſe, 
Tho? ne'er ſo gude. 


Tis beſt then to evite the ſin 
Of bending till our ſauls gae blin, 
Leſt, like our glaſs, our breaſts grow thin, 
And let fowk peep, 
At ilka ſecret hid within 
That we ſhould keep, 
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CLynz's Welcome to bis PrINCE, 
e . Of u 

HAT chearful ſounds frum ev'ry ſide I hear 

How beauteous on their banks my nymphs appear, 
Got through theſe maſſy mountaios at my ſource, 
O'er rocks ſtupendous of my upper courſe, 
To theſe fair plains where I more ſmoothly move, 5 
Throw verdant vales to meet Evana's love. 


4 Rocks ſtupendous.] The river falls over ſeveral high precipices» 
ſach as Corra's Lin, Stane-B yre Lin, &c. 

6 Evana,] The ſmall river Evan which joins Clyde near Ha- 
milton, 
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Yonder ſhe comes beneath Dodona's ſhade, 
How blyth ſhe looks! how ſweet and gaylie clade; 
Her flow'ry bounds bear all the pride of May, 
While round her ſoft meanders ſhepherds play, 10 
Hail, lovely Naid! to my boſom large, 
Amidſt my ſtores commit thy cryſtal charge, 
And ſpeak thele joys all thy deportment ſhews, 
That to old ocean I may have good news : 
With ſolemn voice, thus ſpoke majeſtic Clyde: I5 
In ſofter notes lov'd Evan thus reply'd: 
Great Glotta, long have I had cauſe te mourn, 
While my forſaken ſtream guſh'd from my urn; 
Since my late Lo&D, his vation's juſt delight, 
Greatly lamented ſunk in endleſs night, 20 
His hopeful SEM, our chief deſire and boaſt, 
Expos'd to danger on ſome foreign coaſt, 
Lonely for years, I've murmur'd on my way, 
When dark 1 wept, and ſigh'd in ſhining day. 
The fire return'd, jult reaſons for thy pains, 25 
So long to wind through ſolitary plains: 
Thy lois was mine, I ſympathiz'd with thee, 
Since ene our griefs, then ſhare thy joys with me; 
Then hear me, liquid chiftain of the dale, 


Huſh all your cat'racts, till I tell my tale, 30 


Then riſe and roar, and kiſs your bord'ring flowers, 

And found our joys around yon lordly towers; 

Yon lordly towers, which happy now contain 

Our brave and youthful PRIx c return'd again, 
Welcome, in loudeſt raptures cry'd the flood, 35 

His welcome echo'd from each hill and wood; 

Enough Evana, long may they contain 

The noble youth ſafely return'd again, 

From the green mountain where I lift my head, 

With my twin brothers Annan and the Tweed, 40 

To thoſe high arches where, as Culdees ſing, 

The pious Mungo fiſh'd the trout and ring. 


29 Green mountain.) From the ſame hill the rivers Clyde, 
Tweed, and Annan have their riſe, yet run to three different ſeas, 
viz. the Northern ocean, the German ocean, and the Irith fea. 

41 High arches.] The bridge of Glaſgow, where, as 'tis reported, 
St Mungo, the patron of that city, drew- up a fiſh that brought him 
a ring which had been dropt; which miracle Glaſgow retains the 
memory of in their arms, 
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My faireſt nymphs ſhall on my margin play, 

And make ev'n all the year one holy day, 

The Sylvan powers and watches of each hight, 45 
Where fleecy flocks and elimbing goats delight, 

Shall from their groves and rocky mountains roam, 

To join with us, and fing his welcome home, 

With lofty notes we'll ſound his high deſcent, 

His dawning merits and heroic bent: 50 
Theſe early rays which ſtedfaſtly ſhall ſhine, 

And add new glories to his antient line ; 

A line ay loyal, and fir'd with generous zcal, 

The bravelt patrons of the common weal; 

From him who plung'd his ſword {fo mules ſing) 55 
Deep in his breaſt, who durſt deta:ne our king, 

We'll ling the fire, which in his boſom glows 

To warm his friends, and ſcorch his daring foes; 
Endow'd with all theſe ſweet, yet manly charms, 

As fit nim for the fields of love, or arms: 60 
Fixt in an high and independent (tate, 

Abo to act what's little, to be great. 

Guard him firſt Power, whoie hand directs the ſun, 
And tcach hun through dark caverns to run; 

Long may he on his own fair plains reſide, 65 
And ſlight my rival Thames, and love his Clyde, 


On the moſt Honourable the Marquiſs of BowmonT's 
cutting of his Hair, 


HALL Berenice's trefles mount the ſkies, 
Aud by the mule to ſhining fame ariſe; 


35 $5 muſes ſing.] Vide the ingenious br Patrick Gordon's ge- 
cout of this illuſtrious family, in his poem on the valiant a: chieves 
ments of our great king Robert, firnamed the; Bruce. Chap. IV. be- 
ginning at this ſtanza, the prophet ſpeaks to Hur monarch, 

* Now in thy time quoth he, there ſhall arrive 

* A worthy knight, that from his native land 

shall fly, becauſe be bravely ſhall deprive, 

* In glorious fight, a knight that ſhall withſtand 

* Thy praiſes due, while he doth thee deſctive; 

« Yea, even this knight, ſhall with viorious hand 

Come here, whoſc name his ſeed ſhall eteraize, 


And (till thy virtuous line ſhall ſympathize. 
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+ Belinda's lock invite the ſmootheſt lays 


Of him whole merit claims the Britiſh bays; 

And not, dear Bowmont, beautiful and young, 

The graceful ringlets of thy head be ſung ! 

How many tender hearts thine eyes hath pain'd ! 

How many ſighing nymphs thy locks have chain'd ! 
The God of Love beheld him with envy, 

And on Cyth'rea's lap began to cry, 

All drench'd in tears, O mother, help your ſon! 

© Elſe by a mortal rival I'm-undone; 

With happy charms h' incroaches on my ſway, 

His beauty diſconcerts the plots I lay, 

When I've made Cloe her humble ſlave admire, 

Straight he appears and kindles new defire ; 

She ſighs for him, and all my art beguiles, 

Whilſt he, like me, commands and careleſs miles, 

Ah me! theſe ſable circles of his hair, 

Which wave around his beauties red and fair, 

I cannot bear! Adonis would ſeem dim, 

With all his flaxen locks, if plac'd by bim.“ 

Venus reply'd, * No more, my deareſt boy, 

Shall thoſe inchanting curls thy peace deſtroy; 

For ever ſep'rate they ſhall ceaſe to grow, 

Or round his cheek, or on his ſhoulders flow: 

I'll uſe my flight, and make them quickly feel 

Their honour's loſt by the invading ſteel 

I'll turn myſelf in ſhape of mode and health, 

And gain upon his youthful mind. by ſtealth: 

Three times the ſun ſhall not have rouz'd the morn, 

E'er he conſent theſe from him ſhall be ſhorn, 

The promiſe ſhe perform'd ; but labour vain, 

And {till ſhall prove, while his bright eyes remain; 

And of revenge blind Cupid muſt deſpair, 

As long's the lovely ſex are grac'd with hair; 

They'll yield the conquering glories of their heads, 

To form around his beauty eaſy ſhades; 

And in return, Thalia ſpaes and ſings, 

His lop'd off locks ſhall ſparkle in their rings, 
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To ſome Vo LADIES, who bad been diſpleaſed at 
a Gentleman's too imprudently aſſerting, that to be 
condemned to perpetual ViKGIniTY was the greateſt 
Puniſhment could be inflicted on any of their SEX, 


HeTHER condemn'd to virgin ſtate 
By the ſuperior powers, 
Would to your ſex prove cruel fate, 
I'm ſure it would to ours, 


From you the numerous nations ſpring, 
Your breaſts our beings fave, 

Your beauties make the youthful ſing, 
And ſooth the old and grave. 


Alas! how ſoon would every wight 
Deſpiſe both wit and arms, 

To primitive old chaos night 
We'd fink without your charms, 


No more our breath would be our care, 
Were love from us exil'd, | 

Sent back to heaven with all the fair, 
This world would turn a wild. 


Regardleſs of theſe ſacred ties, 
Wife, huſband, father, fon, 

All government we would deſpiſe, 
And like wild rygers run. 


Then, Ladies, pardon the miſtake, 
And with the accus'd agree, 

I beg it for each lover's ſake, 
Low bended on my knee: 


And frankly wiſh what has been ſaid, 
By the audfcious youth, 

Might be your thought; but I'm afraid 
It will not prove a truth: 
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For often, ah! you make us groan - 
By your too cold diſdaing _ 

Then quarrel with us when we moan 
And rave amidſt our pain, 
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To Mr Jos EA Mi1TCuEL, on the ſucceſsſul Repreſen- 
tation of a Tragedy wrote by him, 


BT: jealouſie, dear Jos, which aft gives pain 
To ſcrimpit ſauls, I own myſell right vain 
To fee a native truſty friend of mine, 
Sae brawly *mang our bleezing billies ſhine, 
Yes, wherefore no, ſhaw them the frozen north 
Can tow'ring minds with heav'nly heat bring forth; 
Minds that can mount with an uncommon. wing, 
And frae black heath'ry headed mountains ſing, 
As ſaft as he that haughs Heſperian treads, 
Or leans beneath the aromatic ſhades, 
Bred to the love of lit'rature and arms, 
Still ſomething great a Scottiſh boſom warms : 
Tho' nurs'd on ice, and educate in ſnaw, 
Honour and liberty eggs bim up to draw 
A hero's ſword, or an heroic quill, 
The monſt'rous faes of right and wit to kill, 

Well may ye further in your Jeal deſign, 
To thwart the gowks, and gar the brethren tine 
The wrang opinion which they Jang have had, 
That a' which mounts the ſtage—is ſurely bad, 
Stupidly dull! but fools ay fools will be, 
And nane's ſae blind as them that winna ſee, 
Where's vice and virtue ſet in juſter light? 
Where can a glancing genius ſhine mair bright ? 
Where can we human life review mair plain, 
Than in the happy plot and curious ſcene ! 

If in themſells fic fair deſigns were ill, 
We ne'er had priev'd the ſweet dramatic ſk] 
Of Congreve, Addiſon, Steel, Rowe; and Hill; 
Hill, wha the higheſt road to fame doth chuſe, 
And has ſome upper ſeraph for his muſe: | 
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It maun be ſae, elſe how could he diſplay, 
With ſo juſt ſtrength the great tiemendous day. 
Sic patterns, Joſeph, always keep in view, 
Ne'er faſh if ye can pleaſe the thinking few, 
Then ſpite of malice, worth ſhall have its due, 


Spoken to two Young Lapits, who aſk'd if I could ſay 
any Thing on them, One excelled in a beautifus Com 


plexion, the other in fine Eyes. | 


To the Firſt, 
UPON your cheek fits blooming youth, 
ile Other, > 


Heaven ſparkles in your eye. 


To both. 8 
There's ſomething ſweet about each mouth, 
Dear Ladies, let me try. 
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The PotT's WisH, an Op. 


Quid dedicatum poſcit Apollinem 
Vates * HoRxACg. 


RAE great Apollo, poet ſay, 
What is thy wiſh, what wadſt thou hae, 
When thou bows at his ſhrine ? 
Not Karſs o' Gowrie's fertile field, 
Nor a' the flocks the Grampians yield, 
That are baith ſleek and fine: 
Not coſtly things brought frae afar, 
As ivory, pearl, and gems; 
Nor thoſe fair ſtraths that water'd are 
With Tay and Tweed's ſmooth ſtreams, 
Which gentily and dantily 
Eat down the flow'ry braes, 
As greatly and quietly 
They wimple to the ſeas, 
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Whaever by his canny fate 
Is maſter of a good eſtate, 
That can ilk thing afford, 
Let him enjoy't withoutten care, 
And with the wale of curious fare 
Cover his ample board. 
Much dawted by the gods is he, 
Wha to the Indian phain, 
Succeſsfu' ploughs the wally ſea, 
And ſafe returns again, 
With riches that hitches 
Him high aboon the reſt 
Of ſma' fowk, and a' fowk 
That are wi' poortith preſt. 


For me, I can be well content 
To eat my bannock on the bent, 
And kitchen't wi' freſh air; 
Of lang- kail I can make a feaſt, 
And cantily had up my crelt, 
And laugh at duhes rare, 
Nought frae Apollo I demand, 
But throw a lengthen'd life 
My outer fabric firm may ftand, 
And ſaul clear without ſtrife. 
May he then but gie then 
Thoſe bleſhngs for my Mair, 
1˙ fairly and ſquairly 
Quite a' and ſeek nae mair. 


The RESPONSE of the OA. 


And heeze thee out of vulgar life, 
We, in a morning dream, 
Whiſper'd our will concerning thee, 
To Marlus, ſtretch'd beneath a tree, 
Hard by a pop'ling ſtream; 
He, full of me, ſhall point the way 
Where thou altar ſhalt ſee, 


2 keep thy faul frac puny · ſtrife, 
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The influence of whoſe bright ray 
Shall wing thy muſe to flee. 
Mair ſpeer na, and fear na, 
But ſet thy mind to reſt, 
Aſpire ay (till high'r ay, 
And always hope the belt, 


The Ram and BUCK, 


Ran, the father of a flock, 

Wha'd mony winters ſtood the ſhock 
Of northern winds and driving ſnaw, 
Leading his family in a raw, 

Through wreaths that clad the laigher field, 
And drave them frae the lowner bield, 

To crop contented frozen fare, 

With honeſty on hills blown bare: 

This Ram of upright hardy ſpirit, 

Was really a horn'd head of merit, 

Unlike him was a neighbouring Goat, 

A mean ſaul'd, cheating, thieving for, 

That tho? poſſeſt of rocks the prime, : 
Crown'd with freſh herbs and rowth of thyme, 
Yet ſlave to pilfering, his delight 

Was to break gardens ilka night, 

And round him ſteal, and aft deſtroy 

Even e never could enjoy; 

The pleaſuſ of a dirty mind 

That is ſae viciouſly inclin'd, 

Upon a barrowing day, when fleet 
Made twinters and hog-wedders bleet, 
And quake with cauld; behind a ruck 
Met honeſt Toop and ſnaking Buck, 
| Frae chin to tail.clad with thick hair, 

He bade deßance to thin air; 

But truſty Toop his fleece had riven, 
When he amang the birns was driven: 
Half naked the brave leader ſtood, _ 

His look compos'd, unmov'd his mood: 
When thus the Goat (that had tint a 
His credit baith with great and ſma', - 
Q3 


Shunn'd by them as a peſt, wad fain 
New friendſhip with this worthy gain) 
* Ram, fay, ſhall I give you a part 
Of mine? I'll do't with all my heart: 
*T1s yet a lang cauld month to Beltan, 
And ye ve a very raggit kelt on; 
Accept, | pray what I can ſpare, 
To clout your doublet with my hair. 
No, ſays the Ram, tho' my coat's torn, 
- Yet ken, thou worthlefs, that I ſcorn ' 
To be oblig'd at any price 
To fic as you, whoſe friendſhip's vice: 
I'd have leſs favour frae the beſt 
Clad in a hatetu' hairy veſt, 
Beſtow'd by thee. than as I now 
Stand but ill dreſt in native woo 
Boons frae the generous make ane ſmile, 
From miſer'ants make receivers vile. 


. 
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On receiving a Preſent of an ORA from Mrs G. L. 
new Countels of ABOYNE, 


OW, Priam's fon, thou mayſt be mute, 
For I can blythly boaſt with thee 
Thou to the faireſt { gave the fruit, 
The faireſt gave the fruit to me, 


HE AL T H, a Porn, 
Inſcribed to the Right Honourable the Earl of STAR, 


BE T mine the honpur, once again to hear, 
And ſee thaki#þ/ men for me appear; 
IU proudly chant: be dumb, ye vulgar throng, 
Stair bids me fing, to him theſe lays belong; 
If he approves, who can condemn my ſong ? 
Of health I ſing; O health my portion be, 
And to old age I'll 2 if bleſs d ons thee. 
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kleſſing divine! Heaven's faireſt gift to man ! 
Soul of his joys! and lepgth'ner of his ſpan! 
His ſpan of life preſerv d with panting breath, 
Without thy preſence proves a ling'ring death. 

The victor kings may cauſe. wide nations bow, 
And half a globe with conqu' ring force ſubdue ; 
Bind printes to their axle-trees, and make 
The wond'ring mob of ſtaring mortals quake: 

Erect triumphal arches, and obtain 

The loud huzza from thouſands in their train: 
But if herſweetneſs balmy health denies, 
Without delight pillars or Aeneids riſe. 

Coſmellius may on ſilky twilts repoſe, 

And have a num'rous change of fineſt clothes; 
Box'd in his chair, he may be born to dine 

On Ortelons; and ſip fine Tokay wine. 

His liver, if an inflammation ſeize; 

Or waſting lungs ſhall make him cough and wheeze, 
No more he ſmiles; nor can his richeſt toys, 

Or looking glaſs, reſtore his wonted joys : 

The rich brocade becomes a toilſome weight, 
The brilliant gem offends his weakly ſight; 
Perfumes grow nauſeous then, nor can he bear- 
Loud tuneful notes, that us'd to charm his ear. 
To pleaſe his taſte the cook attempts in vain, 
When now each former pleaſure. gives bim pain. 

Nor flowing bowls, loud laugh or midnight friek, 
Nor ſmutty tale, delight the roving rake; | 
When health forſakes him, all diverſions tire; 
There's nothing pleaſes, nothing can inſpire 
ou A blythſome {mile ; be ſhuns the ſhine of light, 

| And broken ſſumbers make a weary night. 

If filent ſleep attempts to bring bim eaſe, 
5 His watching fancy feels the Whole diſeaſe: 

He dreams a mountain lies upon his breaſt, 

Or that he flies the fury of ſome beaft ; | 

Sees, at vaſt diſtance, guſhing from the rocks, 
5 The cooling ſtreamhile burning thirſt provokes | 


Him, fainting, to climb up the craggy edge, 

And drag his limbs thro? many a thorny dedge; 
Hangs o'er. a precipice, or ſiuks in waves:: 

And all 10 while he ſweats, turns, ſtarts, Andras 
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How mad's that man, puſh'd by his paſſions wy 


Who's of his greateſt happineſs beguil'd ; 
Who ſeems, whate'er he ſays, by actions low, 
To court diſeaſe, our pleaſure's greateſt foe ! 
From Paris, deeply ſkill'd in nice ragoos, 
In oleos, ſalmongundies, and hogoes, 
Montanus ſends for cooks, that his large — 
May all invented luxury afford: 
Health's never minded while the appetite 
Devours the ſpicy death with much delight. 
Mean time king Arthur's ſav'ry knighted loyn 
Appears a clown, and's not allow'd to join 
The marinated ſmelt, and ſturgeon joles, 
Soup vermecell, ſouc'd turbet, cray, and ſoals, 
Fowls a la daube, and omelet of eggs, 
The ſmother'd coney, and bak d padocks legs, 
Pullets a biſk, and orangedo pye, 
The larded peacock, and the Tarts de Moy, 
The collar'd veal, and pike in caſſorole, 
Pigs a la Braiſe, the tanſy and bruſole 
With many a hundred coſtly mingled diſh, 
Wherein the moiety of fleſh or fiſh 
Is wholly loſt, and vitiate as the taſte 
Of them who eat the dangerous repaſt; 
Until the feeble ſtomach's over- cram'd. 
The fibres weaken'd, and the blood enflam'd, 
What aiking heads, what ſpleen, and drowzy eyes, 
From undigeſted crudities ariſe ! 
But when Montano's paunch 18*over-cloy'd, 
The bagnio or emetic wine's employ'd. 
Theſe he imagines methods the moſt ſure, 
After a ſurfcit, to compleat a cure: 
But never dreams how much the balm of life 
Is waſted by this forc'd unnat' ral ſtriſe. 
Thus peuthex veſſel muſt by ſcouring wear, 
While plate, more free from drofs continues clear. 
Long uncopſum'd the oak can bear the beams, 
Or lye for ages firm beneath the ſtreams; 
But when alternately the rain and rays, 
Now caſh, then dry the plank, it ſoon decays. 


Luxurious man | altho? thou'rt bleſt with wealth, 


Why ſhould thou uſe it to deſtroy thy health? 
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Copy Mellantius, if you'd learn the art 
To feaſt your friends, and keep their ſouls alert; 
One good ſubſtantial Britiſh diſh or two, 
Which ſweetly in their natural juices flow, 
Only appear. And here no danger's found 
To tempt the appetite beyond its bound; 
And you may cat, or not, as you incline; 
And, as you pleaſe, drink water, beer or wine. ' 
Here hunger's ſafe, and * appeas'd, 
The ſpleen's forþid, and all the ſpirits rais'd, 5 
And gueſts ariſe regal'd, refreſh'd, and pleas d. 
Grumaldo views, from rais'd parterres around, 
A thouſand acres'of fat furrow'd ground, 
And all his own—but-theſe no pleaſure yield, 
While ſpleen: hangs as a fog o'er every ſield: 
The lovely landſkip elad with gilded corn, 
The banks and meads which flowers and groves adorn, 
No reliſh have; his envious ſullen mind, | 
Still on the fret, complains his fate's unkind : 
Something he wants which always flies his reach, 
Which makes him groan beneath his ſpreading beach. 
When all of nature, ſilent, ſeem to ſhun ; 
Their cares, and nod till the returning fun, 
His envious thoughts forbid refreſhing fleep, 
And on the rack his hopeleſs wiſhes keep: 
Fatigu'd and drumbly from the down he flies, 
With ſkinny cheek, pale lips, and blood run eyes. 
Thus toil'd with lab'ring thoughts he looks agh aſt, 
And talteleſs lothes the nouriſhing repaſt: 
Meagre diſeaſe an eaſy paſſage finds, 
Where joy's debarr'd, in ſuch corroded minds, 
Such take no care the ſprings of life to fave, 
Neglect their health, and quickly fill a grave, 
Unlike gay Myrtle, who, with chearful air, 
Leſs enyious, tho? leſs rich, no ſlave to care, 
Thinks what he has enough, and ſcorns to fret, 
While he ſees thouſands leſs oblig'd to fate, 
And oftner from his ſtation caſts his eye 
On thoſe below him, than on them more high: 
Thus envy finds no acceſs to his breaſt, | 
To ſow'r his gen'rous joys, or break his reſt, 
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He ſtudies to do actions juſt and kind, 
Which with the beſt reflections chear the mind: 
Which is the firſt preſervative of health, 
To be preferr'd to grandeur, pride, and wealth, 
Let all who would pretend to common ſenſe, 
Gainſt pride and envy ſtill be on defence. 
Who love their health, nor would their joys controul, 
Let them ne er nurſe ſuch furies in their ſoul. 
Nor wait on ſtrolling Phimos to the ſte ws, 
Phimos, who by his livid colour ſhews 
Him load wich vile diſeaſes, which are fixt 
Upon his bones, and with his vitals mixt. 
Does that man wear the image of his God, 
Who drives to death-on-ſuch an ugly road ? 
Behold him elad like any bright bridegroom, 
In richeſt labours of the Britiſh loom; 
Embroider'd o'er with gold, whilſt lace or lawn 
Waves down his breaſt; and ruffles o'er his hand, 
Set off with art, while vilely he employs 
In ſinks of death, for low dear purchas'd joys. 
He graſps the blaſted ſhadows of the fair, 
Whoſe ſickly look, vile breath, and falling hair, 
The flag'd embrace, and mercenary ſqueeze, 
The tangs of gilt, and-terrors of diſeaſe, 
Might warn him to beware, if wild deſire 
Had not ſet all his thoughtleſs ſoul on fire. 
O poor miſtaken youth ! to drain thy purſe, 
To gain the.moſt malignant human curſe ! 
Think on thy flannel, and mercurial doſe, 
And future pains, to ſave thy nerve and noſe, 
Think, heedleſs wight, how thy infected veins 
May plague thee many a day with loathſome pains, 
When the French foe his woful way has made, 
And all within his dire detachments laid ; 
There long may lurk, and, with deſtruction keen, 
Do horrid havoc ere the ſymptom's ſeen, 
But learn to dread the poiſonous diſeaſe, 
When heavineſs and ſpleen thy ſpirits ſeize ; 
When feeble limbs to ſerve thee will decline, 
And languid eyes no more with ſparkles ſhine ; 
The roſes from thy cheek will blaſted fade, 
And leave a dull complexion like the lead: 
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Urban the kind, the prudent, gay, and young, 
| Who moves a man, and wears a roſy (mile, 
That can the faireſt of a heart beguile : 


1 * Wb a * e 


W With his dear idol; this creates his pain, 


A month of ſpitting, and the ſurgeon's bill, 


| Which ſoon he'll find in Myra's lov'd embrace, 


| He icaicely knows himſelf what be d be at; 
He's avaritious to the laſt degree. 


P. O E M S8. 179 


Then, then expect the terrible attack 5 9 
Upon thy head, thy conduit, noſe, and back; * 1 : 
Pains through thy ſhoulders, arms, and throat, and ſhins, | 
Will threaten death, and damp thee with thy fins, - ..- 
How frightful is the loſs, and the diſgrace, 1M 
When it deſtroys the beauties of the face ! 1 
When the arch'd noſe in rotten ruin lies, 1 
And all the venom flames around the eyes; 
When th' uvula pas got its mortal wound, 
And tongue and lips form words without a ſound ; 
When hair drops off, and bones corrupt and bare, 
Through ulcerated tags of muſcles ſtare, 

But vain we ſing inſtruction to his ear, 
Who's no more ſlave to reaſon than to fear; 
Hurried by paſhon, and o'ercome with wine, 
He ruſhes headlong on his vile defiga : Y 
The nauſeous bolus, and the bitter pill, 


Are now forgot, whilſt he - But here 'tis beſt 
To let the curtain drop, and hide the reſt 
Of the coarſe ſcene, too ſhockiag for the fight 
Of modeſt eyes and ears, that take delight 

To hear with pleaſure Urban's praiſes ſang, - 


A virtuous love delights him with its grace, 


Enjoyiog health with all its lovely train 

Of joys, free from remorie, or ſhame or pain. 
But Talpo ſighs with matrimonial cares, 

His cheeks wear wrinkles, blver grow his hairs ; 

Before old age, his health decays apace, 

An! very rarely {mules clear up his face. 

Talpo's a fool, there's hardly help for that, 


And thinks his wife and children make too free, 
And breeds convulſions in his narrow brain. 


He al ways ſtartled at approaching fate, 
And often jealous of his virtuous mate; 
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Is ever anxious, ſhuns his friends to ſave: 
Thus ſoon he'll fret himſelf into a grave; 
There let him rot—warthleſs the muſe's lays, 
Who never read one in his days. | 
I ſing to Marius, Marlus who regards 

The well meant verſe, and gen'rouſſy rewards 
The poet's care; obſerve now, if you can, 
Ought in his carriage does not ſpeak the man: 
To him his many a winter wedded wife. 
Appears the greateſt ſolace of his life. 
He views his offspring with indulgent love, 

Who his ſuperior conduct all approve, 
Smooth plide his hours; at fifty he's leſs old 
Than ſome who have not half the number told, 
The chearing glaſs he with right friends can ſhare, 
But ſhuns the deep debauch with cautious care. 
His ſleeps are ſound, he ſees the morning Tile, 
And lifts his face with pleaſure to the ſkies; 
And quaffs the health that's born on Zephyr's wings, 
Or puſhes from the rock in limpid ſprings. 

From fragrant plains he gains the chearing ſmell, 
While ruddy beams all diſtant dumps repel, 

The whole of nature, to a mind thus turn'd, 
Enjoying health, with ſweetneſs ſeems adorn'd : 
To him the whiſtling ploughman's artleſs tune, 
The bleeting flocks, the oxen's hollow crune, 
The warbling notes of the {mall chirping throng, 
Delight him more than the Italian ſong. 

To him the cheapeſt diſh of rural fare, 

And water cool in place of wine more rare, 

Shall prove a feaſt, On {ſtraw he'll find more eaſe 
Than on the down, even with the leaſt diſeaſe. 

Whoever's tempted to tranſgreſs the line 

By moderation fix'd to enlivening wine, 

View Macro, waſted long before his time, 

Whoſe head, bow'd down, proclaims his liquid crime, 
The purple dye, with ruby pimples mixt, 

As witneſſes upon his face are fixt, 

A conſtant fever waſtes his ſtrength away, 

And limbs enervate gradually decay: 

The gout and palſy follow in the rear, 

And make his being burdenſome to bear: 
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His ſqueamiſh ſtomach lothes the ſavoury ſey, 
And nought but liquids now can find their way 
To animate his ſtrength, which daily flies, 
'Till the young drunkard's paſt all hope, and dies. 
To practiſe What we preach, O goddeſs born! 
Aſſiſt thy ſlave, leſt Bacchanalians ſcorn 
Thy inſpiration, if the tempting grape 
Shall form the hollow eye, and idiot gape. 
But let no wretched miſers, who repine, 
And with there were not ſuch a juice as wine, 
Imagine here that we are ſo profane 
To think that heav'n gave plenteous vines in vain : 
No; ſince there's plenty, cups may ſparkling flow, 
And we may drink till our rais'd ſpirits glow. 
They will befriend our health, while chearful rounds 
Incline to mirth, and keep their proper bounds, 
Fools ſhould not drink, I own, who ſtill wiſh more, 
And know not when 'tis proper to give o'er, 
Dear Britons, let no morning drinks deceive 
Your appetites, which elſe at noon would crave 
Such proper aliments, as can ſupport 
At even your hearty bottle, health and ſport. 
Next view we ſloth (too oft the child of wealth,) 
A ſeeming friend, but real foe to health, 
Lethargus lolls his lazy hours away, 


: His eyes are drowſy, and his lips are blae; 


His ſoft enfeebl'd hands ſupinely hing, 

And ſhaking knees, unus'd, together cling: 

Cloſe by the fire his eaſy- chair too ſtands, 

In which all day he ſnotters, nods, and yawns, 
Sometimes he'll drone at piquet, hoping gain, 

But you mult deal his cards, that's too much pain, 

He ſpeaks but ſeldom, puffs at every pauſe, 

Words being a labour to his tongue and jaws : 

Nor muſt his friends diſcourſe above their breath, 

For the leaſt noiſe ſtounds through his cars like death, 


He cauſes ſtop each cranny in his room, 


And heaps on clothes, to fave him from the rheum 
Free air he dygads as his moſt dangerous foe, 

And trembles at the ſight of ice or ſnow, 

The warming-pan each night glows o'er his ſheets, 
Then he beneath a load of blankets ſweats; 


r 
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The which (inſtead of ſhutting) opes the door, 
And lets in cold at each dilated pore, 
Thus does the ſluggard health and vigour waſte, 
With heavy indolence, till at the laſt, 
Sciatic, jaundice, dropſy, or the ſtone, 
Alternate makes the lazy lubbard groan, 

But active Hilaris much rather loves, 
With eager ſtride, to trace the wilds and groves ; 
To ſtart the covy, or the bounding roe, 
Or work deſtructive Reynard overthrow: 
The race delights him, horſes are his care, 
And a {tout ambling pad his eaſieſt chair. 


Sometimes, to firm his nerves, he'll plunge the deep, 


And with expanded arms the billows ſweep : 
Then on the links, or in the eſtler walls, 

He drives the gouff, or ſtrikes the tennis balls. 
From ice with pleaſure he can bruſh the ſnow, 
And run rejoicing with his curling throw ; 

Or ſend the whizzing arrow from the ſtring 

A manly game“, which by itſelf I ſing, 

Thus chearfully he'll walk, ride, dance, or game, 
Nor mind the-northern blaſt, or ſouthern flame. 
Eaſt winds may blow, and ſudden fogs may fall, 
But his hale conſtitution's proof to all, 

He knows no change of weather by a corn, 


Nor minds the black, the blue, or ruddy morn, 


Here let no youth extravagantly given, 
Who values neither gold, nor health, nor heaven, 
Think that our ſong encourages the crime 
Of ſetting deep, or waſting too much time 
On furious game, which makes the paſſions boil, 
And the fair mean of health a weak'ning toil, 
By violence exceſſive, or the pain 
Which ruin'd loſers ever muſt ſuſtain, 
Our Hilaris deſpiſes wealth ſo won; 
Nor does he love to be himſelf undone; 
But from his ſport can with a ſmile retire, 
And warm his genius at Apollo's fire; 
Find uſeful learning in the inſpired ſtraingg 
And bleſs the generous poet for his pains, 


* A poem on ſeeing the archer playing at the rovers. 
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Thus he by lit'rature and exerciſe, 
Improves his ſoul, and wards off each diſeaſe, 

Health's op'ner foes we've taken care to ſhow, 
Which make diſeaſes in full torrents flow: 
But when theſe ills intrude, do what we will, 
Then hope for health from Clark's approven kill, 
To ſuch well ſeen in nature's darker laws, 
That for diſorders can aſſign a cauſe : 
Who know the virtues of ſalubrious plants, 
And what each different conſtitution wants, 
Apply for health,—But ſhun the vagrant quack, 
Who gulls the croud with Andrew's comic clack : 
Or bim that charges gazettes with his bills, 
His Anodynes, elixirs, tinctures, pills, 
Who rarely ever cures, but often kills, 
Nor truſt thy life to the old woman's charms, 
Who binds with knotted tape thy legs or arms, 
Which they pfetend will purple fevers cool 
And thus impoſe on ſome believing fool. 
When agues ſhake, or fevers raiſe a flame, 
Let your phyſician be a man of fame, 
Of well-known learning, and in good reſpect 
For prudence, honour, and a mind erect: 
Nor ſcrimply fave from what's to merit due; 
He ſaves your whole eſtate who ſuccours you, 

Be grateful, Britons, for your temp'rate beams, 
Your fertile plains, green hills, and filver ſtreams, 


O'erclad with corns, with groves, and many a mead, 
Where riſe green heights, where herds in millions feed: 


Here uſeful plenty mitigates our care, 
And health with freſheſt ſweets embalms the air. 


Upon thoſe ſhores, where months of circling rays 


Glance feebly on the ſnow, and frozen bays 
Where, wrapt in fur, the ſtarving Lapland brood 
Scarce keep the cold from curdling of their blood; 
Here meagre want, in all its pinching forms, 
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Combin'd with lengthen'd night and bleakeſt ſtorms, q | | 


To combat joyful health and calm repoſe, 
Which from am equal warmth and plenty flows, 
Yet rather, O great Ruler of the day, 
Bear me to Weygate, or to Hudſon's bay, 
R 2 
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Than ſcorch me on theſe dry and blaſted plains, 
Where rays direct inflame the boiling veins 
Of gloomy negroes, who're oblig'd to breathe 
A thicken'd air, with peſtilential death; 
Where range out o'er th* unhoſpitable waſtes, 
The hunger-edg'd and fierce devouring bealts : 
Where ſerpents crawl, which ſure deſtruction bring, 
Or in the envenom'd tooth or forked (ting ; 
Where fleeting ſands ne'er yield t“ induſtrious toil, 
The gclden ſheave, or plants: for wine and oil : 
Health muſt be here a ſtranger, where the rage 
Of fey'riſh beams forbid a lengthen'd age. 
Ye Dutch, enjoy your dams, your bulwarks boaſt, 
And war with Neptune for a ſandy coaſt, 
Whilſt frighted by theſe deep tumultous powers, 
You ſcarce dare ſleep in your ſubaqueous bowers : 
Raiſe high your beds, and ſhun your croaking frogs ; 
And battle with tobacco-ſmoke your fogs; 
Soak on your ſtoves, with ſpirits charge your veias, 
To ward off agues and rheumatic: pains. 
Let the proud Spaniard ſtrut on naked hills, 
And vainly trace the plain for cryſtal rills, 
Starve on a fallad, or a garlic-head, 
Pray for his daily roots, not daily bread ; 
Be ſow'r, and jealous of his friend and wife, 
Till want and ſplcen cut ſhort his thread of life, 
Whillt we on our auſpicious iſland find 
Whate'er can pleaſe the ſenſe, or chear the mind. 
Bleft Queen of Iſles! with a devout regard, 
Allow me to kneel down and kiſs thy ſward, 
Thy flow'ry ſward, and offer heaven a vow, 
Which gratitude and love to thee makes due: 
If e'er 1 from thy healthful limits ſtray, 
Or by a with, or word, a thought betray, 
Againſt thy int'reſt, or thy fair renown, 
May never Daphne furniſh me a crown ; 
Nor may the ſirſt rate judges of our ifle, 
Or read, or on my blythſome numbers ſmile, 
Thalia here, ſweet as the light, retir'd, 
Commanding me to ſing what ſhe'd inſpir'd, 
And never mind the glooming critics bray ; 
The ſong was hers—fhe ſpoke—and I obey, 
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Ro BERT, Rienv, and Saur: A Paſtoral on the death 
of MATT PrtOR, E/q; Inſcribed to the Right 
Honourable Perſon deſigned by the On * Strep» 


HERD, 


OBERT the good, by a' the ſwains rever'd, 
, Wiſe are his words, like filler is his beard; 
Near ſaxty ſhining ſimmers he has feen, 
Tenting his hirſle on the Moor- land green: 
Unſhaken yet with mony a winter's wind, 
Stout are his limbs, and youthfu' is his mind, 
But now he droops, ane wad be wae to fee 4 
Him ſae caſt down; ye wadaa trow tis he. 
By break of day he ſeeks the dowy glen, 
That he may ſcowth to a' his mourning len: 
Nane but the clinty craigs and ſcrogy briers 
Were witneſſes of a' his granes and tears; 
Howder'd wi' hills a cry(tal burnie ran, 
Where twa young ſhepherds fand the good auld man: 
Kind Kichy Spec, a friend to a' diſtreſt, 
And Sandy, wha of ſhepherds ſings the beſt; = 
With friendly looks they ſpeer'd where fore he mourn'd, | 1 
He rais d his head, and, ſighing, thus return'd. g 
ROBERT. 

O Matt! poor Matt |l—My lads, e' en take a ſkair 
Of a' my grief; ſweet-finging Matt's nae mair, » 
Ah heavens ! did e'er this lyart head of mine 
Think to have ſeen the cauldrife mools on thine! 

| R1CHY, 

My heart miſga'e me, when 1 came this way, 
His dog its lane fat yowling on a brae; 
I cry*d, Iſk, iſk—poor Ringwood—fairy man; 
He wag'd his tail, cour'd near, and lick'd my hand : 
L clap'd his head, which eas'd a wee his pain; 2 
But ſoon's 1 gade away, he yowl'd again. | 4 
Poor kindly beaſt, Ah, firs! how fic ſhould be : a 
Mair tender-hearted mony a time than we ! 

SANDY, 

Laſt ouk I dream'd my tup that bears the bell, 

And paths the ſnaw, out o'er a high craig fell, 
Robert late Earl of Oxford, 
R 3 
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And brak his leg—I ſtarted frae my bed, 

Awak'd, and leugh.— Ah! now my dream its red, 
How dreigh's our cares, our joys how ſoon away, 
Like ſun-blinks on a cloudy winter's day! 

Flow faſt, ye tears, ye have free leave for me; 


Dear ſweet · tongu'd Matt, thouſands ſhall greet for thee, 


ROBERT, 

Thanks to my friends, for ilka briny tear 
Ye ſhed for him; he to us a' was dear: 

Sandy, Pm eas'd to fee thee look ſae wan; 
Richy, thy ſighs beſpeak the kindly man, 
KICHY, 

But twice the ſimmer's un has thaw'd the ſnaw, 
Since frae our heights “ Eddie was tane awa' : 
Faſt Matt has follow'd. — Of fic twa bereft, 

To {mooth our ſauls, alake ! wha have we left! 
Waes me ! o'er ſhort a tack of fic is given, 
But wha may contradi& the will of Heaven? 
Yet mony a year he liv'd to hear the dale 
Sing o'er his ſangs, and tell his merry tale. 
Laſt year I had a ſtately tall afh-tree, 
Braid were its branches, a ſweet ſhade to me; 
I thought it might have flouriſh'd on the brae, 
(Tho? paſt xs prime) yet twenty years or ſae: 
But ae rough night the blatt'ring winds blew inell, 
Torn frae its roots, adown it fouchan fell ; 
Twin'd of its nouriſhment, it lifeleſs lay, 
Mixing its wither'd leaves amang the clay. 
Sae flouriſh'd Matt: but where's the tongue can tell 
How fair he grew ? how much lamented fell ? 
SANDY. 
How inackly cou'd he pre a fool reproof, 
F'en wi' a canty tale he'd tell aff loof ? 
How did he warning to the doſen'd fing. 
By auld Purganty, and the Dutehman's ring? 
And Luck's filler laddle ſhaws how aft 
Our greateſt wiſhes are but vain and daft, 
The wad-be wits, he bad them a' but pap 
Their crazy heads into Tam Tinman's ſhap; 
There they wad fee a ſquirrel wi' his bells 
Ay wreſtling up, yet riſing like tbemſells. 
* $ecictary Addiſon. 
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Thouſands of things be wittily could ſay, 
With fancy ſtrang, and ſaul as clear as day; 
Smart were his tales: but where's the tongue can tell 
How blyth he was? how much lamented fell? 
| RiCHY, 
And as he blythſome was, ſae was he wiſe, 
Our laird himſell wa'd aft take his advice, 
E'en cheek for chew he'd ſeat him mang them a', 
And tak his mind bout kittle points of law. 
When clan“ Red-yards, ye ken, wi' wicked feud, 
Had ſkail'd of ours, but mair of his ain blood; 
When l, and mony mae that»ywere right crouſe, 
Wad fain about his lugs have burnt his houle: 
Yet lady Anne, a woman meek and kind, 
A fae to weirs, and of a peacefu' mind, 
Since mony in the fray had got their dead, 
To make the peace, our friend was fent wi” ſpeed, 
The very faes had for him uit regard, 
Tho” fair he jib'd their F formaſt ſinging bard, 
Careful was Matt: but where's the tongue can tell 
How wiſe be was? how much lamented fell ? 
SANDY- 
Wha cou'd, like him, in a thort ſang define 
The bonny laſs, and her young lover's pine! 
I'll ne'er forget that ane he made on May, 
Wha brang the poor blate Symie to bis clay; 
To gratify the paughty wench's pride, 
The filly ſhepherd bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 
Sic conſtant laſſes as the Nit-brown Maid, 
Shall never want juſt praiſes duly paid ; 
Sic claim'd his fang, and ſtil} it was his care 
With pleaſing words to guide and ruſe the fair. 
How ſweet his voice, when beauty was in view, 
Smooth ran his lines, ay grac'd wi' ſomething new; 
Nae word ſtood wrang: but where's the tongue can tell 
How ſaft he ſung ? how much lamented fell? 
| Richy, 
And when he had a mind to be mair grave, 
A miniſter nae better cou'd behave; 


Levis XIV, King of France. 
+ Boilcau, whoſe Ode, on the taking Namur by the French in 
1692, he burleſqued, on its being retaken by the Britiſh ia 1695, 
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Far out of ſight of fic he aften flew, 

When he of haly wonders took a view: 

Well con'd he praiſe the power that made us a', 

And bids us in return but tent his law; 

Wha guides us when we're waking or aſleep, 

With thouſand times mair care than we our ſheep, 
While he of pleaſure, power, and wiſdom ſang, 

My heart lap high, my lugs wi' pleaſure rang: 

Theſe to repeat braid ſpoken I wad ſpill, 

Altho' I ſhould employ my utmoſt ſkill, 

He towr'd aboon: but ah! what tongue can tell 

How high he flew? how much lamented fell? 

ROBERT, 
My benniſon, dear lads, light on ye baith, 

Wha ha'e ſae true a feeling of our ſkaith : 

O Sandy, draw his likeneſs in ſmooth verſe, 

As weel ye can—then ſhepherds ſhall rehearſe 

His merit, while the ſun metes out the day, 

While ews ſhall bleet, and little lambkins mae. 

I've been a fauter, now three days are paſt, 

While I for grief have hardly broke my faſt: 

Come to my ſhiel, there let's forget our care, 7 
I dinna want a rowth of country fare, 5 
Sic as it is, ye're welcome to a ſkair: 

Beſides, my lads, I have a browiſt of tip, 

As good as ever wuſh a ſhepherd's lip; 

We'll take a ſcour o'r to put aff our pain, 
For a' our tears and fighs are but in vain : 0 
Come, help me up- yon ſooty cloud ſhores rain. 


SSS rer rr 


To Mr Porz. 


HREE times I've read your Iliad o'er: 
The firſt time pleas d me well; 
New beauties unobſerv'd before, 
Next pleas'd me better (till, 


Again I try'd to find a flaw; 
Examin'd ilka line; 

The third time pleas'd me Be of a?, 

The labour ſeem'd divine, 


Hence for wa 
On dazzl: 
Leſt I ſoul: 
And read 
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Hen aceforward I'll not tempt my fate, 
On dazzling rays to ſtare, 

Leſt I ſhould tine dear ſelf concett, 
And read and write nae mair. 


<=, ©+e=c- oe oo => woof © WB © a> 


Er1STLE fe the Honourable Duncan Forts, 
Lord Advocate, 


HUT in a cloſet fix foot ſguare, 
No faſh'd with meikle wealth or care, 
I paſs the live lang day; 
Yet ſome ambitious thoughts 1 have, 
Which will attend me to my grave, - 
Sic buſked baits they lay, 


Theſe keep my fancy on the wing, 
Something that's blyth and ſnack to ling, 
And {mooth the runkled brow ; 
Thus care I happily beguile, 
Hoping a plaudit and a fmile, 
Frae belt of men, like you, 


You wha in kittle caſts of ſtate, 
When property demands debate, 
Can right what is dung wrang; 
Yet blythly can, when ye think fit, 
Enjoy your friend, and judge the wit 
And lidnels of a lang, 


How mony, your reverſe, unbleſt, 
Whaſe minds gae wand'ring through a miſt, 
Proud as the thief in hell, 
Pretend, forſooth, they're gentle - ſowk, 
Cauſe chance gi'es them ot gear the yowk, 
And better chiels the ſhell ? 


I're ſeen a wean aft vex itſell, 
and greet, becauſe it was not tall: 


Heez'd on a board, O than! 
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Sic bairns are ſome blawn up a wee 
With ſplendor, wealth, and quality, 
Upon theſe (tilts grown vain; 


They o'er the pows of poor fowk ſtride, 


And neither are to had nor bide, 
| Thinking this height their ain. 


Now ſhou'd ane ſpeer at fic a puff, 


pat, 
What gars thee look ſae big and bluff? 


Is't an attending menzie ? 
Or fifty diſhes on your table? 


Or fifty horſes in your ſtable? | 
Or heaps of glancing Tunzie ? 


Are theſe the things thou ca's thyſell? 
Come, vain pigantic ſhadow, tell 


If thou ſayeſt yes—T'll ſhaw 
Thy picture — Means thy filly mind, 
Thy wit's a croil, thy judgment blind, 

And love worth nought ava. 


Accept our praiſe, ye nobly born, 
Whom heav'n takes pleaſure to adorn 
Wich ilka manfy gift; 
In courts or camps to ſerve your nation, 
Warm'd with that generous emulation 


Which your forbears did lift. 


In duty, with delight, to you 
Th' inferior world do juſtly bow, 
While you're the maiſt deny d; 
Yet ſhall your worth be ever priz'd 
When ſtrutting nathings are deſpis'd 
Wich a' their ſtinking pride. 


This to ſet aff as 1 am able, 
I'll frae a Freachman thigg a fable, 
And bulk it in a plaid: 


PO EMS. 

Rejoicing in the artfu* height, | 

How ſmirky look'd the little wight l 
And thought itſell a man 
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And tho' it be a bairn of“ Motte s, 
When I have taught it to ſpeak Scots, 
I am its ſecond dad. 


* Twa books, near neighbours in a ſhop, 
The tane a gilded Turkey top, 

The tither's face was weather beaten, 

And cauf-ſkin jacket fair worm eaten. 

The corky, proud of his braw ſuit, 

© Curl'd up his noſe, and thus cry'd out: 

« Ah! place me on ſome freſher binks ; 

« PFigh! how this mouldy creature ſtinks !. - 
« How can a gentle book like me 

« Endure fic ſcoundrel company? 

« What may fowk ſay to ſee me cling 

« Sae cloſe to this auld ugly thing; 

% But that I'm of a ſimple ſpirit, 

« And diſregard my proper merit? ; 
a Quoth grey baird, Whi/ht, Sir, with your din ; 


For a' your meritoriohs tin, 
doubt if you be worth within : 
For as auld faſhion'd as 1 lost, 
* May be Lam the better boo. 
« O heavens ! I canna thole the claſh 
« Of this impertinent auld haſh ; 
« | winna ſtay ae moment langer. 
* My Lord, pleaſe to command your anger: 
Pray only let me tell you that. 
„% What wad this inſolent be at! 
% Rot out your tongue—pray, Maſter Symmer, 
© Remove me frae this dinſome rhymer: 
4 If you regard your reputation, 
&« And us of a diſtinguiſh'd ſtation, 
« Hence frae this bealt let me be hurried, 
« For with his ſtour and ſtink I'm worried,” 
* Scarce had he ſhook his paughty crap, 
When in a cuſtomer did pap; 
* He up douſe Stanza lifts, and eyes him, 
Turns o'er his leaves, admires, and wy him : 


Monſ. la Motte, wha has written ately a curious clean of 
Fables, from which the follo#iog js imitated. | 
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© This book, ſaid he, is good and fcarce, 8 
„ The ſaul of ſenſe in ſweeteſt verſe.” 

* But reading title of gilt cleathing, 

* Cries, Gods! wha buys this bonny naithing ? 

% Nought duller eber was put in print: 

« Wow! what a deal of Turky's tint!' 


Now, Sir, t apply what we've inventcd, 
You are the buyer repreſented; - 
And, may your ſervant hope 
My lays ſhall merit your regard, 
Pl] thank the gods for my reward, 
And ſmile at ilka fop. 


” 
. - 


The CLo ck and Dial. 


[AE day a Clock wad brag a Dlal, 
And put his qualities to trial; 
Spake to him thus— My neighbour, pray, 

Can'ſt tel] me what's the time of day ? 

The Dial ſaid, I dinna ken.” 

Hlake what fland ye there for then *— 

I wait here till the ſun ſhines bright, 

For nought I ken but byJis light. 

Wait on, quoth Clock, I ſcorn his help: 

Baith night and day my lane I ſkelp : 

Wind up my weights but anes a week, 

Without bim 1 can gang and ſp:ak ; 

Nor like an uſeleſs ſumph I tand, 

But conſtantly wheel round my hand : 

Hark, hark, I firike juſt now the hour: 

And I am right, ane=—twa—three—fernr, X 
While thus the Clock was boaſting loud, 

The bleezing ſun brak through a cloud; 

The Dial, faithfu' to his guide, 

Spake truth, and laid the thumper's pride: 

* Ye ſee; ſaid he, I've dung you fair, 

* 'Tis four hours and three quarters mair. 


My friend, he added, count again, 


And learn a wee to be leſs vain: 
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1 © Ne'er brag of conſtant clavering cant, | | 
And that you anſwers never want; h 

For you're not ay to be believ'd + 

Wha truſt to-you may be deceiv'd, 

Be counſell'd to behave like me; 

For when 1 dinna clearly fee, 

I always own I dinna ken, 

And that's the way of wiſeſt men. 


An Ode to the Memory of Lady Margaret Anſtruther, 


LL in her bloom the graceful fair, 
| Lucinda, leaves this mortal round; 
, Her loſs a thouſand mourners ſhare, 
And beauty feels the cruel wound : 
Now grief and tears o'er all our joys prevail, 
Viewing her roſy cheeks all cold and pale. 


Thus ſome fair ſtar diſtinguiſh'd bright, 


Which decks the heavens, and guides the main; 


When clouds obſcure its glorious light, 
It leaves the gloomy world in pain: 
So ſudden death has vail'd Lucinda's eyes, 
And left us loſt in darkneſs and ſurprize. 
| j 
Nor ſweetneſs, beauty, youth, nor wealth, 7 
Nor blood, though nobly high it ſprings ; 4 
Nor virtue's ſelf can purchaſe health, 
When death fevere his ſummon brings: 
Elſe might the fair Lucinda, young and gay, 
Have bleſt the world with a much longer ſtay. 


But ſay, ſweer ſhade, was it thy choice 
To leave this low unconftant globe ; 
| Tir'd with its vain, its jangling noiſe, 
0 Thou wiſely dropt thy human robe ? 
. Or tell us, guardian angels, tell us true, 
Did ye not claim her hence as one of you? _ 


Yes, well we know it is your way, 
When here below ſuch beings ſhine, 
8 
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To grudge us even our earthly clay, 5 1 2 
Which form'd like her becomes divine 
such you demand, and free-from cares and fears, 
Unmindful of our fruitleſs fighs and tears. 


* — 


Tet deign, ye friends to human kind, 
The lonely conſort to attend; 
O ſooth the anguiſh of his mind, 
And let his killing ſorrows end: 
Tell him, his ſighs and mourning to aſſwage, 
Each day ſhe dwelt with him was worth an age. 


Ye lovely virgins who excel, 
Ye fair to whom ſuch ſtrains belong, 
In melting notes her beauties tell, 
And weep her virtues in a ſong: 
See that ye place her merit in true light, 
For ſinging her's your own will ſhine more bright. 


Let eaſt and weſt, and ſouth and north, 
Rs Aloud the mournful muſic hear, 
. How beauty's fallen beyond the F orth; 


Yet Britain's happy, who ſuch beauty yields, 
As forc'd from her's will grace Elyſium's fields. 
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who died the 1th of January 1122, the eighth Year of 
bis Age. x 


S poets feign, and painters draw, 
Love and the Paphian bride ; 
Sae we the fair Southeſka ſaw, 


Carnegie by her fide, 17 


Now ſeyer'd frac his ſweets by death, 

1 Her grief wha can expreſs ? 

i What muſe can tell the waefu' ſkaith, 

| Or mother's deep diſtreſs! N 


Let Britain's genius cypreſs wear: * 


"Elegy on the Right Honourable Jamss Lord Carnzort, 


Sac roſes ' 
Kill“ 
And ſweet 
And 


Ah chequ 
The 
Heaven c. 


Ani 


Our love 
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Sac roſes wither in their buds, 
Kill'd by an eaſtlen blaſt, 


And ſweeteſt dawns in May with clouds 
And ſtorms are ſoon'&ercalt, 


Ah chequer'd life ! Ae day gives joy, 
The nieſt our hearts maun bleed: 

Heaven caus'd a ſeraph turn a boy, 
Now gars us trow he's dead. 


Wha can reflect on's tka grace, 
The ſweetneſs of his tongue, 
His manly looks, his lovely face, 
And judgment ripe fac young; 


And yet forbear to make a doubt, - 
As did the Royal Swain, 


When he with grief of heart cry'd out, 


That man was made in vain ? 


Mortals the ways of providence 


But very ſcrimply ſcan; 
The changing ſcene eludes the ſenfe 
And reaſonings of man, 
How mony thouſands ilka year, 
Of hopefuꝰ children, crave 
Our love and care, then diſappear, 
To glut a gaping grave. 


What is this grave? A wardrobe poar, 
Which hads our rotting duds; 
Th' immortal nund, ſerene and pure, 
ls cleath'd aboon the clouds, 


Then ceaſe to grieve, dejected fair, 
You had him but in truſt; 
He was your beauteous ſon, your heir, 


Yet ſtill ae haff was duſt: 


The other to its native ſkies 
Now wings its happy way; 
8 2 
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With glorions ſpeed and joy he flies, 


9 


There bliſsfully ro ſtray. 5589 


Carnegie then but changes clay 


For fair celeſtial rays; 
He mounts up to eternal day, tb 11.2. 
And, as he parts, be ſays, * wal 


Adieu, Mamma, forget my tender fate; | 
* Theſe ruſhing tears are vain, they flow too late,” 
This ſaid, he haſted hence with pleaſing joy; 

I ſaw the gods embrace their darliog boy, 
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An Ode, ſacred to the Memory of the Right Honourable 


ANNE Lady GarrLits, 


OW vain are our attempts to know? 
How poor, alas! is reaſon's fill ? 
We blindly wander here below, 
Yet fondly ſearch heayen's ſecret will!?: 
Each day we fe the young, the great, the mall, 
The good, the bad, without diſtinction, fall. 


Yet ſuch as have the reſt out-ſhin'd, 
We ſhould be faulty to neglect; 
Each grace of beauteous Garlis's mind 4-1 
Deſerves the muſe's. high reſpec e. 
But how ſhall ſhe ſuch worth and goodneſs paint ? 
A loving daughter, virtuous wife, and ſaint! 


Some ſeraph, who io endleſs day... 1 
With themes ſublime employ the lyre. 
Dart in my breaſt a ſhining ra. 
And all my ſoul with her inſpire; 
Elſe ſing yourſelves ſo fair a frame and mind. 
As now ſupplies a place aniong your kind, © 


As we the glorious ſun admire, - 
Whoſe beams make ev'ry joy ariſe, 


Yet dare not view the dazzling fire 


Without much hazarding our eyes; 
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80 did her beauties ev'ry' heart allure, 
While her bright virtues kill'd each thought impure, 


She breath'd more ſweetneſs than the eaſt, 
While ev'ry ſentence was divine; 
Her ſmiles could calm-each jarring breaſt; 
Her ſoul was a cleſtial mine, 
Where all the precious veins of virtue lay; 
Too valt a treaſure long to- lodge in clay. 


Tho' ſprung from an“ heroic race, 
Which from the world reſpe& does claim, 
Let wanted ſhe no borrow'd grace, 
Her own demands immortal fame: 
| Worthy as thoſe who ſhun the vulgar roads, 
Start from the crowd, and riſe amongſt the gods. . 


Such pains ab weaker minds poſſeſs, 
Could in her breaſt no acceſs find ;; 
But lowly meekneſs did confeſs 
A ſteady and ſuperior mind: 
Unmov'd ſhe bore theſe honours due the great, . 
Nor could have been'depreſs'd with a more humble fate. 
As to the fields the huntſmian hies, , 
With joyful ſhouts he wakes the morn; 
While nature ſmiles, ſerene the ſkies, 
Swift fly his hounds, ſfirill blows his horn: 
When ſuddenly the thund'ring cloud pours rain, 
Defaces day, and drives him from the plain. 


Thus young Brigantius' eircling arms 
Graſp'd all that's lovely to his heart, 
Rejoic'd o'er his dear Anna's' charms, 
But not expecting ſoon to part; 
When rigid fate, for reaſons known above, 
Snatch'd from his breaſt the object of his love. 


Ah, Garlies l once the happieſt man, 
Than e'er before Brigantine chief, 


* She was daughter of the Eat! Marſhal of Scotland: 
S 3 
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Now ſever'd from your lovely Anne, 
Tis hard indeed to ſtem your grief: 
Yet mind what you might often —— her hear, 
What heaven deſigns, ſubmiſſive we ſhould bear. 


Oh ! ne'er forget that binder thaw) Li e 
Thoſe heaven born thoughts ſhe did employ, 
To point thoſe ways hom you may ſhare 
Above with her immortal joys 7 
Such a bright pattern of what's good and great, 
Even angels need not bluſh to imitate. 


———— — — 


The Lovely LAS Ss and the Manos. 1007 
5 ane 
Nrurh, with ilka beauty dre d, 
Ae morning by her tuilet — wth 
Where the leal hearted Looking-glaſs 
With truths addreſt the lovely Laſg— 
To do ye juſtice, heavenly fair, 
Amaitt in charms ye may compare [98 -&* v0 £1151 
With Venus? ſell—But mind amaift;- | 
For tho' you're happily poſſeſt 
Of ilka grace which claims reſpe&, - e. 
Yet I fee faults ye ſhould correct; 
1 own they only trifles are, nl „an MAY 
Yet of importance to the fair? 
What ſignifies that patch o'er braid, 


With which your roſy cheek's-0'erlaid 2 


Your natural beauties you beguile, 


Buy that too much affected ſmile: 


Saften that look - move ay with eaſe 

And you can never fail to pleaſe... + f 1 
Thoſe kind advices ſhe 2pprov'd, * 301 v 

And mair her monitor ſhe loy'd, + niit ntl if 


Drill in came viſitants a threavez to n d 


To entertain them ſhe maun leave 

Her Looking- glaſs— They Heerching pode? * A 
Her looks —her dreſs and a ſhe ſays, | 
Be't right or wrang ; ſhe's bale compleat, 
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Sae much was ſaid, the bonny Laſs - + + 2 
Forgat her laid ant, ns. | wp” 


Clarinda, this low beauty h Foue : 
The mirror is ane good and wiſe, 
Wha, by his counſels juſt; can fhew - «./ 
How nobles may to greataels riſme. 
God bleſs the wark : if you're oppreſt 
By paraſites with fauſe dehgn, ö 
Then will fic faithfu mirrors beſt „bn 
Theſe underplottery countermine. | 
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NES jove, „y as great ed of ace. - 
Wad gratify his human race,, 

And order'd Hermes, in his name, if: rn Lack 


With tout of trumpet to proclaim. 
A royal lott'ry frae the {kies, ds b 
Where ilka ticket was à prise. Rr 
Nor was there need for Ten — i205 0: nook 


To pay advance for money ent: Lie 7 0 cnet 
Nor brokers nor ſtock yobbets here 4 36:11) 4H 
Were thol'd to cheat fowk of their gear. G e fnohb lol 
The firſt-rate benefits were Health,, 


Pleaſures, Honours, Empire, and un 2 


But happy he to whom wad fa 0800 a ** 


Wiſdom, the higheſt prize af al: t ict le 
Hopes of attaining things the beſt, 

Made up the maiſt feck of the reſt. I: 
Now tka ticket ſald With eaſe, ©” a 
At altars for a ſacriſice; 

Jove a' receiy' d. & —— ens, 
Moor- cocks, lambs, dows, or bawbee- rows; 
Nor wad debar e' en à por droll, 

Wha nought could gi'e but his yarol, 

Sae kind was he no to exclude 

Poor wights for want of wealth er blov8; 
Even whiles the gods, ad vο,j,jꝭu — oily 8 
' Bought ſeveral ticketvfor"aheitiſells,” © 
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When fou and lots put in the wheeel 

5 Aft were they turn'd, to mix chem weeb 3 
Blind chance to draw Jove order'd ſyne dp 
That nane with reaſon might repine: 0 3 
He drew, and Mercury was clark; : 05 . 
The number, prize, and name to mark. 03 + 


Now hopes by millions Mad eas öh 


But ſeldom prizes of 'imairworth;-—: 17 1 bo! 


Sic as dominion, wealth, and ſtate, 
Frue friends, and lovers — 

5 Wiſdom, at laſt, the greateſt dener 
Comes up: —aloud clark Hermes "= 
Number ten thouſand come; let's ſee 
The perſon bleſt.—Quoth Pallas, Me.— xy 
Then a' the gods for blythoeſs ſang 11 
Throw heaven glad acclamations rang , 


While mankinc grumbling laid the WVyte þ 


On them, and ca'd the bale a'byte/'/ V1114 53 #A 


Yes ! cry'd ilk ane, with: fobbin; 
. , ng heart, b 2953: 
Wha did this prize to Pallas ſend, rr 5 
While we're {neg'd off at the wob's end: 


Soon to their clamvurs Jogectobk tent: 21 al 


_ To puniſh which to wark he went 
He {traight with Folliesfll/dh& wheel. 
In Wiſdom's place: they: dit as Well; y #4 ** 
For ilka ane wha Follyrdrew} , . | 8; I 
In their conceit a Sages: gre yl lt | ah has 
Sae thus contented, a' retir'd, . * 


And ilka fool himſelf admir G. 
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4% ſyne there was, a wretched miſer, 4 he 

bY. th pinching had.ſcrap'd, up a treaſure ;. 
3 rae his hoords he doightna take <P 
1 5 5 1 
s much wou d hay Ami,... 


Or take a glaſs to comſont natur, v7 25] | 
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In ſhort, he famiſh'd midſt his plentʒ) ; „ l 
Which made ſurviving kindred canty. ' 5p 


Wha ſcarcely for him pat on black, TEE | 
And only in his loof a plack,- /'- 564. i a 
Which even they grudg'd : fic is che way Td zent 1 
Of them wha fa upon the prey ei A 24:4 0 


They'll ſcarce row up the wretch's feet, 

dae {crimp they make his winding ſneer r, 
Tho' he ſhould leave a vaſt eſtate, _ 

And heaps of gowd like Arthur's ſear, 


Well, down the ſtarving — ink, 777 "FA 
Till it fell on the Stygian brink; N K. 
Where auld Van Charon ſtood * raught Acta or 
His wither'd loof out for his fraughlt ;;: 
But them that wanted Wberewitha, 10 38 151 a L 
He dang them back to nnd and blau. weck 220 met 
The Miſer lang being-us/'d.49 fave; ee 
Fand this, and wadna paſſage crave: 294 


But ſhaw'd the Ferryman a knack, 

Jumpt in ſwam o'er, and hain d his plack, 
Charon might damn, and fink and roar; TIS: 
But a' in vain—he gain d the ſhore.— TY 1649, e 
Arriv'd —the three pow/d: dag of hell ut e 
Gowl'd terrible a triple yelly + +2 | 2017 924 0: 
Which rouz'd the ſnakySiſters three, © Of 


Wha furious on —— did fleece, Av 
Wha'd play'd the ſmuggler on — . 
By which Pluto his dues had ltere 


Then brought him for this trick fac 8 * , 
Afore the bench of juſtice Minos.  27ig U! 


The caſe was new and very kittle, 10124 662 4 
Which puzzl'd a' the court na little; 171 1 4 
Thought after thought with ugco? ſp ec 


Flew round within the judge's head, 
To find what puniſhment was due 
For ſic a daring crime and new. | 
Shou'd he the plague of Tantal feel, 

Or ſtented be on Ixion's wherl. 

Or ſtung wi' bauld Prometheus? nw 

Or help Syſiph to row bis ſtane, 
Or ſent amang the wicked rowe- 


To fill the tub that ay rins out?? 
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No, no, continges Minos, no, c 
Weak are our puniſhments below, | * 
For ſick a crime; —he maun be hurl'd | 
Straight back again into the-world, 
I ſentence him to ſee and hear 
What uſe his friends make of his gear. 
TEE N 
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* The Arz ond. the LzorarD, 
HE Ape and Leopard, beaſts for bow, 
The firlt a wit, many a * N 
To make a penn at a fair, . ee 
Advertis'd a' their parts fav es "IPOD TINT 
The tane gae out with 1 ma m: 
His 8 boon the brutab kind; 12 459 
Said he, I'm kend baith far and agg: 8 gaal , 
Even kings are pleag'd hen 1 peur r 150 
And when 1 yield my vital puff. 
Queens of my ſkin will make a muff; | 
My fur ſae delicate-andfingy” 5 00 DT 
With various ſpots does leekly ſhine- * : 
Now lads and laſſes faſt did rin wm M beit. 
To ſee the beaſt with bonny nz 
His keeper ſhaw'd him round about: 
They ſaw him ſoon, and ſoon dame ou. 0 mw An 
But maſter Monkey with an air eig Een 
Hapt out, and thus harangu'd the fair; 6 
Come, gentlemen, and ladies bonny, 4919 424 
F'l give ye paltime for your money! © 000 7 5G 
I can perform, to raiſe: your wonder, 
Of pawky tricks mae than a hunder. 
My couſin Spotty, true he'sibraw, 7/11 . 
He has a curious ſuit to ſnaw, : % DABOL V2 
And naithing mair.— But frae wy mind | 
Ye ſhall blyth fſatisfaQtion find; © © 1 2 
Sometimes I'll act a chiel that's dul, 
Look thoughtfu', grave, and wag my eully + 
Then mimic a light baachedd rab, 
When on a tow my houghs I hake: it: 0 
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To make a ſpeech, and naithing mean. 642 C a Hae 
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But come away, ye needna ſpeer | 
What ye're to pay; I'fe na be dert: 
And if ye grudge for want of ſport. , 
I'll give it back t' ye at the port. 
The Ape ſucceeded, in fowk went. 
Stay'd long and came out well content; 
Sae much will wit and ſpirit pleaſe, 
Beyond our ſhape, and brawelt claiths, 
How mony, ah ! of our fine gallants 
Are only Leopards in their talents? ,, 
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The Ass and BROCK... 


PON a time a ſolemn Aſs 

Was dand'ring throw a narrow paſs 
Where he-forgather'd with a Brock, 
Wha him ſaluted frae a rock ; | 
Speer'd how he did ——how markets gade 
What's a' ye'r news——and how is trade 
How does Jock Stot and lucky Yad, 
Tam Tup, and Bucky, honeſt lad? 
Reply'd the Aſs, and made a heel, 
R'en a' the better that ye'r weel : 
But Jackanapes and ſnarling Fitty 
Are grown ſae wicked (ſome ca's't witty,) 
That we wha ſolid are and grave, 
Nae peace on our ain howms can have; 
While we are biſy gathering gear, 
Upon a brae they'll fit and ſneer. 
If ane thou'd chance to breathe behin', 
Or ha'e ſome ſlaver at his chin, I 
Or *gain(t a tree ſhou'd rub his arſe, 
That's ſubject for a winſome farce: 5 
There draw they me, as void of thinking, 
And you, my dear, famous for ſtinking; 
And the bauld birſy Bair your frien', 
A glutton dirty to the een; 
By laughing Dogs and Apes abus'd, 
Wha is't can thole to be ſae us'd ! 

Dear me! heh! wow! and ſay ye ſag—— 

Returg'd the Brock —— I'm unko waz 
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To ee this flood of wit break inn 
O ſcour about, and'ca't a fin; 
Stout are your Juogs, your voice is loud, 
And ought will paſs upon the crowd. 
The Aſs thought this advice was right, 
And bang'd away with a' his might; 
Stood on a know among the cattle, 
And furiouſly gainſt wit did rattle : 
Pour'd out a deluge of dull phraſes, 
While Dogs and Apes leugh, and made faces, 
Thus a' the angry Aſs held forth, 
Sery'd only to augment their mirth, 


The Fox and Rar. 


HE Lyon and the Tyger lang maintain'd 
A bloody weir ;—at laſt the Lyon gain'd. 

The royal victor ſtrak the earth with aw, 

And the four-footed world obey'd his law : 

Frae ilka ſpecies deputies were ſent, ; 

To pay their homage due, and compliment 

Their ſov'reign liege, wha'd gart the rebels cour, 
And own his royal right, and princely power, 
After diſpute, the morieſt votes agree 

That Reynard ſhould addreſs his majeſty, 

Ulyſſes like, in name of a' the lave; 

Wha thus went on—* O prince, allow thy flave 

* To roole thy brave atchievements and renown : 
Nane but thy daring front ſhou'd wear the crown, 
* Wha art like Jove, whaſe thunderbolt can make 
The heavens be huſh, and a' the earth to ſhake; 
© Whaſe very gloom, if he but angry nods, 
Commands a peace, and flegs the inferior gods. 
© Thus thou, great king, haſt by thy conqu' ring paw 
Gi'en earth a ſhog, and made thy Br wh 

© Thee a' the animals with fear adore, | 
And tremble if thou with diſpleaſure roar; 
Ober a' thou canſt us eith thy ſceptre ſway, 
As Badrans can with cheeping Rottans play. 

This ſentence vex'd the envoy Rottan ſair; 

He threw his gab, and girn'd; but durſt nae mair, 
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The monarch pleas'd with Lowry, wha durſt gloom ? 
A warrant's order'd for a good round ſum, 

Which Dragon, lord chief treaſurer, muſt pay 

To ly-tongu'd Fleechy on a certam day; 

Which ſecretary Ape in form wrote down, 

Sign'd Lyon, and a wee beneath Baboon, 

"Tis given the Fox. Now / Bobtail tap o' kin, 
Made rich at anes, is nor to had nor bin; 

He dreams of nought but pleaſure, joy, and peace, 
Now bleſt with wealth, to purchaſe hens and geeſe; 
Yet in his loof he hadna tell'd the gowd, 

And yet the Rottan's breaſt with anger glow'd; 

He vow'd revenge, and watch'd it night and day, 
He took the tid, when Lowry was away, | 

And throu' a hole into his cloſet ſlips, 

There chews the warrant a' in little nips, 

Thus what the Fox had for his flatt'ry gotten, 

Ev'n frae a Lyon, was made nought by an offended Rottan. 


She ernennen and the AnT, 


Pexnsy Ant, right trig and clean, 
A Came ae day whidding o'er the green, 
Wherg, to advance her pride, ſhe ſaw 
A Caterpillar moving flaw : 
Good e'en t' ye, miſtreſs Ant, ſaid he, 
How's a' at hame? I'm blyth to 8'ye, 
The faucy Ant view'd him with ſcorn, 
Nor wad civilities return; 
But gecking up her head, quoth ſhe, 
Poor animal, I pity thee, 
Wha ſcarce can claim to be a creature, 
But ſome experiment of nature, 
Whaſe filly ſhape diſpleas d her eye, 
And thus unfiniſh'd was flung by. 
For me, I'm made with better grace, 
With active limbs, and lively face; 
And cleverly can move with eaſe 
Frae place to place where e er I pleaſe: 
Can foot a minuet or a jig, | 


And ſnooy't like ony whirly-gigz 
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Which gars my jo aft grip my hand 
Till his heart pitty-pattys, and 
But laigh my qualities I bring, 

To ſtand up claſhing with a thing, 

A creeping thing, the like of thee, 
Not worthy of a farewell t'ye, 

The airy Ant ſyne turn'd awa, 

And left him with a proud gaffa. 
The Caterpillar was ſtruck dumb, 
And never anſwer'd her a mum: 
The humble reptile fand ſome pain, 
Thus to be banter'd with diſdain. 

But tent neiſt time the Ant came by, 
The Worm was grown a Butterfly; 
Tranſparent were his wings and fair, 
Which bare him flight'ring throw the air : 
Upon a flower he ſtapt his flight, 

And thinking on his former flight, 

Thus to the Ant himſell addreſt, 
Pray, madam, will ye pleaſe to reſt ? 

And notice what I now adviſe, 

Inferiors ne*er too much deſpiſe ; 

For fortune may gi'e fic a turn, 

To raiſe aboon ye what ye ſcorn : 

For inſtance, now I ſpread my wing 

In air, while you're @ creeping thing. 
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The twa Cars and the CHEESE, 


WA Cats anes on a Cheeſe did light, 
To which baith had an equal right; 

But diſputes, fic as aft ariſe, 
Fell out a ſharing of the prize, 
Fair play, ſaid ane, ye bite o'er thick, 
Thae teeth of your's gang wonder quick: 
Let's part it, elſe lang or the moon 
Be chang'd, the kebuck will be doon. 
But wha's to do't ?—They're parties baith, 
And ane may do the other ſkaith, 
Sae with conſent away they trudge, 


And laid the Cheeſe before a judge: 
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A Monkey with a campſho face, 
Clerk to a juſtice of the peace; 
A judge he ſeem'd in juſtice ſkill'd, 
When he his maſter's chair had fill'd, 
Now umpire choſen for diviſion, 
Baith ſware to ſtand by his deciſion, 
Demure he looks, —The Cheeſe he paleg— 
He prives—it's good—ca's for the ſcales; 
His knife whops throw't—in twa it fell; 
He puts ilk haff in either ſhell: 
Said he, we'll truly weigh the cafe, 
And ſtricteſt juſtice ſhall have place; 
Then lifting up the ſcales, he fand 
The tane bang up, the other ſtand: | | | 
Syne out he took the heavieſt haff, | L 
And ate a knooſt o't quickly aff, | L 
And try'd it ſyne; —it now prov'd light: 
Friend Cats, ſaid he, we'll do ye right, 
Then to the ither haff he fell, 
And laid till't. teughly tooth and nail, 
Till weigh'd again it lighteſt proy'd, 
The judge, wha this ſweet proceſs loy'd, 
Still weigh'd the caſe, and ſtill ate on. 
Till clients baith were weary grown; | 
And tenting how the matter went, | 
Cry'd, Come, come, fir, we're baith content, | 
Ye fools, quoth he, and Juſtice tog 
Maun be content as well as you, 
Thus grumbled they, thus he went on, 
Till baith the haves were near hand done: 
Poor Pouſies now the dafhn ſaw, 
Of gawn for nignyes to the law; 
And bill'd the judge, that he wad pleaſe 
To give them the remaining Cheeſe : 
To which his worſhip grave reply'd, 
The dues of court maun firſt be paid, 
Now Juſtice pleas'd :—what's to the fore 
Will but right ſcrimply clear your ſcore; 
That's our decreet ;—gae hame and ſleep, 
And thank us ye're win aff ſae cheap, 
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The CAMELEON, 


WA travellers, as they were wa'king, 

Bout the Cameleon fell a ta king, 
(Sic think it ſhaws them mettl'd men, 
To ſay I've ſeen, and ought to ken;) 
Says ane, *tis a ſtrange beaſt indeed, 
Four-footed, with a fiſh's head; 
A little bowk, with a lang tail, 
And moves far ſlawer than a ſnail; 
Of colour, like a blawart blue 
Reply'd his nibour, That's no true: 
For well I wat his colour's green, 
If ane may true his ain twa een; 
For I in ſun-ſhine ſaw him fair, 
When he was dining on the air.— 
Excuſe me, ſays the ither blade, 
I ſaw him better in the ſhade, 
And he is blue, — He's green, Pm ſure. — 
Ye lied — And yere the fon of a whore ,— 
Frae words there had been cuff and kick, 
Had not a third come in the nick, 
Wha tenting them 1n this rough mood, 
Cry'd, Gentlemen, what ! are ye wood ? 
What's ye'r quarrel, and 't may be ſpeer't ? 
Truth, ſays the tane, far, ye ſhall heart: | 
The Cameleon, I ſay, he's blue; 
He threaps he's green, Now, what ſay you? 
Ne'er faſh ye'r ſells about the matter, 
Says the ſagacious arbitrator, 
He's black. Sae nave of you are right, 
I view'd him well with candle-light; | 
And have it in my pocket here, 
Row'd in my napkin hale and feer, 
Fy ! ſaid ae cangler, what dye mean? 
Til lay. my lugs on't, that he's green. 
Said th ither, were I gawn to death, 
I'd ſwear he's blue with my laſt breath, 
He's black, the judge maintain'd ay (tout, 
And to convince them, whop'd him out : 
But to ſurprize of ane and a', 


The Animal was white as ſnaw, 
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And thus reprov'd them, * Shallow boys, 

© Away, away, make nae mair noiſe; 

© Ye're a three wrang, and a' three right; 
But learn to own your-nibours fight 

© As good as yours, —Your judgment ſpeak, 
© But never be ſae daftly weak 

T' imagine ithers will by force 

Submit their ſentiments to yours: 

© As things in various lights ye ſee, 

* They'll ilka ane reſemble me,” 


The tua LIZARDS, 


ENEATH a tree, ae ſhining day, 

On a burn-bank twa Lizards lay 
Beeking themſells now in the beams, 
Then drinking of the cauller ſtreams. 
Waes me, ſays ane of them to th' ither, 
How mean and filly live we, brither ? 
Beneath the moon is ought ſae poor! 

Re garded leſs, or mair obſcure ! 

We breathe indeed, and that's juſt a-; 
But, forc'd by deſtiny's hard law, 

On earth like worms to creep and ſprawl 
Curſt fate to ane that has a ſaul! 

Forby, gin we may trow report, 

In Nilus giant Lizards ſport, 

Ca'd Crocodiles :;—ah ! had I been 

Of ſic a ſize, upon the green, 

Then might I had my ſkair of fame, 
Honour, reſpect, and a great name; 
And Man with gaping jaws have ſhor'd, 
Syne like a-pagod been ador'd, 

Ah, friend! replies the ither Lizard, 
What makes this grumbling in thy gizzard? 
What cauſe have ye to be uneaſy ? 

Cannot the ſweets of freedom pleaſe ye? 

We free frae trouble, toil or care, 

Enjoy the ſun, the earth and air, 

The cryſtal ſpring and green- wood ſhaw;, 

And beildy holes, when tempeſts blaw. 
T 3 


Why ſhould we fret, look blae or wan, 
Tho' we're contemn'd by paughty man? 
If ſae. lets in return be wile, 

And that proud animal deſpiſe. 

O fy! returns th* ambitious beaſt, 
How weak a fire now warms thy breaſt ? 
It breaks my heart to live ſae mean; 
I'd like t' attract the gazer's een, 

And be admir'd— What ſtately horns 
The Deer's majeſtic brow adorns ! 

He claims our wonder and our dread, 
Where e'er he heaves his haughty head. 
What envy a' my ſpirit fires, 

When he in cleareſt pools admires 

His various beauties with delyte; 

I'm like to drown myſelf with ſpite, 
Thus he held forth—when ſtraight a pack 
Of Hounds, and Hunters at their back, 
Ran down a deer before their face, 
Breathleſs and wearied with the chace, 
The dogs upon the victim ſeize, 

And beugles ſound his obſequies. 

But neither men nor dogs took tent 
Of our wee Lizards on the bent, 
While bungry Bawty, Buff, and Tray, 
Devour'd the paunches of the prey. 

Soon as the bloody deed was paſt, 
The Lizard wiſe the proud addreſt; 
Dear coulin, now pray let me hear 
How wad ye like to be a Deer? 

Ohon ! quoth he, convinc'd, and wae, 
Wha wad have thought it anes a-day | 
Well, be a private life my fate, 

Fl never envy mair the great: 
That we are little fowk, that's true; 
But ſae's our eares and dangers too. 
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MERCURY in gueſt of PEACE. 


HE gods cooſt out, as {tory gaes, 

Some being friends, ſome being faces, 
To men in a beſieged city, 

Thus ſome frae ſpite, and ſome frae pity, 

Stood to their point with canker'd ſtrictaeſe, 

And leftna ither in dogs likeneſs: 

Juno ca'd Venus whore and bawd, 

Venus ca'd Juno ſcaulding jad, 

E'en cripple Vulcan blew the low, 

Apollo ran to bend his bow, 

Dis ſhook his fork, Pallas her ſhield, 

Neptune his grape began to wield: 

What plague, cries Jupiter, hey hoy ! 

Maun this town prove anither Troy? 

What, will you ever be at odds, 

*Till mankind think us fooliſh gods? 

Hey ! miſtreſs Peace, make halte—appear— 

But madam was nae there to hear: 

Come, Hermes, wing thy heels and head, 

And find here out with a' thy ſpeed: 

Trowth, this is bonny wark indeed, 
Hermes obeys, and ſtaptna ſhort, 

But flies directly to the Court; 

For ſure, thought, ſhe will be found 

On that fair complimenting ground, 

Where pralſes and embrac23 ran 

Like current coin 'tween man and man: 

But ſoon, alake! he was beguil'd, 

And fand that courtiers only ſmil'd, 

And with a formal flatt'ry treat ye, 

That they mair ſickerly might cheat ye: 

Peace was na there, nor e'er could dwell 

Where hidden envy makes a hell, 

Nieſt to the ha', where juſtice ſtands 
With {word and ballance in her hands, 
He flew—no that be thought to find her 
Between the accuſer and defender; 

Bur ſure he thought to find the wench 


Amang the ſowk that fill the bench, 
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Sae muckle gravity and grace 
Appear'd in ilka judge's face: 
Even here he was deceiv'd again, 
For ilka judge ſtack to his ain 
Interpretation of the law, 
And vex'd themſells with had and draw, 
Frae thence he flew ſtraight to the Kirk: 
In this he prov'd as daft a ſtirk, 
To look for Peace, where never three 
In ev'ry point cou'd e' er agree; 
Ane his ain gate explain'd a text 
Quite contrair to his neighbour next, 
And teughly toolied day and night 
To gar believers trow them right. 
Ihen ſair he ſigh'd where can ſhe be? 
Well thought— the univerſity, 
Science is ane, theſe maun agree: 
There did he bend his ſtrides right clever, 
But is as far miſtane as ever; 
For here contention and ill - nature 
Had runkled ilka learn'd feature; 
Ae party ſtood for antient rules, 
Anither ca'd the antients fools; 
Here ane wad ſet his ſhanks aſpar, 
And rooſe the Man ſang Troy war, 
Anither ca's him Robin Kar. 
Well, ſhe's no here—away he flies 
To ſeek her amangſt families: 
Tout, what ſhou'd ſhe do there I wonder? 
Dwells ſhe with; matrimonial thunder, 
Where mates, ſome greedy, ſome deep drinkers, 
Contend with thriftleſs mates or jinkers ? 
This ſays, *tis black; and that, wi' ſpite, 
Stifly maintains and threeps *tis white. 
Weary'd at laſt, quoth he, let's ſee, 
How branches with their ſtocks agree; 
But here he fand {till his miſtake: 
Some parents cruel were, ſome weak; 
While bairns ungratefu' did behave, 
And wiſh'd their parents in the grave, 
Has Jove then ſent ne amang thir fowk,, 
Cry'd Hermes, here to hunt the gowk ? 


Well, I h 
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Well, I have made a waly round, 

To ſeek what is-not to be found : 

Juſt on the wing—towards a burn 

A wee piece aff his looks did turn, 
There miſtreſs Peace he chanc'd to ſee, 
Sitting beneath a willow tree: 

And have I found ye at the laſt ? 

He cry'd aloud, and held her faſt. 
Here I reſide, quoth ſhe, and ſmil'd, 
With an auld hermit in this wild, 
Well, madam, ſaid he, I perceive 
That ane may long your preſence crave, 
And miſs ye ſtil but this ſeems plain, 
To have ye, ane maun be alane, 
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The SPRING and the Srx. 


ED. by a living Spring, a rill 
PFlow'd eaſily adowa a hill; 
A thouſand flowers upon its bak 
Flouriſh'd fu' fair, and grew right rank: 
Near to its courſe a Syke did lye, 
Whilk was in ſimmer aften dry, 
And ne'er recover'd life again, 
But after ſoaking ſhowers of rain; 
Then wad he ſwell, look big and ſpruſſi, 
And o'er his margin proudly guſh. 
Ae day, after great waughts of wet, 
He with the cryſtal current met, 
And ran him down with unco' din; 
Said he, how poorly does thou rin? 
See with with what {tate I daſh the brae, 
Whilſt thou canſt hardly make thy way. 
The Spring, with a ſuperior air, 
Said, Sir, your brag gives me nae care; 
For ſoon's ye want your foreign aid, 
Your paughty cracks will ſoon be laid: 
Frae my ain head I have ſupply, 
But you mult borrow, elſe rin dry. 


as te To 


PORM 8. 
The DarT BARGAIN, a Tale, 


T market anes, I watna how, 

\ Twa herds between them coft a cow: 
Driving her hame, the needfu* Hacky 
But ceremony chanc'd to k . 
Quoth Rab right ravingly to Raff, 
Gin ye'll eat that digeſted draff 
Of Crummy, I ſhall quat my part— 
A bargain be't with a' my heart, 
Raff ſoon reply'd, and lick'd his thumb, 
To gorble't up without a gloom : 
Syne till't he fell, and ſeem'd right yap 
His mealtith quickly up to gawp; 
— done, his heart began to ſcunner, 
But lootna on *till Rab ſtrak under; 
Wha fearing ſkair of cow to tine, 
At his daft bargain did repine. 
Well, well, quoth Kaff, tho“ ye was raſh, 
YU! ſcorn to wrang ye, ſenſeleſs haſh ; 
Come, fa' to wark, as I ha'e done, 
And eat the ither baff as ſoon, 
Ye's ſave ye'r part Content, quoth Rab 
And ſlerg'd the reſt o't in his gab. 
Not what was tint, or what was won, 
Is eithly ſeen My ſtory's done, 
Yet frae this tale confed' rate ſtates may learn 
To ſave their cow, and yet no eat her ſharn, 
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The Twa Cur-Puxs Es, à Tale. 


N borrows town there was a fair, 
And mony a landart coof was there, 
Baith lads and laſſes buſked brawly, 
To glowr at ilka bonny waly, 
And lay out ony ora bodles 


On ſma' gimcracks that pleas'd their nn 


Sic as a jocktaleg, or ſheers, 
Confeckit ginger, plums, or pears, 


Theſe gaj 
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Epiſtle 7 
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Theſe gaping gowks twa rogues ſurvey, 
And on their caſh this plot they lay : 

The tane, leſs like a knave than fool, 
Unbidden clam the high cockſtool, 

And pat his head and baith his hands 

Throw holes where the ill doer ſtands: 

Now a' the crowd with mouth and een 

Cry'd out, What does this idiot mean?“ 
They glowr'd and leugh, and gather'd thick, 
| And never thought upon a trick, (S 
'Till he beneath had done his job, 

By tooming poutches of the mob; 

Wha now poſſeſt of rowth of gear, 

Scour'd aff as lang's the coſt was clear, 

But wow ! the ferly quickly chang'd, 
When throw their empty fobs they rang'd ; 
Some girn'd, and tome look'd blae wi' grief, 
While ſome cry'd out, Fy had the thief:“ 

W But ne'er a thief or thief was there, 
or cou'd be found in a' the fair. 
The jip, wha ſtood aboon them a', 
His innocence began to ſhaw; 

Said he, my friends, I'm very ſorry 
To hear your melancholy (tory ; 

W But ſure where'er your tinſel be, 
Le canna lay the wyte on me. 


| Epiſtle to RoBERT YARDE, of Devonſhire, Eſq; 


RAE northern mountains clad with ſnaw, 
| Where whiſtling winds inceſſant blaw, 
In time now when the curling-ſtane, 

Slides murm'ring o'er the icy plain, 

What ſprightly tale in verſe can Yarde 
Expect frae a cauld Scottiſh bard, 

With broſe and bannocks poorly fed, 

In hoden gray right haſhly cled, 

Skelping o'er frozen hags with pingle, 
Picking up peets to beet his ingle; 

While fleet that freezes as it ta's, 

Theeks as with glaſs the diyot waws 
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of « lagh hut, where fax-thegitherg : 


Ly heads and thraws on craps of heather? 
Thus, Sir, of us the ſtory gaes, 

By our mair dull and ſcornfu*-faess - 

But let them tauk, and gowks believe, 

While we laugh at them in our fleeve; 

For we, nor barbarous nor rude, 


i our blood; 
- Ne'er want good wine to warm our blood; 
— tables crown d and heartſome beils, 


And can in Cumins, Don's, or Steil's, 
Be ſerv d as plenteouſly and civil, 
As you in London at the Devil. 
You, Sir, yourſelf wha came and ſaw, 
Own'd that we wanted nought at a, 
To make us as content a nation, 
ny is in the creation. 
21505 point premis'd, my canty muſe 
Cocks up her creſt without excufe, 
And ſcorns to ſcreen her natural flaws 
With V, and buts, and dull becauſe; - 
She pukes her pens, and aims a flight, 
Thro' regions of internal light, n 
Frae tancy's field, theſe truths to _ 
That you ſhou'd hear, and ſhe ſhou'd ſing. 
Langſyne, when love and innocence 
Were human nature's beſt defence, 
Ere party jars made lawtith leſs, 
By cleathing't in a'monkiſh dreſs; 
Then poets ſhaw'd theſe evenly roads, 
That lead to dwellings of the gods, 
In theſe dear — well ken d to fame, 
ivini vates was their name: 
man and is, and ſhall he ay, 
While they move in fair virtue's way. 
Tho' rarely we to: ſtipends reach, 
Yet nane dare hinder us to preach, 
Believe me, Sir, _ neareſt way 
To happineſs, 1s to be gay; 
— ſpleen indulg'd, will baniſh reſt 
Far frae the boſoms of the beſt 
Thouſands a-year's no worth a prin, 
When eꝰer this faſhaus gueſt gets in: 


But a fa 
Can keej 
Sae eithl. 
What hi: 
VW ha has 
How ſmo 
A youth 
Enliven'd 
Will ne'e 
The ſatis 
Poor is th 
That canr 
But enviot 
That are 
Which ga 
And hell's 
Vet never 
Is ever wa; 
Yet ae e 
A man the 
It ſhaws as 
And ane ex 
If careleſs 
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Then neither 
With idle fe: 
Nor with neg 
Do ſkaith to 
Thus ſteering 
Your joys ſh; 
Give a your 
As lang as re: 
Deſires, tho? 
When they h 
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But a fair competent eſtate 
Can keep a man frae looking blate, 
Sae eithly it lays to his hand 
What his juſt appetites demand, 
VW ha has, and can enjoy, O wow! 
How ſmoothly may his minutes flow? 
A youth thus bleſt with manly frame, 
Enliven'd with a lively flame, 
Will ne'er with ſordid pinch controul 
The ſatisfaction of his ſoul, 
Poor is that mind, ay diſcontent, 
That canna uſe what God has lent; 
But envious girns at a' he ſees, 
That are a crown richer than he's; 
Which gars him pitifully hane, 
And hell's aſe - middins rake for gain; 
Yet never kens a blythſome hour, 
Is ever wanting, ever ſowr. 

Yet ae extreme ſhou'd never make 
A man the gowden mean forſake, 
It ſhaws as much a ſhallow mind, 
And ane extravagantly blind, 
If careleſs of his future fate, 
He daftly waſtes a good eſtate, 
And never thinks *till thoughts are vain, 
And can afford him nought but pain, 
Thus will a joiner's ſhavings bleez, 
Their low will for ſome ſeconds pleaſe; 
But ſoon the glaring leam is paſt, 
And cauldrife darkneſs follows faſt : 
While flaw the faggots Jarge expire, 
And warm us with a laſting fire, 
Then neither, as I ken ye will, 
With idle fears your pleaſures fpill ; 
Nor with neglecting prudent care, 
Do ſkaith to your ſucceeding heir: 
Thus ſteering cannily throw life, 
Your joys ſhall laſting be and rife. 
Give a' your paſſions room to reel, 
As Jang as reaſon guides the wheel: 
Deſires, tho ardent, are nae crime, 
When they harmoniouſly keep time; 
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But when they ſpang o'er reaſon's fence, - 
We ſmart for't at our ain expence : 

To recreate us we're allow'd, 

But gaming deep boils up the blood, 
And gars ane at groom-porters ban 

The Being that made him a man, 
When his fair gardens, houſe and lands, 
Are fa'n amongſt the ſharpers hands, 

A chearſu' bottle ſooths the mind, 

Gars carles grow canty, free, and kind; 
Defeats our care, and heals our ſtrife, 
And brawly oyls the wheels of life: 

But when juſt quantums we tranſgreſs, 


Our bleſſing turns the quite reverſe, 


To love the bonny ſmiling fair, 


Nane can their paſſions better ware; 


Yet love is kittle and unruly, 

And ſhou'd move tentily and hooly : 
For if it get o'er meikle head, 

»Tis fair to gallop ane to dead: 

O'er ilka hedge it wildly bounds, 

And grazes on forbidden grounds; 
Where conſtantly, like furies, range 
Poortith, diſeaſes death, revenge: 

To toom anes poutch to dunty clever, 
Or have wrang'd huſband probe ane's liver, 
Or void ane's faul out throw a ſhanker, 
In faitl; *twad any mortal canker, 

Then wale a virgin worthy you, 
Worthy your love and nuptial vow ; 
Syne frankly range o'er a' her charms, 
Drink deep of joy within her arms; 

Be {till delighted with her breaſt, 
And on her love with rapture feaſt. 

May ſhe be blooming, ſaft, and young, 
With praces melting from her tongue; 
Prudent and yielding to maintain 
Your love, as well as you her ain, 


Thus with your leave, Sir, I've made free 


To give advice to ane can gi'e 
As good again But as maſs John 
Said, when the ſand tald time was done, 
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© Ha'e patience, my dear friends, a wee, 
And take ae ither glaſs frae me 


And if ye think there's doublers due, 
I ſhanna bauk the like frae you,” 
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E- sour our channel, where *tis common 
To be prieſt ridden, man and woman; 

A father, anes in grave proceſſion, | 
Went to receive-a wight's confeſſion, 
Whaſe ſias, lang- gather d, now began 
To burden ſair his inner man: 
But happy they that can with eaſe 
Sling aff (ic laids when e' er they pleaſe: 
Lug out your fins, and eke your purſes, 
And ſoon your kind ſpiritual nurſes 
Will eaſe you of theſe heavy turſes. 

Cries Hodge, and fighs, ab ! father ghoſtly, 
I lang'd anes for ſome jewels coſtly, 
And itaw them frae a ſneaking miſer, 
Wha was a wicked cheating ſqueezer, 
And much had me and others wrang'd, 
For which I aften wiſh'd him hang'd. 
The father ſays, I own my ſoa, 

To rob or pilfer is ill done; 
But I can eith forgive the faut, 
Since it is only tit for tat. 

The ſighing penitent gade furder, 
And own'd his anes deſigning murder; 
That he had lent ane's guts a ſkreed, 
Wha had gi'en him a broken head, 
Replies the prieſt, my ſon, *tis plain 
That's only tit for tat again. 

But (till the ſinner ſighs and ſobs, 

And cries, ah! theſe are venial jobs 
To the black crime that yet behind 
Lyes like Auld Nick upon my mind: 
1 dare na name't; I'd lure be ſtrung 
Up by the neck, or by the tongue, 
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As ſpeak it out to you : believe me, 
The faut you never wad forgive me. 
The haly man, with pious care, 
Intreated, pray'd, and ſpake him fair, 
Conjur'd him, as he hop'd for heaven, 
To tell his crime, and be forgiven. 
Well then, ſays Hodge, if it maun be, 
Prepare to hear a tale frae me, 
That when *tis tald, I'm unko feard 
Ye'll wiſh it never had been heard: 
Ah me! your reverence's ſiſter, 
Ten times I carnally have—kiſt her, 
All's fair, returns the reverend brother, 
I've done the ſamen with your mother 
Three times as aft; and ſae for that 
We're on a level, tit for tat. 


| + 
Epiſtle from Mr WII IAN STARRAT, Teacher of 
Mathematics af Straban ix IxELAxD, 


E windy day laſt owk, I'll ne'er forger, 
I think I hear the bailſtanes rattling yet; 

On Crochan buſs my hirdſell took the lee, 
As ane wad wiſh, juſt a' beneath my ee: 
I in the bield of yon auld birk-tree fide, | 
Poor cauldrife Coly whing'd aneath my plaid, 
Right tozylie was ſet to eaſe my ſtumps, 
Weel hap'd with bountith-hoſe and twa - ſoll'd pumps; 
Syne on my four-hours luntion chew'd my cood, 
Sic kilter pat-me in a merry mood : 
My whiſtle frae my blanket nook I drew, 

And lilted owre thir twa three lines to you, 
Blaw up my heart · ſtrings, ye Pierian quines, 
That gae the Grecian bards their bonny rhymes, 
And learn'd the Latin lowns fic ſprings to play, 
As gars the world gang dancing to this day, 

In vain I ſeek your help; tis bootlefs toil 
With ſic dead x 4 to muck a moorland foil; 
Give me the muſe that calls paſt ages back, 


Ard ſhaws proud ſouthern ſangſters their miſtak, 
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That frae their Thames can fetch the laurel north, fl 
And big Parnaſſus on the frith of Forth. ; | 
Thy breaſt alane this gladſome gueſt does fill 
With ſtrains, that warm our hearts like cannel gill, 9 
And learns thee, in thy umquhile gutcher's tongue, = 
The blytheſt lilts that'e'er my logs heard ſung. = 
Ramſay ! for ever live: for wha like you . 
In deathleſs ſang fic life-hke pictures drew? - = 
Not he wha whilome with his harp cou'd ca fry [ 
The dancing ſtanes to big the Theban wa'; £ Cx 
Nor he (ſhamefa's ſool head) as ſtories tell, | 

Could whiſtle back an auld dead wife frae hell; 
Nor e'en the loyal brooker of Bell trees, 5 


8 e 


Wha ſang with hungry wame his want of fees; 
Nor Habby's drone cou'd with thy wind - pipe pleaſe: 
When in his well kend clink thou manes the death 
Of Lucky Wood and Spence (a matchleſs ſkaith 
To Canigate) ſae gaſh thy gab trees gang, 
The carlines live for ever in thy ſang, 

Or, when thy country bridal thou purſues, 
To red the regal tulzie ſets thy muſe, 
Thy ſoothing fangs bring canker'd carles to caſe, 
Some lowps to Lutter's pipe, ſome birls babies, 

But gin to graver notes thou tunes thy breath, 
And ſings poor Sandy's grief for Edie's death, 
Or Matthew's loſs; the lambs in concert mae, 
And laneſome Ringwood youls upon the brae, 

Good God ! what tuneleſs heart ſtrings wadna twang; 
When love and beauty animates thy ſang? 
Skies echoe back, when thou blaws up thy reed, 
In Burchet's praiſe for clapping of thy head: 
And when thou bids the paughty Czar ſtand yon, 
The wandought ſeems beneath thee on his throne, 
Now, be my ſaul, and I have nought behin, 
And weil I wat fauſe {wearing is a ſin, 
I'd rather have thy pipe, and twa three ſheep, 
Than a' the gowd the monarchs coffers keep, 

Coly, look out, the few we have's gane wrang, 4 


This ſe'enteen owks 1 have not play'd ſae lang; 

Ha, Crummy, ha—trowth 1 maun quat my ſang; 

But, lad, neiſt mirk we'll to the hainiog drive, 

When in freſh lizar they get ſpleet and riye; 
U 
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While we can dance and whiſtle o'er the green, 
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4 The royts will reſt, and gin ye like m , ind: 
i | 1 I'll whiſtle to thee all the live-lang 3 —— t 
- | i The lawl 
, 1 To Mr WiLLIam STARRAT, en receiving the above Wha lool 
4 Epiſtle, That Jull 

4 But trowt 

3 T7RAE fertile fields where nae curs'd ethers creep, At our ail 

4 To ſtang the herds that in raſh-buſſes ſleep; Fair fa' y 

W . Frae where Saint Patrick's bleſſings freed the bogs And may 

| Frae taids, and afks, and ugly creeping frogs ; The fat 

Welcome to me the ſound of Starrat's pipe, O'er glen: 
Welcome, as weſtlen winds, or berries ripe, Maggy. t 
When ſpeeling up the hill, the Dog · days heat Brent is h 
Gars a young thirſty ſhepherd pant and ſweat: have at 
Thus while I climb the muſes mount with care, Then ye'l 
Sic friendly praiſes give refreſhing air, When I'y 
O! may the laſſes loo thee for thy pains, Some dain 
And may thou lang breathe healſome o'er the plains: | 
Lang mayſt thou teach, with round and nooked lines, ber Lamas ern 
Subſtantial ſkill, that's worth rich filler mines; 2 
To ſhaw how wheels can gang with greateſt eaſe, p he Ri, 
And what kind barks fails ſmootheſt o'er the ſeas; M 7 
How wind- mills ſhou'd be made —and how they work rs Jo 
The thumper that tells hours upon the kirk : 
How wedyes rive the aik:— How pullifees AST 
Can lift on higheſt roofs the greateſt trees; Me 
Rug frae its roots the craig of Edinburgh caſtle, Armyas he 
As eaſily as 1 cou'd break my whiſtle.— To pleaſe 
What pleughs fits a wet ſoil, and whilk the dry; Him with 
And mony a thouſand uſeful things forby. Her chear 
I own *tis cauld encouragement to ſing, 
When round ane's Jugs the blatran hailitanes ring; Dear ſh 
But feckfu' folk can front the baldeſt wind, Ill tell yo 
And flunk thro' moors, and never faſh their mind, 
Aft have I wid throu' glens with chorking feet, Out wi 
When neither plaid nor kelt cou'd fend the weet; But cerem 
Yet blythly wald 1 bang out o'er the brae, 
And ſtend o'er burns as light as ony rae, They'll 
Hoping the morn might prove a better day. The beaut 
Then let's to lairds and ladies leave the ſpleen, Still to the 
When we 


n 
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Mankind's account of good and ill's a jeſt, 
Fancy's the rudder, and content's a feaſt, 

Dear friend of mine, ye but o'er meikle rooſe 
The lawly mints of my poor moorland mute, 
Wha looks but blate. when even'd to ither twa, 
That lull'd the deel, or bigg'd the Theban wa; 
But trowth *tis natural for us a' to wink 
At our ain fauts, and praiſes frankly drink: 
Fair fa' ye then, and may your flocks grow rife, 
And may nae elf twin Crummy ot her hte. 

The ſun ſhines ſweetly, a' the lift looks blue, 
O'er glens hing hovering clouds of riſing dew; 
Maggy, the bonnielt laſs of a' our town, 

Brent is her brow, her hair a curly brown, 

I have a tryſt with her, and maun away, 

Then ye'll excuſe me til] anither day, 

When I've mair time; for thortly I'm to ſing 
Some dainty fangs, that fall round Crochan ring. 


— 


An Ops, with a Paſtoral Recitative, on the Marriage of 


the Right Honourable James Earl of Wteuyss and 
Mrs Jax BT CHARTERIS, J 


RECiTATIVE, 

AST morn young Roſalind, with laughing een, 
. Met with the ſinging ſhepherd on the green; 
Armyas height, wha us'd with tunefu' lay 
To pleaſe the ear, when he began to play: 

Him with a ſmile the bloomiog laſs addreſt; 
Her chearfu* look her inward joy confeſt. 
ROSALIND, 
Dear ſhepherd, now exert your wonted fire, 
Ill tell you news that ſhall your thoughts inſpire, 
ARMYAS, 
Out wi' them, bonny laſs, and if they'll bear, 
But ceremony, you a fang ſhall hear, 
_- ROSALIND, 
They'll bear, and do invite the blytheſt ſtrains z 
The beauteous Charteriſſa of theſe plains, 
Still to them dear, wha late made us ſae wae, 
When we beard tell ſhe was far af to gae, PI 
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And leave our heartſome fields, her native land, 
Now's ta'en in time, and-fix*d by Hymen's band. 
ARMYAS, 
To whom? ſpeak faſt; I hope ye dinna jeer. 
Ro $ALIND, 

No, no, my dear, tis true, as we ſtand here. 
The Thane of Firs, who lately wi' his Flane, 
And Vizy leel, made the BLYTH BowL his ain; 
He, the delight of baith the ſma and great, 

Wha's bright beginning ſpae his ſonſy fate, 

Has gain'd her heart; and now their mutual flame 

Retains the fair, and 2 her wealth, at hame, 
ARMYAS, 

Now Roſalind, may never ſorrow twine 
Sae near your heart, as joys ariſe in mine, 

Come kiſs me, laſſie, and you's hear me ſing 
A bridal ſang that thro? the woods ſhall ring. 

| RoOSALIND, - | | 

Ye're ay ſae daft, come take it, and ha'e done; 
Let a' the lines be ſaft, and ſweet the tune. | 


ARMYASs ings. 


OM E, ſhepherds) a' your whiſtles join, 
And ſhaw your blytheſt faces; 

The nymph that we were like to tive, 

At hame her pleaſure places. 
Lift up your notes both loud and gay, 

Yet ſweet as Philomella's, 
And yearly ſolemnize the day 

When this good luck befel us. 


Hail to the Thane deſcended frae 
MACDUFF renown'd in ſtory, 
Wha Albion frae tyrannic ſway 
Reſtor'd to antient glory: 
His early bloſſoms loud proclaim, * IN 
That frae this {tem he riſes, 
Whale merits gives him right to fame, 
And to the higheſt prizes, 


15 


His lovely Counteſs ſing, ye ſwains, 
Nae ſubject can be ſweeter; 


The belt 
Which 
Bright are 
Which 
With a' tl 
Which 


Straight as 
And boy 
Were Jove 
Her ſmi 
Rejoice in 
Her inn; 
Her ſweet: 
And fur 


Lang may 
And lan 
Securely ic 
And lod 
Thrice hap 
Your bre 
When you 
By a' th 


Wi © a 4 


On ſeeing 


c 2 
c Ar 


The beſt of blood flows in her veins, 
Which makes ilk grace compleater: 

Bright are the beauties of her mind 
Which frae her dawn of reaſon, 1 

With a' the rays of wit hath ſhin d. +4 
Which virtue {till did ſeaſon. M 


Straight as the plane her features fair, ue 
And bonny to a wonder | 1 

Were Jove rampaging in the air, 
Her ſmiles might Nap his thunder, 

Rejoice in her then happy youth, 
Her innate worth's a treaſure ; | . | 5 

Her ſweetneſs a' your cares will ſooth, 
And furniſh endleſs pleaſure. 


Lang may ye live t' enjoy her charms, 9 
And lang, lang may they bloſſom, _ 
Securely icreen'd within your arms, 1 
And lodged in your boſom. | 


Thrice happy parents, jultly may ] A 
Your breaſts with joy be fired, | we 
When you the darling pair ſurvey, M 
By a' the warld admired. | | 7 
= 

r oSGo@eope oe 1 Z 
a 1 4 
On ſeeing the Agcutrs diverting themſelves at the 9 
Buts and Rovers, Oc. = 

Alt the deſire of Sir William Bennet, | : 

Negue ſemper arcum tendit Apollo. . 

APOLLO aft flings by his bows, i 

And plays the Broom of Gowden-knows ; 2 

4 He ſometimes drinks F. 


His DEMAND, 


« HE Rovers and the Buts you ſaw, 
c And him who gives deſpotic Jaw 
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© In numbers ſing what you have ſeen 

* Both 1n the garden and the green, 

* And how with wine they clos'd the day 
la harmleſs toaſts, both blyth and gay: 
This to remember be't thy care, 

* How they did juſtice to the fair.“ 


The ANSWER, 


„ I with much delight beheld 

x Þ The royal Archers on the field; 
Their garb, their manner, and their game, 
Wakes in the mind a martial flame. 

To ſee them draw the bended yew, 
Brings bygane ages to our view, 

When buraiſh'd ſwords and whizzing flanes 
Forbade the Norwegens and Danes, 
Romans and Saxons, to invade 

A nation of nae foes afraid ; 

Whaſe virtue and true valour ſay'd 

Them bravely from their b'ing enſlay'd : 
Eſteeming't greater not to be, 

Than loſe their darling Liberty. 

How much unlike! But mum for that, 
Some beaux may ſnarl if we ſhould prat. 
When av'rice, luxury and eaſe, 

A tea fac'd generation pleaſe, 

Whaſe pithleſs limbs in ſilks o'er-clad, 


| Scarce bear the lady-handed lad 


Frae's looking glaſs into the chair, 
Which bears him to blaflum the fair, 
Wha by their actions come to ken 
Sic are but in appearance men, 
Theſe ill cou'd bruik, without a beild, 
To ſleep in boots upon the ſield; 
Let riſe as glorious as the ſun, 
To end what greatly they begun. 
Nor couꝰ d it ſuit their taſte and pride 
To eat an ox boil'd in his hide; 
Or quaff pure element, ah me 
Without ream, ſugar, and bohea. 

Hail noble ghoſts of each brave ſire! 
Whoſe ſauls glow'd with a god- like fire! 


If you're 
And can \ 
Breathe n 
Communi 
By which 
The Cale: 
That whe 
She may n 
Here,! 
If I have | 
For when 
We ſeldo 
But we 
Under th: 
Of “ ane 
And mak. 
Him honc 
Which m 
Nae ſlav'r 
Whiles h. 
Wha nev 
Till the p 
But, like 
He ſpeak; 
Belt gove 
To hnd a 
But dre 
To pain! 
From hes 
Strength 
Where in 
Permits n 
Here Sir 
Wha can 
Draw to 
Proud ſh: 
Gielainge 
You plac 
And whe 
You toll 


PO EMS, 227 


If you're to guardian poſts afſign'd, | \ 
And can with greatneſs warm the mind ; | 2 
Breathe manly ardours in your race, f 
Communicate that martial grace, | 
By which through ages you maintain'd | 
The Caledonian rights unſtain'd; 


That when our nation makes demands, 
She may ne'er want brave hearts and hands. 
Here, Sir, I muſt your pardon aſk, 
If I have ſtarted from my taſk ; 
For when the fancy takes a flight, 
We ſeldom ken where it will light. 
But we return to view the band, 
Under the regular command 
Of“ ane wha arbitrarly ſways, 
And makes it law whate'er he ſays: 
Him honour and true reaſon rule, 
Which makes ſubmiſhon to his will | \ 
Nae ſlav'ry, but a juſt delight, . =—_ 
Whiles he takes care to keep them right ; 18 
Wha never lets a cauſe depend 48 
Till the purſner's power's at end; == 
Bar, like a miniſter of fate, 
He ſpeaks, and there's no more debate: 1 
Beit government, were ſubjects ſure _ 
To find a prince ht for ſic pow'r. _ a2 
But drop we caſes not defir'd, 
To paint the Archers now retir'd 
From healthfu' ſport, to chearfu' wine, 
Strength io recruit, and wit refine ; Ru” 
Where innocent and blythſome tale " 1 
Permits nae ſourneſs to prevail: f _ 
Here Sir, you never fail to pleaſe, | 1 
Wha can in phraſe adapt with eaſe, 
Draw to the life a' kind of fowks, " 
Proud ſhaups, dull coofs, and gabbling gowks, | 
Giclaingers, and each greedy wight, | L 
You place them in their proper light; | 
And when true merit comes in view, 0 
You tully pay them what's their due, = 
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While circling wheels the hearty glaſs, 
Well flayour'd with fome lovely laſs ; 
Or with the bonny fruitfu' dame, 
Wha brightens in the nuptial flame, 

My lord, your toaſt, the preſes cries: 
To lady Charlotte, he replies, 
Now, Sir, let's hear your beauty bright: 
To lady Jean returns the knight, 
To Hamilton a health gaes round, 
And one to Eylinton is crown'd, 


How ſweet they taſte Now, Sir, you ſay : 


Then drink to her that's far away, 
The lov'd Southeſk. Neiſt, Sir, you name: 
I give you Baſil's handſome dame, 


1Ts't come to me? then toaſt the fair 


That's fawn, O Cockburn, to thy ſkair, 
How hearty went theſe healths about ! 
How blythly were they waughted out ! 
To a' the. ſtately, fair and young, 

Frae Haddington and Hopton ſprung; 


To Lithgow's daughter in her bloom, 


To dear Mackay, and camely Home; 
To Creightons every way divine, 

To Haldane ſtreight as any pine, 

O how delicious was the glaſs 

Which was perfum'd with lovely Beſs ! 
And ſae theſe rounds were flowing gi'en, 
To filters Niſbet, Nell and Jean. 

To ſweet Montgomery ſhining fair, 
To Prieſtfield twins, delightfu' pair. 
To Katies four of beauteous fame, 
Stuart and Cochran lady claim, 

Third Hamilton, fourth Ardreſs name, 
To Peggies Pentland, Bang and Bell, 
To Minto's mate, and lively Nell: 

To Gordon's raviſhingly ſweet, - 

To Maule in whom the graces meet, 

To Hepburn wha has charms in (tore, 
To Pringle harmony all o'er; 

To the polite Kinloch and Hay, 

To Wallace beautifu' and gay, 
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To Campbe 
To Maitlan 
To Lockha 
To bonny ( 
To Stuarts 
Of Inverny 
To gracefu 
To Naſmit! 
To Clerk, 
To Deans « 
Where are 
In Chriſter 
(Dear nym 
On us, or 
That in th 
For heads 
The neilt 1 
We'll not 

Thus be 
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Till a' our 

Then de 
Who're pl 
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To heaven 
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Lads, cc 
And, or in 
Be ſtill ſuc 
In Mars's « 
Sae bards : 
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Thus, 8 
As Mars a 
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To Campbell, Skeen and Rutherfoord, 
To Maitland fair the much ador d, 
To Lockhart with the ſparkling een, 
To bonny Crawford ever green, 
To Stuarts mony a dazzling bairn, 
Of Invernytie and Denairn. 
To gracefu' Sleigh, and Oliphant, 
To Naſmith, Baird, Scot, Grier and Grant; 
To Clerk, Anſtruther, Frank and Graham, 
To Deans agreeing with her name, 
Where are we now ? Come, to the belt 
In Chriſtendom, and a' the reſt, 
(Dear nymphs unnam'd, lay not the blame 
On us, or on your want of fame, 
That in this liſt you do not ſtand ; 
For heads give way :—But there's my hand, 
The neiſt time we have fic a night, 
We'll not negle& to do ye right.) 

Thus beauties rare, and virgins fine, 
With blooming belles enlivened our wine, 
Till a' our noles 'gan to ſhine, | 

Then down we look'd upon the great, 
Who're plagu'd with guiding of the ſtate, 
And pity'd each flegmatic wight, 

Whole creeping ſauls ken nae delight, 
But keep themſelves ay on the gloom, 
Startled with fears of what's to come, 
Poor paſhon ! ſure by fate deſign'd 
The mark of an inferior mind. 

To heaven a filial fear we awe, 

But fears nane elſe a man ſhou'd ſhaw. 

Lads, cock your bonnets, bend your bows, 
And, or in earneſt, or in mows, 

Be ſtil] ſucceſsful, ever glad, 

In Mars's or in Venus” bed; 

Sae bards aloud ſhall chant your praiſe, 
And ladies ſhall your ſpirits raiſe 

Thus, Sir, I've ſung what you requir'd, 
As Mars and Venus have infpur'd, 

While they inſpire, and you approve, 
I'll üng brave deeds, and ſafter love; 
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Till great Apollo ſay well tone, 
And own me for his native ſon. 


© OOoSSococ c ceo oo = S S S S 


Mrote on Lady SomerviLle's Book of Scots SanGs, 
_ 


AE, canty book, and win a name; 
Nae lyrics e er ſhall ding thee : 

Hope large eſteem, and laſting fame, 

If Somervilla ſing thee, 
If ſhe thy ſinleſs faults forgive, 

W hich her ſweet voice can cover, 
Thou ſhalt, in ſpite of critics, live 

Still grateful to each lover, 


BDoDoeDdDoc_cco-]oo-o oe oo... oo.) 


The NUPTIALS, a Maſque , on the Marriage of 
his Grace James Duke of HAMILTON and BRrAv- 
DON, Ce. 


CALL1OPE, playing upon a Violencello, ſings, 
Lang may bis bliſs and greatneſs bloſſom ; 


Joy to his virtuous charming bride, 
Who gains this day his grace's boſom, 


| > bas to the bridegroom, prince of Clyde, 


* An unknown ingenious friend did me the honour of the 
following introduction to the London edition of this Maſque; 
and being a Peet, my vanity will be pardoned for inſerting of it 
here, 

+ The preſent Poem being a revival of a good old form of poe- 
* try, in high repute with us, it may not be amiſs to ſay ſome- 
« thing of a diverſion once fo ayrecable, and ſo long interrupted, 
or diſuſed, The original of Maſques ſcems to be an imitation 
of the interludes of the ancients, preſented on occaſion of ſome 
* ceremony performed in a great and noble family, The actors 
* in this kind of half. dramatic poetry have formerly been even 
« kings, princes, and the firſt perſonages of the kingdom z and i 
private families, the nobleſt and neareſt branches. The mr 
* chinery was of the greateſt magnificence; very ſhewy, collly, 


and not uncommonly contrived by the ableſt architects, as wt 
as the beſt poets. Thus we ſee in Ben Johsſon the name of Ing 
Jones, and the fame in Carew; whether as the modcller only 


Appear, 
And be 


Behold yc 
Join'd 


Forſake a 
Fair qu 
And hithe 
Of beau 


Come, Hy 
And the 
Deſcend, \ 
With vi 


Alt the « 
mily F 
on his 


per be 


Fair miſt 
Thy invitat 
Of a' the g 
Bow down. 
Jove keeps 
And I to le 


* or as poet it 
+ being nothi 
that places h 
backwards 
* beth, and h 
* courager and 
* ever written, 
* the praiſe of 
* ber to have | 
in that opin 
the entertain 
of this perfor 
be the authe 
a attempt to re 
And though } 
5 think, never 
friend gave 


public will ag 


POEM S. _—_ 


Appear, great Genius of his line, 
And bear a part in the rejoicing z 

Behold your ward, by powers divine, 
Join'd with a mate of their ain chooſing, 


Forſake a while the Cyprian ſcene, 

Fair queen of ſmiles and ſaft embraces, 
And hither come, with a' your train 

Of beauties, loves, and ſports, and graces. 


Come, Hymen, bleſs their nuptial vow, 
And them with mutual joys inſpire. 
Deſcend, Minerva; for 'tis you 
With virtue beets the haly fire, 


Al the cloſe of this ſang, enters the Genius of the fa» 
mily clad in a ſcarlet robe, with a duke's coronet 
on his head, a ſhield on his left arm, with the pra · 
per bearing of Hamilton. | 
GENIUS. 
Fair miſtreſs of harmonious ſounds, we hear 
Thy invitation gratefu' to the ear 
Of a' the gods, who from the Olympian height 
Bow down. their heads, and in thy notes delight, 
Jove keeps this day in his imperial dome, 
And I to lead th' invited gueſts am come. 


* or as poet in conjunction with them, ſeems to be doubtful, there 
* being nothing of our Engliſh Vitruvius left (that I know of) 
* that places him in the claſs of writers. Theſe ſhews we trace 
* backwards as far as Henry VIII. from thence to Queen Eliza- 
* beth, and her ſucceſſor King James, who was both a great en- 
* courager and admirer of them. The laſt Maſque, and the beſt 
* ever written, was that of Milton, preſented at Ludlow Caſtle, in 
the praiſe of which no words can be too many: and I remem- 
ber to have heard the late excellent Mr Addiſon agree with me 
in that opinion. Coronations, princely nuptials, public feaſts, 
* the entertainment of foreign quality, were the uſual occaſions 
* of this performance, and the beſt poet of the age was courted to 
* be the author. Mr Ramſay has made a noble and ſucceſsful 
attempt to revive this kind of poeſy, on a late celebrated account, 
And though he is often to be admired in all his writings, yet, L 
think, never more than in his preſent compoſition. A particular 1 
friend gave it a ſccond edition in England, which; I fancy, the i 
pablic will agree that it deſerved. 9 

X 2 1 


232 © © E Nv, 
Enter Venus, attended by three Graves, with Minerva, 
and Hymen, all in their proper dreſſes, 
CALLIOPE. 
W bright Divinſties, that guard 
The brave and fair, and faithfu' love reward; 
All hail, immortal progeny of Jove, 
Who plant, preſerve, and proſper ſacred love. 
GENIUS. 
Be ſtill auſpicious to th' united pair, 
And let their pureſt pleaſures be your care; 
Your ſtores of genial bleſſings here employ, 
To crown th' Illuſtrieus Youth and Fair-ane's joy. 
_ Venus. 
1˙II breathe eternai ſweets in ev'ry air; 
He ſhall look always great, Sxz ever fair; 
Kind rays ſhall mix the ſparkles of his eye, 
—_ - Round her the loves in ſmiling crouds thall fly, 
_— And bear frae-ilka plance, on downy wings, 
| Into his raviſh'd heart the ſafteſt things: 
And ſoon as Hymen has perform'd his rites, 
I' ſhower on them my hale Idalian ſweets; 
They ſhall poſſeſs, 
In each careſs, 
Delights ſhall tire 
The muſe's fire, 
In higheſt numbers to expreſs, 
HymMEN, 
I'll buſk their bow'r, and lay them gently down, 
Syne ilka langing wiſh with raptures crown; 
The gloomy nights ſhall ne er unwelcome prove, 
That leads them to the ſilent ſcenes of love, 
The fun at morn ſhall dart his kindeſt rays, 
To chear and animate each dear embrace : 
Fond of the Fair, he falds her in his arms; 
She bluſhes ſecret, conſcious of her charms. 
Rejoice, brave youth, 
In fic a fouth 
Of joys the gods for thee provide; : 
The roſy dawn, 
The flow'ry lawn, 
That ſpring has dreſs'd in a' its pride, 
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Claim no regard N 
When they're compar'd 5 
With blooming beauties of thy bride. 
N MINERVA, 
Faireſt of a the goddeſſes, and thou 
That links the lovers to be ever true, 
The gods and mortals aun your mighty power, 
But 'tis not you can make their ſweets ſecure: 
That be my taſk, to make a friendſhip riſe, 
Shall raiſe their loves aboon the vulgar fize.. 
Thoſe near related to the brutal kind, 
Ken nathing of the wedlock of the mind; 
'Tis I. can make a life a hinny moon, 
And mould a love ſhall laſt like that aboon. 
A' theſe ſma' ſprings, whence cauld reſerve and ſpleen 
Take their firlt riſe, and favour'd flow mair keen, 
I ſhall diſcover in a proper view, 
To keep their joys unmix'd, and ever new. 
Nor jealouſy, nor envious mouth, 
Shall dare to blaſt their love;, 
But wiſdom, conſtancy and truth, 
Shall ev'ry bliſs improve. . 
GENIUS. 
Thrice happy chief, ſo much the care 
Of a' the family of Jove, 
A thouſand bleſſings wait the fair. 
Who is found worthy of his love. 
Lang may the fair attractions of her mind 
Make her ſtill lovelier, him for ever kind. 
MINERVA, 
The anceſtors of mightieſt chief, and kings, 
Nae higher can derive than human. ſprings; 
Yet frae the comman ſoil each wond'rous root, 
Aloft to heaven their ſpreading branches ſhoot $ 
Bauld in my aid, theſe triumph'd over fate, 
Fam'd for unbounded thought or ſtern debate, 
Born high upon an undertaking. mind, 
Superior raiſe, and left the croud behind. 
GENIUS, 
© Frae theſe deſcending, laurell'd with renown, 
My Charge chro ages draws his lineage down. 
X 3 
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The paths of fic Forbeers lang may he trace, 
And ſhe be Mother to as fam'd a race. 

When blue diſeaſes, fill the drumly air, | 
And red het bowts thro' flaughts of lightning rair, 
Or mad ning faction ſhakes the ſanguine ſword, 
With watchfu' eye I' tent my darling lord, 
And his lov'd mate tho' furies ſhou'd break looſe, 
Awake or ſleeping, ſhall enjoy repoſe. 

I, GRACE 

While gods keep haly- day, and mortals ſmile, 

Let nature with delights adorn the iſle: 
Be huſh. bauld North, Favonius only blaw, 
And ceaſe. bleak clouds, to ſhed or weet or ſnaw; 
Shine bright, thou radiant ruler of the year, 
And gar the ſpring with earlier pride appear. 

II. Ges. 
Thy month, great Queen of goddeſſes, make gay, 
Which gains new honours frae this marriage day. 
On Glotta's banks, ye healſthfu* hynds, reſort, 
And with the landart laffes blythly ſport. 

HI GRACE, 

Wear your beſt faces and your Sunday's weeds, 
And rouſe the dance with your maiſt tunefu' reeds; 
Let tunefu' voices join the rural ſound, 

And wake reſponſive echo all around, 
I. GRACE, 

Sing your great maſter, Scotia's eldeſt ſon, 
And the lov'd angel that his heart has won; 
Come, ſiſters, let's frae art's hale ſtores collect 
Whatever can her native beauties deck, 

That in the day ſhe may eclipſe the light, 
And ding the conſtellations of the pight, 
VENUS, 

Ceaſe, buſy maids, your artfu' buſkings raiſe 
But ſmall addition to her genuine rays; 
Tho' ilka plain and ilka fea combine 
To make her with their richeſt product ſhine, 
Ber lip, her bofom, and her ſparkling een, 
Excel the ruby, pearl, and diamond ſheen: 
Theſe leſſer ornaments, illuſtrious bride, 
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Steal frac them ſweetly to your nuptial bed, 
As frae its body flides the fainted ſhadez  - 
Frae loath'd reſtraint to liberty above, 
Where all is harmony, and all is love; 
Haſte to theſe bleffings—kifs the night away 
And make it ten times pleaſanter than day. 

HYMEN, 

The whiſper and careſs ſhall ſhorten hours, 
While kindly as the beams on dewy flowers, 
Thy Sun, like him who the freſh bevrage ſips, 
Shall feaſt upon the ſweetnefs of thy lips: 

My haly hand maun chaſtly now unloofe 

That zone which #* thy virgin charms encloſe: 

That zone ſhou'd be leſs gratefu' to the fair 

Than eaſy bands of fafter wedlock are: 

That lang unbuckled grows a hatefu” thing, 

The langer thee are bound, the mair of honour bring, 
MiNERVA, 

Yes, happy pair, whate'er the gods inſpire, 
Purſue, and gratify each juſt defire : 

Enjoy your paſhons, with full tranſports mixt, 
But (till obſerve the bounds by vertue fixt, 
Enter Bacenus. 

What brings Minerva here this rantin night? 
She's good for nathing but to preach or fight: 

Is this a time for either! {with away, 
Or learn like us to be a thought mair gay. 
MINERVA, 

Peace, Theban Roarer, while the milder powers 
Give entertainment, there's nae need of yours; 
The pure reflection of our calmer joys 
Has mair of heaven than a' thy flaſhy noiſe, 

Bacchus. 

Ye canna want it, faith! you that appear 

Anes at a bridal but in twenty year : 

A ferly *tis your dortiſhip to ſee, 

But where was e'er a wedding without me? 

Blue E'en, remember, Pm baith hap and ſaul 

To Venus there; but me, ſhe'd ſtarve o' caul. 
VEenvus, 

We awn the truth—Minerva, ceaſe to check 
Our jolly brother with your diſreſpect; 
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He's never abſent at the treats of Jove, 
And ſhou'd be preſent at this feaſt of love. 
GENIUS, 
Maiſt welcome power, that chears the vital ſtreams, 
When Pallas, guards thee frac thy wild extremes; 
Thy roſy viſage at theſe ſolemn rites, | 
My generous charge with open ſmiling greets. 
Bacenus 
I'm nae great dab at ſpeeches that maun clink, 
But there's my paw I ſhall fou tightly drink 
A hearty health to thir lame lovely wa, 
That are ſae meikle dauted by you a'; 
Then with my juice a reeming biquor croun, 
I'll gi'e the toaſt, and ſee it fairly round. 


Enter GANYMED, with a flagon in one hand, and a. glaſi 
in the other Speaks. 
To you, blyth beings, the benign director 
Of gods and men—to keep your ſauls in tif. 
Has ſent you herea preſent of his nectar, 
As good as e'er was brown aboon the lift. 
Ba cenus. 
Ha, Gany, come, my dainty boy, 
Skink't up, and let us prieve; 
Without it life wad be a toy: 
Here. gi'e me't in my nive. [Tales the glaſi. 
Good health to Hamilton, and his 
Lov'd mate—O father Jove, we crave 
Thoul't grant them a Jang tack of bliſs, 
And-rowth of bonny bairns and brave. 
Pour on them, frae thy endleſs ſtore, 
A' benniſons that are divine, 
With as good will as 1 waught o'er 
This flowing glaſs of. heav'nly wine. 
[ Drinks, and cauſes all the company tb drink round, 
Come ſee't about, and ſyne let's all advance, 
Mortals and gods be pairs, and tak a dance; 
Minerva mim, for a' your morals ſtoor, 
Ye ſhall with billy Bacchus fit the floor: 
Play up there, laſhe, ſome blyth Scottiſh tune, 
Syne a' be blyth, when wine and wit gae round · 
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The health about, muſic and dancing begin—The dancing 
over, beſore her Grace retires with the ladies to be un- 


dreſſed CaLLIOE /ings the 
EPITHALAMIUM, 


Bright is the low of lawfu' love, 
Which thibing ſauls impart ; 

It to perfection mounts above, 
And glows about the heart, 


It is the flame gives laſting worth, 
To greatneſs, beauty, wealth, and birth 
On you illuſtrious youthfu' pair, 
Who are high heaven's delight and care, 
The bliſsfu* beam darts warm and fair, 
And ſhall improve the reſt 
Of a' theſe gifts baith great and rare 
Of which ye are poſſeſt. 


Bacchus, bear off your dinſome gang, 
Hark, trae yon howms the rural thrang 
Invite you now away z 
While ilka hynd, 
And maiden kind, 
Dance in a ring, 
While ſhepherds ſing 
In honour of the day; 
Gae drink and dance 
»Till mora advance, 
And ſet the twinkling fires, 
While we prepare 
To lead the fair 
And brave to their deſires, 


Gae, loves and graces, take your place, 
Around the nuptial bed abide; 
Fair Venus heighten each embrace, 
And ſmoothly make their minutes ſlide ; 
Gae, Hymen, put the couch in caſe, 
Minerva, thither lead the bride; 
Neiſt, all attend his youthſu' Grace, 
And lay him ſweetly by her ſide. 
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Ops on the Marriage of the Right Honourable GBO RAG 


Lord Raus AY and Lady JEAN Maur. 


AIL to the brave apparent chief, 
H Boaſt of the Ramſays claniſh name, 
Whoſe anceſtors ſtood the relief | 
Of Scotland, ages known to fame. 


Hail to the lovely ſhe, whoſe charms, 
Complete in graces, meets his love; 

Adorn'd with all that greatneſs warms, 
And makes him grateful bow to Jove, 


Both from a line of patriots riſe, 
Chiefs of Dalhouſie and Panmure, 
Whoſe loyal fames ſhall ſtains deſpiſe, 


While ocean flows and orbs endure, 


The Ramſays! Caledonia's prop; | 
The Maules ! ſtruck ſtill her foes with dread; 


Now join'd, we from the union hope 
A race of heroes ſhall ſucceed. 


Let meaner ſouls tranſgreſs the rules 


That's fix'd by honour, love, and trutb, 
While little views proclaim them fools, 
Unworthy beauty, ſenſe, and youth: 


Whilſt you, bleſt pair, beloy'd by all 
The powers above and bleſt below, 


. Shall have delights attend your call, 


And laſting pleaſures on you flow, 


What fate has fix d, and love has done, 
The guardians of mankind approve: 

Well may they finith. what's begun, 
And from your joys. all cares remove. 


We wiſh'd—when ſtraight a heavenly voice 
Iuſpir'd - we heard the blue ey'd Maid 
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Cry, Who dare quarrel with the choice? 
© The choice is mine, be mine their aid. 


Be thine their aid, O wiſeſt power, 
And ſoon again we hope to ſee 

Their plains return, ſplendid their tower, 
And bloſſom broad the“ Edgewell Tree. 


Whilſt he with manly merits ſtor'd, 
Shall riſe the glory of his clan; 
She for cele(tial ſweets ador'd, 
Shall ever charm the gracefu' man. 


Soon may their“ Royal Bird extend 

His ſable plumes, and lordſhips claim, 
Which to his valiant fires pertain'd, 

Ere earls in Albion were a name, 


Ye parents of the happy pair, 

With gen'rous ſmiles conſenting, own 
That they deſerve your kindeſt care: 

Thus with the gods their pleaſure crown, 


Haſte, ev'ry Grace, each Love and Smile, 
From fragrant Cyprus ſpread the wing; 
To deck their couch, exhauſt your iſle 
Of all the beauties of the ſpring, 


On them attend with homage due, 
In him are Mars and Phoebus ſeen ; 
And in the noble nymph you'll view 
The ſage Minerva and your Queen, 


Op en the Birth of the Moi Honourable Marquis of 


DUuUMLANKRIG, 


E LP me, ſome god, with fic a muſe 
As Pope and Granvile aft employ, 


See note, page 129, 
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* The Spread Eagle fable, on a field argent, is the armas of the 


Earl of Dalhouſic. 


2 
© 
* 
1 
, 
i ' 
HB 
| 1 
iT 

. , i 


I 
* 
L = p . 4 a 
— — — — . ˙— u ˙²ů 6 VW RA — - ww 
— 
- G % — — N oo — — - 
S "we w_ —_ = he 2 
- a 
A 2 
= = NY of 1 4 — a + 
* 4 2 
8 8 — \—; 
98 4 = . 
= - „ 
Kal =, - 8 
Y = = 


—_ 
[ « © 7 — 7 * 2 2 = -. 
4 —— co — "<<" bs — R 
20m le pr to ey SY. Ge eden ads dl, — — - >—— 


240 POR M $ 


That I may flowing numbers chuſe, 
To hail the welcome princely boy. 


But, bred up far frac ſhining courts, 
In moorland glens. where nought I ſee, 
But now and then ſome landart laſs, 
What ſounds polite can flow frae me ? 


Yet my blyth laſs, amang the lave, 
With honeſt heart her homage pays; 
Tho' no ſae nice ſhe can behave, 
Yet always as ſhe thinks ſhe ſays, 


Ariſe, ye nymphs, on Nytha's plains, 
And gar the craigs and mountains ring; 
Rouſe up the ſauls of a' the ſwains, 
While you the lovely infant ling. 


Keep haly-day on ilka howm, 
With gowan garlands gird your brows; 
Out o'er the dales in dances roam, 
And ſhout around the jovial news. 


By the good benniſon of heaven, 
To free you frae the future fright 
Of foreign lords, a babe is given, | 
To guard your int'reſt and your right. 


With pleaſure view your prince, who late 
Up to the ſtate of manhood run, 

Now, to complete his kappy fate, 
Sees his ain image in a ſon, 


A ſon, for whom be this your pray'r, 
Ilx morning ſoon as dawn appears, 
God grant him an unmeaſur'd ſkair 
Of a' that grac'd bis great forbeers: 


That his great Sire may live to ſee, 
Frae his delightfu' infant ſpring, 


A wile and ſtalwart progeny, 


To fence their country and their king, 
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Still bleſs her Grace frae whom he ſprung, 
With blythſome heal her ſtrength renew, 

That throw lang life ſhe may be young, 
And bring forth cautioners enow. 


Watch well, ye tenants of the air, 
Wha hover round our heads unſeen; 
Let dear Dumlanrig be your care, 
Or when he lifts or ſteeks his een. 


Ve hardy Heroes, whaſe brave pains 
Defeated ay th' invading rout, 
Forſake a wee th' Elyſian plains, 
View, ſmile, and bleſs your lovely ſprout, 


Ye fair, wha've kend the joys of love, 
And glow with chearfu' heal and youth, 
Sic as of auld might nurſe a Joye, 


Or lay the breaſt t' Alcides' mouth; 


The beſt and bonnieſt of ye a 
Take the ſweet babie in your arms; 
May he nought frae your boſom draw, 
But nectar to nurſe up his charms, 


Harmoniouſly the notes expreſs, 
When finging you his dumps debar, 
That diſcord never may impreſs 
Upon his blooming mind a jar, 


Sound a' the Poet in bis ears, 
E'en while he's hanging at the breaſt : 
Thus moulded when he comes to years, 
With an exalted gaſt he'll feaſt, 


On lays immortal, which forbid 
The death of Douglaſs' doughty name, 
Or in oblivion let lye hid 


The Hydes their beauty and their fame, --4 | L 
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Epiſtle 79 Mr Jonn Gar, Author of the Shepherd's 
Week, on hearing ber Grace the Dutcheſs of 
QUEENSBERRY commend ſome of bis Poems. 


| EAR lad, wha linkan o'er the lee, 
Sang Blowzalind and Bowzybee, 
And, like the lavrock, merrily 
Wak'd up the morn, 
When thou didſt tune, with heartſome glee, 
Ihy bog-reed-horn, 


To thee, frae edge of Pentland height, 
Where fawng and fairies take delight, 
And revel a' the live-Jang night, | 

O'er glens and braces, 
A bard that has the ſecond fight 
Thy fortune ſpaes. 


Now, lend thy lug, and tent me, Gay, 
Thy fate appears like flow'rs in May, 
Freſh flouriſhing, and laſting ay, 

Firm as the aik, 
Which envious winds, when critics bray, 
Shall never ſhake. 


Come, ſhaw your loof—Ay, there's the line 
Foretels thy verſe ſhall ever ſhine, 
Dawted whilſt living by the Nine, 
And a' the beſt, 
And be, when paſt the mortal line, 
Of fame poſleſt, 


Immortal Pope, and ſkilfu* John, 
The learned Leach frae Callidon, 
With mony a witty dame and don, 

O'er lang to name, 
Are of your roundels very fon, 


And ſound your fame, 


And fae do I, wha rooſe but few, 
Which nae ma' favour is te you; 
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For to my friends I ſtand right true, 
With ſhanks a- ſpar; 


Aud my good word (ne ler gien but due) 
Gangs unko far. 


Here mettled men my muſe maintain, 
And ilka beauty is my friend; 
Which keeps me canty, briſk, and being 
Ik wheeling hour, 
And a ſwora fac to hatefu' ſpleen, 
And a that's ſour, 


But bide ye, boy, the main's to ſay, 
Clarinda bright as riſing day, 
Divinely bonny, great and gay, 
thinking even, 
Whaſe words, and looks, and ſmiles diſplay 
Full views of heaven, 


To rummage nature for what's braw, 
Like lilies, roſes, gems, and ſnaw, 
Compar'd with her's, their luſtre fa”, 

And bauchly tell 
Her beauties ; ſhe excels them a', 
And's like her ſell, 


As fair a form as e er was bleſt, 
To have an angel for a gueſt; 
Happy the prince who is poſſeſt 
Of lic a prize, 
Whoſe vertues place her with the beſt 
Beneath the ſkies, 


O ſonſy Gay! this heavenly born, 
Whom ev'ry grace ſtrives to adorn, 
Looks not upon thy lays with ſcorn; 

| Then bend thy knees, 
And bleſs the day that ye was born 
With arts to pleaſe, 


She ſays thy ſonnet ſmoothly ſings, 
Sae ye may craw and clap your wings, 
Y 2 
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And ſmile at ether-capit ſlings 
With careleſs pride, 
When ſae much wit and beauty brings 
Strength to your ſide, 


Lilt up your pipes, and riſe aboon 
Your Trivia and your moorland tune, 
And ſing Clarinda late and ſoon, 

In touring ſtrains, 
Till gratefu* gods cry out, well done, 
And praiſe thy pains, 


Exalt thy voice, that all around 
May echo back the lovely ſound 
Frae Dover cliffs, with ſamphire crown'd, 
To Thule's ſhore, 
Where northward no more Britain's found, 
But ſeas that rore, 


Thus fing—whillt I frae Arthur's height, 
O'er Chiviot glowr with tired fight, 
And langing wiſh, like raving wight, 
o be ſet down, 
Frae coach and ſax, baith trim and tight, 
In London town, 


But lang III! gove and bleer my ee, 
Before, alake ! that ſight I ſee; 
Then, beſt relief, I'll ſtrive to be 

Quiet and content, 
And ſtreek my limbs down eaſylie 
Upon the bent. 


There ſing the gowans, broom, and trees, 
The cryſtal burn and weſtlin breeze, 
The bleeting flocks, and biſy bees, 
And blythſome ſwains, 
Wha rant and dance, with kiltit dees, 
O'er moſſy plains, - 


 Farewell—but, e'er we part, let's pray, 
God fave Clarinda night and tay, 


ODE 7. 
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And t her a' ſhe'd wiſh to ha'e, 
* Withoutten end — 


Nae mair at preſent I've to ſay, 
But am your friend. 


See SS ooo. osc.2o2oo©o = 


Ons ts the Right Honourable Graces Counteſs of 
ABOYN, en her Marriage Day. 


N martial fields the heroe toils, 

And wades throw blood to purchaſe fame; 
Oer deadful waves, from diſtant ſoils, 
The merchant brings his treaſures hame. 


But fame and wealth no joys beſtow, 
If plac'd alane the cyphers ſtand; 
*Tis to the figure Love they owe . 
The real joys that they command, 


Bleſt he who love and beauty gains, 
Gains what conteſting kings might claim, 
Might bring brave armies to the plains; 


And loudly ſwell the blaſt of fame. 


How happy then is young Aboyn !. 
Of how much heaven is he poſſ=(t !' 
How much the care of pow'rs divine, 
Who lies in lovely Lockhart's breaſt ! 


Gazing in raptures on thy charms, 

Thy ſparkling beauty, ſhape, and youth, 
He graſps all ſoftneſs in his arms, 

And ſips the nectar from thy mouth. 


If ſympathetic likeneſs crave 
Indulgent parents to be kind, 

Each pow'r ſhalt guard the charm they gave, 
Venus thy face, Pallas thy mind, 


© muſe, we could—but ſtay thy flight; 
The field is ſacred as tis ſweets 
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Who dares to paint the ardent night, 
When raviſh'd youth and beauty mect ? 


Here we mult draw a veil between, 
And ſhade thoſe joys too dazling clear, 


| By ev'ry eye not to be ſeen, 


Not to be heard by ev'ry ear, 


Still in her ſmiles, ye Cupids, play; 
Still in her eyes your revels keep; 

Her pleaſure be your care by day, 
And whiſper ſweetneſs in her ſleep. 


Be baniſh'd each ill · natur'd care, 
Baſe offspring of fantaſtic ſpleen; 

Of acceſs here you mult deſpair, 
Her breaſt for you 1s too ſerene, 


May guardian angels hover round 


Thy head, and ward aff all annoy; 
Be all thy days with raptures crown'd, 
Aud all thy nights be bleſt with joy, 
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IV ER VA wand'ring in a myrtle grove, 
Accoſted thus the ſmiling Queen of Love, 

Revenge yourſelf, you 've cauſe to be afraid, 
Your boaſted pow'r yields to a Britiſh maid: 
She ſeems a goddeſs, all her graces ſhine; 
Love leads her beauty, which eclipſes thine, 
Each youth, I know (ſays Venus) thinks ſhe's me; 
Immediately ſhe ſpeaks, they think ſhe's thee ; 
Good Pallas, thus you're foil'd as well as I, 
Ma, ha! n Cupid) that's my Mally Sleigh. 
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On the Marriage of ALEXANDER BzoD18 of Brodie, 
Lord Lyon, King of Arms, and Mrs Mary SLE1GH, 


HEN time was young, and innocence, 
With tender love govern'd this round, 
No mean defign to give offence 
To conſtancy and truth was found; 
All free from fraud, upon the flow'ry ſward, 
Lovers careſt with fond and chaſte regard, 


From eaſy labours of the day 
Each pair to leafy bowers retir'd ; 
Contentment kept them ever gay, 
While kind connubial ſweets conſpir'd, 
With ſmiling quiet and balmy health throu' life, 
To make the happy huſband and the wife, 


Our modern wits in wiſdom leſs, 
With ſpirits weak, and wavering minds, 
Void of reſolve, poorly confels, 
They cannot reliſh aught that binds, 
Let libertines of taſte ſae wond'rous nice; bw 
Deſpiſe to be confin'd in paradiſe, = 


While Brodie with his beauteous Sleigh, 
On pureſt love can ſafely feaſt, 4 
Quaff raptures from her ſparkling eye, 1 
And judge of heaven within her breaſt: 1 
No dubious cloud to gloom upon his joy; 
poſſeſſing of what's good can never cloy. 


Her beauty might for ever warm, 
Altho? her ſoul were leſs divine, 
The brightneſs of her mind could charm, 
Did leſs her graceful beauties ſhine : 
But both united, with full force inſpire, 
The warmeſt wiſh, and the molt laſting fire. 
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In your accompliſh'd mate, young Thane, 
Without reſerve ye may rejoice; 

The heavens your happineſs ſuſtain, 
And all that think, admire your choice, 
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Around your treaſure eircling arms entwine, 
Be all thy pleaſure her's, and her's be thine. 


Rejoice, dear Mary, in thy youth, 
The firſt of his brave ancient clan, 
Whoſe ſoul delights in love and truth, 
And view'd in every light a man, 
To whom the fates with liberal hand have given 
Good ſenſe, true honour, and a temper even, 


When love and reaſon thus unite- 
An <qual pair in ſacred ties, 
They gain the human+bliſs complete, 

And approbation from the ſkies, 
Since you approve, kind Heaven, upon them pour 
The belt of bleſhngs to their lateſt hour, 


To you who rule above the ſun, 
To you who fly in fluid air, 
We leave to finiſh What's begun, 
Still to reward and watch the Pair, 
Thus far the mufe, who did an anſwer wait, 
And heard the gods name happineſs their fate. 


Fo Jo $14H BuRCHET, E/q; on his being choſen Mem- 
ber of Parliament, 


Y Burchets's-name !. well pleas'd, I ſaw- 
Amang. the choſen leet, 
Wha are to give Britannia law, 
And keep her rights complete. 


O may the reſt wha fill the houſe 
Be of a mind with thee, 

And Britiſh liberty eſpouſe; 
We glorious days may ſee. 


The name of Patriot is mair great 
Than heaps of ill- win gear: 

What boots an opulent eſtate, 
Without a conſcience clear? 
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While ſneaking ſanls ſor caſu wad troke f 
Their country, God and king, 


With pleaſure we the villain mock, ; q 


And hate the worthleſs thing. 


With a? your pith, the like of you 
Superior to what's mean, 

Shou'd gar the truckling rogues look blue, 
And cow them laigh and elean. 


Down with them—down with a that dare 
Oppole the nation's right ; 
Sae may your fame like a fair ſlar 


Throu' future times ſhine bright. | 


dae may kind Heaven propitious prove, 
And grant whate'er ye crave; 

And him a corner in yaur loye, 
Wha is your humble ſlave. 
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The GENERAL MisTAKE: A Satire, Inſcribed to he 
Right Honourable Lord Ex$8188, 


HE finiſh'd miad in all its movements bright, 
Surveys the ſelf-made ſumph in proper light, 
Allows for native weakneſs, but diſdains 
Him who the character with labour gains: 
Permit me then, my Lord {ſince you ariſe 
With a clear ſaul aboon the common ſize) 
To place the following ſketches in your view; 
The warld will like me, if I'm roos'd by you. 
Is there a fool, frae Senator to >wayn ? 
Take ilk ane's verdict for himſelf, —there's nane. 
A thouſand other wants make thouſands fret, 
But nane for want of Wiſdom quarrels fate. 
Alas ! how gen'ral proves the great miltake, 
When others throu' their neighbours failings rake ? 
Detraction then, by ſpite, is born too far, 
And repreſents men warle than what they are. 
Come then, Impartial Satire, ſill the (tage 
With fools of ilka (tation, lex and age 
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Point out the folly, hide the perſon's name, 
Since obduration follows public ſhame: 


Silent conviction calmly can reform, 


While open ſcandal rages to a ſtorm, 
Proceed, but in the liſt, poor things forbear, 

Who only in the human form appear, 

Scarce animated with that heavenly fire 

Which makes the ſoul with boundleſs thoughts aſpire ; 
Such move our pity,—nature is to blame— 

*Tis fools, in ſome things wile, that ſatire claim; 
Such as Nugator, mark his ſolemn mien. 

Stay'd are his features, ſcarcely more his een, 
Which deep beneath his knotted eye. brows fink, 
And he appears as ane wad gueſs to think ; 

Even ſac he does, and can exactly ſhaw 

How mony beans make five, tak three awa ! 

Deep read in Latin folios, four inch thick, 

He probs your crabit points into- the quick; 
Delights in dubious things to give advice, 
Admires your judgment, if you think him wile : 
And ſtifty ſtands by what he anes thought right, 
Altho' oppos'd with reaſon's cleareſt light. - 
On him ilk argument is thrown away, 
Speak what you will, he tents not what you ſay: 
He hears himſell, and currently runs o'er 

All on the ſubje& he has ſaid before: 

Till glad to eaſe his jaws-and tired tongue, 

Th' opponent reſts, —Nugator thinks him dung. 
Thou ſolemn rrifler—ken thou art deſpis'd, 

Thy ſtiff pretence to wiſdom, nathing priz'd 

By lic as can their notions fauſe decline, 

When truth darts on them with convicting ſhine, 
How hateful's dull opinion ! prop'd with words, 
That nought to any ane of ſenſe affords, 

But tireſome jargon.—Learn to laugh, at leaſt, 
That part of what thou ſays may pals for jeſt. 

Now tura your eye to {mooth Chicander next, 

In whom good ſenſe ſeems with good humour mixt ; 
But only ſeems :—for envy, malice, guile, 

And fic baſe vices, croud behind his ſmile, 

Nor can his thoughts beyond mean quirks extend, 
He chinks a trick nae crime that gains his end; 
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A erime ! no, tis his brag; he names it wir, | 
And triumphs o'er a better man he'as bit. 

Think ſhame, Chicander, of your creeping flights, 
True wiſdom in ſincerity delights; 

The ſumphiſh mob of penetration ſhawl, 

May gape and ferly at your cunning faul, 

And make ye fancy that there is deſert 

In thus employing a' your ſneaking art. 

But do not think that men of clearer ſenſe 

Will e'er admit of fic a vile pretence, 

To that whick dignifies the human mind, 

And acts in honour with the bright and blind. 

Reverſe of this fauſe face, obſerve yon youth, 

A ſtrict plain dealer, aft o'er-ſtretching truth; 
Severely ſowr, he's ready to reprove | 
The leaſt wrang ftep in thoſe who have his love; 
Yet what's of worth in them he over-rates; 

But much they're to be pitied whom he hates; 
Here his miſtake, his weakeſt ſide appears, 

When he a character in pieces tears ; 

He gives nae quarter, nor to great or ſma', 

Even beauty guards in vain; he lays at a'. 

This humour, aften flowing o'er due bounds, 
Too deeply mony a reputation wounds; 

For which he's hated by the ſuffering croud, 
Who jointly 'gree to rail at him aloud, 

And as much ſhun his ſight and bitter tongue, 

As they wad do a waſp that bad them (tung, 
Cenſorious, learn ſometimes at faults to wink, 
The wiſeſt ever ſpeak leſs than they think; 

Tho? thus ſuperior judgment you may vaunt, 
Yet this proud wormwood ſhow o't, ſpeaks a want: 
A want in which your folly will be ſeen, n 
Till you increaſe in wit, and have leſs ſpleen, 

Make way there hen a mortal god appears! 
Why do ye laugh ? King Midas wore fic ears— 
How wiſe he looks? Well, wad he never ſpeak, 
People wad think him neither dull nor weak : 

But ah! he fancies, cauſe he's chos'n a tool, 
That a furr'd gown can free him frae the fool; 
Straight he, with paughty mien, and lordly glooms, 
A vile affected air, not his aſſumes ; 
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Stawks ſtifly bye when better men ſalute, 

Diſcovering leſs of ſenator than brute. 

Yet, is there e'er a wiſer man than he? 

Speer at himſell; and if he will be free, 

He'll tell you, Nane Will judges tell a lie? 
But let him paſs, and with a {mile obſerve 

Yon tatter'd ſhadow, amailt like to ſtarve ; 

And yet he ſtruts, proud of his vaſt engine, 

He is an author, writes exquiſite fine: 

Sae fine, in faith ! that every vulgar head 

Cannot conceive his meaning while they read. 

He hates the world for this ;—with bitter rage 

He damns the ſtupid dulneſs of the age. 

The printer is unpaid,—Bookſellers ſwear 

Ten copies will not fell in ten lang year; 

And wad not that ſair fret a learned mind, 

To ſee thoſe ſhou'd be patrons prove fac blind, 

Not to approve of what colt meikle pains, 

Neglect of bus'neſs, ſleep, and waſte of brains ? 

And a' for nought, but to be vilely us'd, 

As pages are whilk buyers have refus'd, 

Ah! fellow - lab'rers for the preſs, take heed, 

And force nae fame that way, if ye wad ſpeed : 

Mankind muſt be (we hae na other) judge, 

And if they are diſpleas'd, why ſhould we grudge ? 

If happily you gain them to yout fide, 

Then bauldly mount your Pegaſus, and ride : 

Value yourſell only what they deſire ; 

What does not take, commit it to the fire, 
Next him a penman with a bluffer air, 


Stands *tween his twa beſt friends that lull his care, 


Nam'd Money in baith Pouche with three lines 
Yclept a bill, he digs the Indian mines, 

Jobs, changes, lends, extorſes, cheats and grips, 
And no ae turn of gainfu' us'ry ſlips, 

Till he has won, by wiſe pretence and ſnell, 

As nieikle as may drive his baiths to hell, 

His ain lang hame,—This ſucker thinks nane wiſe, 
But him who can to immenſe riches riſe : 

Lear, honour, virtue, and fic heavenly beams, 

To him appear but idle airy dreams, 
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Not fit for. men of buſineſs to mind, | 
That are for great and golden ends deſign'd. 
Send for him, de'el till then, good men, take care 
To keep at diſtance frae his hook and ſnare; 
He has nae rewth, if coin comes in the play, 
He'll draw, indarſe, and horn to death his prey, 

Not thus Macſomno puſhes after praiſe, 
He treats, and is admir'd in all be ſays; 
Caſh well beſtow'd, which helps a man to paſs 
For wile in his ain thinking, that's an aſs: —=— 
Poor ſkybalds, curs'd with leſs of wealth than wit, _ 
Blyth of a gratis Gaudeamus, (it | 
With look attentive, ready all about, 
To give the laugh when his dull joke comes out; 
Accuſtom'd with his converſation bright, 
They ken as by a watch the time of night, 
When he's at fic a point of ſic a tale, 
Which to theſe paraſites grows never ſtale, 
Tho' often tald.— Like Lethe's ſtream, his wine 
Makes them forget !—that he again may ſhine, mn 
* Fy! ſatire, hald thy tongue, thou art too rude . 
o jeer a character that ſeems ſae good: 1 
This man may beet the poet bare and clung, 1 
That rarely has a ſhilling in his ſpung. = 3 
Hang him !—there's patrons of good fenſe enew Pp 
To cheriſh and ſupport the tuneful few, —- 
Whoſe penetration's never at a loſs Ch 
In right diſtinguiſhing of gold frae droſs: 
Employ me freely, if thou'd laurels wear, 
Experience may teach thee not to fear, 

But ſee anither gives mair cauſe for dread, 
He thraws his gab, and aft he ſhakes his head; 
A ſlave to ſelf-conceit, and a' that's ſow'r, 
T' acknowledge merit, is not in his power: 
He reads—but ne'er the author's beauties minds, 
And has nae pleaſure where nae faults he finds, 
Much hated gowk, tho? vers'd in kittle rules, 
To be a wirry-kow to writing fools 
They ſell the greateſt, only learn'd in words, 
Which naithing but the cauld and dry affords, 
Dar'ſt thou of a' thy betters ſlighting ſpeak, 
That have nae grutten ſae meikle learning Greek ? 
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Thy depths well kend, and a' thy filly vaunts, 
To ilka ſolid thinker ſhaw thy wants, : 
Thus cowards deave us with a thouſand lies 

Of dangerous vict'ries they have won in pleas. 

Sae ſhallow upſtarts ſtrive with care to hide 

Their mean deſcent (which inly gnaws their pride) 
By counting kin, and making endleſs faird, 

If that their grany's uncle's oye's a laird. 
Scar-crows, ben hearted, and ye meanly born, 
Appear juſt what ye are, and dread nae ſcorn; 
Labour in words—keep hale your ſkins : why not? 
Do well, and nane your laigh extract will quote, 


But to your praiſe, — Walk aff, till we remark 


Yon little coxy wight, that makes ſick wark 
With tongue and gate: how crouſly does he ſtand ? 
His taes turn'd out, on his left haunch his hand ? 
The right beats time a hundred various ways, 
And points the Pathos out in a' he ſays. 


Wow! but he's proud! when amaiſt out of breath, 


At ony time he clatters a nian to death, 

Wha is oblig'd ſometime t' attend the ſot, 

To ſave the captiv'd buttons of his coat, 
Thou dinſome jack daw, ken *tis a diſeaſe 
This palſy in thy tongue that ne'er can pleaſe; 
Of a mankind, thou art the maiſt miſtane 

To think this way the name of Sage to gain, 


Now, leſt I ſhou'd be thought too much like thee, 


I'll give my readers leave to breathe a wee; 
If they allow my picture's like the life, 
Mae ſhall be drawn; originals are rife, 
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The PHOENIX and the Owr. 


HoEnix the firſt, th' Arabian lord, 
And chief of all the feather'd kind, 
A hundred ages had ador'd 
The ſun, with ſanctity of mind. 


Yet, mortal, ye maun yield to fate, 
Hs heard the ſummons with a ſmile, 
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And unalarm'd, without regret, 
He form'd himſell a fun'ral pile. 


A Howlet, bird of mean degree, 


poor, doſen'd, lame, and doited auld, 


Lay lurking in à neighb'ring tree, 
Curſing the ſun loot him be cauld. 


Said Phoenix, brother, why ſo griev'd, 
To ban the being gives thee breath ? 

Learn to die better than thou'ſt liv'd; 
Believe me, there's nae ill in death. 


Believe ye that? the Owl reply'd; 
Preach as ye will, death is an ill: 

When young I ilka pleaſure try'd, 
But now I die againſt my will, 


For you, a ſpecies by yourſell, 

Near eeldins with the ſun your god, 
Nae ferly tis to hear you tell, 

Ye're tired, and incline to nod. 


It ſhou'd be ſae; for had I been 

As lang upon the warld as ye, 

Nae tears ſhou'd e'er drap frae my een, 
For tinſel of my hollow tree, 


And what, return'd th' Arabian ſage, 
Have ye t' obſerve ye have not ſeen ? 
Ae day's the picture of an age, 
Tis ay the ſame thing o'er again. 


Come, let us baith togither die: 
Bow to the ſun that gave thee life ; 
Repent thou frae his beams did flee, 
And end thy poortith, pain and ſtrife. 


Thou wha in darkneſs took delight, 
Frae twangs of guilt could'ſt ne'er be free: 
What won thou by thy ſhunning light ?—— 
But time flees on; Il haſte to die, 
2 2 
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Ye'r ſervant, Sir, reply'd the Owl, 
I likena in the dark to lowp: 


The byword ca's that chiel a fool, 
That {lips a certainty for hope. 


Then ſtraight the zealous feather'd king 
To's aromatic neſt retir'd, 

Collected ſun-beams with his wing, 
And in a ſpicy flame expir'd, 


Mean time there blew a weſtlin gale, 
Which to the Howlet bore a coal; 
The ſaint departed on his pile, 
But the blaſphemer in his bole, 


He died for ever—fair and bright ; 

The Phoenix frae his aſhes ſprang. 
Thus wicked men fink down to night, 
While juſt men join the glorious thrang, 


== —- OS oe ß / / oo ca 


To the Honourable Sir Jann CLEAR of PENNYCU1X, 
Bart, one of the Barons of the Exchequer, on the Death 
of his mai accompliſhed Son, Joux CLErk, E/. 
awho died in the 20th Tear of his Age. 


F tears can ever be a duty found, 
'Tis when the deaths of dear relations wound; 
Then you muſt weep, you have too juſt a ground. 


A ſon whom all the good and wiſe admir'd, 
Shining with ev'ry grace to be deſir'd; 
Rais d high your joyful hopes, and then retir'd. 


Nature muſt yield, when ſuch a weighty load 
Rouzes the paſſions, and makes reaſon nod: 
But who may contradict the will of God! 


By his great Author, man was ſent below, 
Some things to learn, great pains to undergo, 
To fit him for what further he's to know. 
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This end obtain'd, without regarding time, 
He calls the ſoul home to its native clime, 
To happineſs and knowledge more ſublime; 


Thus ſome in youth like eagles mount the ſteep; 
Which leads to man, and fathom learning's deep; = 
Others thro” age with reptile, motion creep, , 


Like lazy ſtreams which fill the-fenny ſtrand, 
In muddy pools they long unactive ſtand, 
Till ſpent in vapour, or immers'd in ſand. 


| 

But down-its flinty channel, without ſtain, 1 
The mountain rill flows eagerly to gain, | | 
With a full tide, its origin the main. 
Thus your lov'd Youth, whoſe bright aſpiring mind A 
Could not to lazy minutes be conſin'd, | 
Sail'd down the ſtream of life before the wind, 


Perform'd the taſk of man, ſo well, fo ſoon, | ö I 
He reach'd the ſea of bliſs before his noon, Mm 
And to his memory laſting laurels won. Wo 


When life's tempeſtuous billows ceas'd to rore, 


And e'er his broken veſſel was no more, 
His ſoul ſerenely view'd the heavenly ſhore, 

Bravely reſign'd, obeying fate's command, m 
He ſix'd his eyes on the immortal land, - 
Where crouding ſeraphs reach'd him out the hand, 5 $ a 


Southeſka ſmiling cherub * firſt appear'd, 9 
With Garlies' conſort , who vaſt pleaſures ſhar'd;. 
Conducting him where virtue finds reward. 1 


Think in the world of ſp'rits, with how much joy 1 I 
His tender mother would receive her boy, F i A 
Where fate no more their union can deſtroy, g 1 


* James Lord Carnegie. See p. 195. 1 
Lady Garlies, p. 136. both bis near relations: 1 
2 3 
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His good grandſire, who lately went to reſt, 
How fondly would he graſp him to his breaſt, 
And welcome him to regions of the bleſt! 


From us, tis true, his youthful ſweets are gone, 
Which may plead for our weakneſs, when we moan; 
The loſs indeed is ours, he can have none. 


Thus ſailors with a crazy veſſel croſt, 
Expecting every minute to be loſt, 
With weeping eyes behold a ſunny coaſt. 


Where happy land- men ſafely breathe the air, 
Baſk in the ſun, or to cool ſhades repair, 
They longing ſigh, and wiſh themſelves were there. 


But who would after death to bliſs lay claim, 
Muſt, like your ſon, each vicious pafkon tame, 
Fly from the croud, and at perfection aim, 


Then grieve no more, nor vex yourſelf in vain, 
To lateſt age the character maintain 
You now poſſeſs, you'll find your ſon again. 


On receiving a Letter to be preſent at the Burial of Ms > 
RoBBRT ALEXANDER / Blackhouſe, 


HOU ſable · border'd ſheet, be gone, | 
mM Harbour to thee I muſt refuſe ; j 


Sure thou canſt welcome find from none, i 
Who carries ſuch ungrateful news. 1 
Who can attend thy mournful tale, ; 
And ward his ſoul from piercing woe! £ 


1n viewing thee, grief muſt prevail, 


And tears from guſhing eyes o'erflow, 


From eyes of all that knew the man, 
And in his friendſhip had a ſhare 

Who all the world's affections won, 
By virtues that all natural were, 
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His merits dazzle, while we view; 
His goodneſs is a theme ſo full, 

The mule wants ſtrength to pay what's due, 
While eſtimation prompts the will, 


But ſhe endeavours to make known 
To farreſt down polterity, 

That good Blackhouſe was ſuch an one, 
As every one ſhould wiſh to be. 
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The Faiz ASSEMBLY: 4 Poem, 


WaxE, Thalia, and defend, 
With ehearfu' carroling, 
Thy bonny care, — thy wings extend, 
And bear me to your ſpring; . 
That*harmony full force may lend 
To reaſons that I bring :— 
Now Caledonian nymphs attend, 
For *tis to you I ſing, 


As lang as minds maun organs wear, 
Compos'd of fleſh and blood, 

We ought to keep them hale and clear, 
* With exerciſe and food, 

Then, but debate, it will appear 
That dancing mult be good, 

It ſtagnant humours ſets a leer, 
And fines the purple blood, 


Diſeaſes, heavineſs and ſpleen, 
And ill things mony mae, 

That gar the lazy fret and grane, 
With viſage dull and blae, 


"Tis dancing can do mair alane 
| 8 „ 


Than drugs frae far away. 


To ward aff theſe, make nightly pain, 


And ſowr the ſhining day, 


The wiſe fof health on exerciſe depend. 
God never made his works for man to mend, Dxrp. 
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Health is a prize yet meikle mair 
In dancing we may find; 

It adds a luſtre to the fair, 
And, when the fates unkind 

Cloud with a blate and aukward air 
A genius right.refin'd, 

* The ſprightly art helps to repair 
This blemiſh on the mind, 


How mony do we daily ſee 
* + Right ſcrimp of wit and ſenſe; 
Wha gain their aims aft ealily 
By well-bred confidence ?' 
Then whate'er helps to qualiſie 
A ruſtic negligence, 
Maun without douht a duty be, 
And ſhou'd give nae offence. 


Hell's doctrine's dung, when equal pairs 
Together join their hands, 

And vow to ſooth ilk other's care, 

In haly wedlock bands: 

Sae when to dance the maid prepares, 
And fluſn'd with ſweetneſs ſtands, 

At her the wounded lover ſtares, 
And yields to heaven's commands, 


The firſt command ꝗ he ſoon obeys, 
While love inſpires ilk notion; 
His wiſhing look his heart diſplays, 

While his lov'd mate's in motion: 


* Since nothing appears to me to give children ſo much becoming 
confidence and behaviour, and ſo raiſe them to the converſation of 
theſe above their age as dancing. I think they ſhould be taught ta 
dance as ſoon as they are capable of learning it: for though this con · 
ſiſts only in outward gracefulneſs of motion, yet, I know not how, 
it gives manly thoughts and carriage more than any thing, Lo cx. 

+ It'is certain, that for want of a competent knowledge in this art 
of dancing, which ſhould have been learned when young, the public 
loles many a man of cxquiſite intellectuals and unbyaſs'd probity, 
purely for want of that ſo neceſſary accompliſhment, aſſurance; 
while the preſſing knave or feol ſhoulders him out, and gets the 
prize. Mr WEAVER. , h 

I Dixit cis Deus, foetificate, avgeſcite, et implete terram. 


He view 
And d 
That haj 

| Is owt 


The corc 
And n 
Then, ilk 
Ere eil 
Whale cl 
And fr 
Attend th 
Of virt 


Theſe mo 
In flowi 
Their bea 
And let 
That taſk 
Wha fir 
To paint ] 
With bie 


Like lily-b 
With a 
Where livi 
Are brar 
To warm t 
And ſmil 
Wha ſtrike: 
Where e 


Sabella, gra 
Straight: 
Like pearl a 
Her lovel 
In her the g 
And blen. 
That when { 
She ſeems 


O Daphne! | 
When ray 


ming 
on of 
ht ta 
con · 
how, 


) CH 


is art 
public 
obity, 
ance; 


ts the 


P @ BE, M $ 


He views her with a blyth amaze, 
And drinks with deep devotioa 

That happy draught, that throu' our days 
Is own'd a cordial potion, 


The cordial which conſerves our life, 
And makes it ſmooth and eaſy; 
Then, ilka wanter, wale a wife, 
Ere eild and humdrums ſeize ye, 
Whaſe charms can ſilence dumps or ſtrife, 
And frae the rake releaſe ye, 
Attend th' Aſſembly, where there's rife 
Of virtuous maids to pleaſe ye, 


Theſe modeſt maids inſpire the muſe, 
In flowing {trains to ſhaw 

Their beauties, which ſhe likes to rooſe, 
And let the envious blaw: 

That taſk ſhe canna well refuſe, 
Wha finle ſays them na 

To paint Belinda firſt we chuſe, 
With breaſts like driven ſnaw. 


Like lily-banks ſee how they riſe, 
With a fair glen between, 

Where living ſtreams, blue as the ſkies, 
Are branching upward ſeep, 

To warm ber mouth, where rapture lyes, 
And ſmiles, that baniſh ſpleen, 

Wha ſtrikes with love and faft ſurpriſe, 
Where e'er ſhe turns her een, 


Sabella, gracefully complete, 
Straight as the mountain-pine, 

Like pearl and rubies ſet in jet, 
Her lovely features ſhine : 

In her the gay and ſolid meet, 


And blended are ſae fine, : 


That when ſhe moves her lips or feet, 
She ſeems ſome power divine, 


O Daphne! ſweeter than the dawn, 
When rays glance on the height, 
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Diffuſing gladneſs o'er the lawn, 
With ſtrakes of riſing light. 

The dewy flowers when newly blawn, 
Come ſhort of that delight, 

Which thy far freſher beauties can 
Afford our joyfu' fight, 


How eaſy ſits ſweet Celia's dreſs, 
Her gait how gently free; 

Her ſteps, throu'out the dance, expreſs 
The juſteſt harmony: 

And when ſhe ſings, all muſt confeſs, 
Wha're bleſt to hear and ſee, 

They'd deem't their greateſt happineſs 
T'enjoy her company, | 


And wha can ca? his heart his ain, 
That hears Aminta ſpeak ? 

Againſt Love's arrows, ſhields are vain, 
When he aims frae her cheek ; 

Her cheek, where roſes free from (tain, 
In glows of youdith beek : 

Unmingl'd ſweets her lips retain 


Theſe lips ſhe ne'er ſnou'd ſteek, 


Unleſs when fervent kiſſes cloſe 
That av'nue of her mind, 

Thro' which true wit in torrents flows, 
As ſpeaks the nymph defign'd 

The brag and toaſt of wits and beaus, 
And wonder of mankind; 

Whaſe breaſt will prove a bleſt repoſe 
To him with whom ſhe'll bind. 


See with what gayety, yet grave; 
Serena ſwims alang; ; 

She moves a goddeſs *mang the lave, 
Diſtinguiſh'd in the thrang. 

Ye ſourocks, hafflines fool, haf knave, 
Wha hate a dance or ſang, p 


To ſee this ſtately maid behave, 


*T wad gi'e your hearts a twang : 
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Your hearts! ſaid I, trowth I'm to blame, 
I had amaiſt forgotten, 
That ye to nae ſic organ claim; 
Or if ye do, 'tis rotten: 
A ſaul with fic a thowleſs flame, 
Is ſure a lilly ſax ane; 
Ye ſcandalize the human frame, 
When in our ſhape begotten, 


Theſe lurdanes came juſt in my light, 
As I was tenting Chloe, 

With jet black een that ſparkle bright, 
She's all o'er form'd for joy; 

With neck and waiſt, and limbs as tight 
As her's wha drew the boy, 

Frae feeding flocks upon the height, 
And fled with him to Troy, 


Now Myra dances ; mark her mien, 
Sae diſengag'd and gay, 

Mix'd with that innocence that's ſeen 
In bonny ew-bught May, 

Wha wins the garland on the green 
Upon ſome bridal day; 

Yet ſhe has graces for a queen 
And might a ſcepter ſway, 


What lays, Caliſta, can commend 
The beauties of thy face! 

Whale fancy can ſae touring ſtend, 
Thy merits a' to trace! 

Frae boon the ſtarns, ſome bard, deſcend, 
And fing her ev'ry grace, 

Whaſe wond'rous worth may,recommend 
Her to a god's embrace, 


A ſeraph wad our Aikman paint, 
Or draw a lively wit ? 

The features of a happy ſaint, 
Say, art thou fond to hit? 

Or a Madona compliment. 
With line ameats maiſt fit ? 
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Fair copies thou need'ſt never want, 
If bright Caliſta ſit. 


Mella the heavieſt heart can heez, 
And ſowreſt thoughts expell, 

Her ſtation grants her rowth and eaſe, 
Yet is the ſprightly Belle 

As active as the eydent bees, 
Wha rear the waxen cell; 

And place her in what light you pleaſe, 
She ſtill appears herſell. 


Beauties on beauties come in view 


Sae thick, that I'm afraid 
I ſhall not pay to ilk their due, 
Till Phoebus lend mair aid : 
But this in gen'ral will had true, 


And may be ſafely ſaid, - 


There's ay a ſomething ſhining new 
In ilk delicious maid, 


Sic as againſt th* Aſſembly ſpeak, 
The rudeft ſauls betray, 

When Matrons noble, wiſe, and meek, 
Conduct the healthſu' play. 


Where they appear, nae vice dare keek, 


But to what's good gives way, 
Like night ſoon as the morning creek 
Has uſher'd in the day. 


Dear Ed'nburgh, ſhaw thy gratitude, 
And of fic friends make ſure, 


- Wha ſtrive to mak our minds leſs rude, 


And help our wants to cure; 
Acting a gen'rous part and good, 
In bounty to the poor: 
Sic vertues, if right underſtood, 
Shou'd ey'ry heart allure, 
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On the Royal Company of Axchexs ſhorting for the 
BowL, July 6th, 1724. On which Day his Grace 
James Duke of HaMiLTON was choſen their Cap» 
tain General; and Mr David DrummonD fir 
Praeſes worn the Prize. 


GAN the year returns the day, 
That's dedicate to joy and play, 
To Bonnets, Bows, and Wine. 
Let all who wear a ſullen face, 
This day meet with a due diſgrace, 
And in their ſow'rneſs pine; 
Be ſhunn'd as ſerpents, that wad (tang 
The hand that gi'es them food: 
Sic we debar frac laſting ſang, 
And all their grumbling brood, 


06 


While to gain ſport and haleſome air, 

The blythſome ſpirit draps dull care, 
And ſtarts frae bus'neſs free: 

Z Now to the ſields the Archers bend, 

Vith friendly minds the day to ſpend, 
In manly game and glee; 

Firſt ſtriving wha ſhall win the bowl, 
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i And then gart flow with wine: 
= Sic manly {port refreſh'd the ſoul 
Of ftalwart men lang ſyne. 
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FElre parties thrawn, and int'reſt vile, 

Debauch'd the grandeur of our iſle, 
And made ev'n brethten faes: 

Syne truth frae friendſhip was exil'd, 

And fauſe the honeſt hearts beguil'd, 

1 And led them in a maze 

Of politics with cunning craft, 
The Iſſachars of (tate, 

Frae haly drums firſt dang us daft, 
Then drown'd us in debate. 


Drap this unpleaſing thought dear muſe ; 

Come, view the men thou likes to rooſe : 

a To Bruntsſield- green let's hy, 
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And ſee the royal Bowmen ſtrive, 

Wha far the feather'd arrows drive, 
All ſouching through the ſky; 

Ik etling with his utmoſt ſkill, 
With artfu' draught and ſtark, 

Extending nerves with hearty will, 
In hopes to hit the mark, 


See Hamilton, wha moves with grace, 
Chief of the Caledonian race 
Of peers, to whom is due 
All bonours, and a fair renown; 
W ha lays aſide his ducal crown, 
Sometime to ſhade his brow 
Beneath St Andrew's bonnet blue, 
And joins to gain the prize; 
Which ſhaws true merit match'd by few, 
. Great, affable, and wiſe, 


This day, with univerſal yoice, 

The archers him their chieftain choſe : 
Conſenting powers divine, 

They bleſs the day with general joy, 

By giving him a princely boy, 
To beautify his line, 

Whoſe birth day in immortal ſang 
Shall ſtand in fair record, 

While bended ſtrings the Archers twang, 
And beauty is ador'd, 


Next Drummond view, who gives their law, 
It glads our hearts to ſee him draw 
The bow, and guide the band 
He, like the ſaul of a' the lave, 
Does with ſic honour ſtill behave, 
As merits to command, 
Blyth be his hours, hale be his heart, 
| And lang may he preſide : 
Lang the juſt fame of his deſert 
Shall unborn Archers read; 


How on this fair propitious day, 
With con queſt leal he bore away 
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The bowl victoriouſly; 
With following ſhafts in number four, 
Succeſs the like ne'er kend before, 
The prize to dignify: 
Haſte to the garden then bedeen, 
The role and Jaurel pow, 
And plet a wreath of white and green, 
To buſk-the vitor's brow. 


The victor crown, who with his bow, 
Ia ſpring of youth and am'roas glow, 
Jult fifty years ſinſyne, 
The ſilver arrow made his prize, 
Yet ceaſes not in fame to riſe, 
And with new feats to ſhine, 
May every Archer ſtrive to fill 
His bonnet, and obſerve 
The pattern he has ſet with kill, 
And praiſe like him deſerye, 


On the Royal Company of Archers, marching under 
the Command of his Grace the Duke of HamitTon, 
in their proper Habits, to ſhoot for the Ax RO w, at 
Muſſelburgh, Augult 4th, 1724. 


Apollo, patron of the lyre, 
And of the valiant Archers Bou, 
Me with fic ſentiments inſpire, : 
; As may appear from thee they flow, 
When by thy ſpecial will, and high command, 
I. ing the merits of the Royal Band. 


OW like themſells again the Archers raiſe 
The bow, in brave array, and claim our lays, 
Phoebus well pleas'd, ſhines from the blue ſerene, 
Glents on the ſtream, and gilds the chequer'd green: 
The winds lye huſh in their remoteſt caves, 
And Forth with gentle ſwell his margin leaves ; 
See to his ſhore the gathering thouſands roll, 
As if one gen'ral ſp'rit inform'd the whole: 
A a 2 
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The bonnieſt fair of a' Great Britain's iſle, 


From chariots and the crowded caſements ſmile; 


Whilſt horſe and foot promiſcuous form a lane, 
Extending far along the deſtin'd plain, 

Where, like Bellona's troops, or guards of love, 
The A bers in their proper habits move. 

Their guardian ſaint, from yon etherial height, 
Diſplays th' auſpicious croſs of blazing light: 
While on his care he chearfully looks down, 
The pointed Thiſtle wears his ruby crown, 

And ſeems to threat, arm'd ready to engage, 
No man unpuniſh'd ſhall provoke my rage.” 
Well pleas'd the rampant Lyon ſmooths his mane, 
And gambols gay upon his golden plain. 

Like as the ſun, when wintry clouds are paſt, 
And fragrant gales ſucceed the ſtormy blaſt, 
Shines on the earth, the fields look freſh and gay, 
So ſeem the Archers on this joyful day; | 
Whilſt with his graceful mien, and aſpect kind, 
Their Leader raiſes every follower's mind, 

Who love the conduct of a youth whole birth 

To nothing yiclds but his ſuperior worth ; 

And happier is with his felected train, 

Than Philip's ſon who ſtrove a world to gain: 

That Prince whole nations to deſtruction drove, 

This PrixCE delights his country to improve. 

A monarch rais'd upon a throne may nod, 

And paſs among the vulgar for a god; 

Whilſt men of-penetration juſtly blame 

Thoſe who hang on their anceſtors for fame; 

But own the dignity of high defcent, 

When the ſucceſſor's ſpirit keeps the bent, 

Which through revolving ages grac'd the line, 

With all thoſe qualities that brighteſt ſhine : 

The Archers chieftain thus with active nuud, 

In all that's worthy never falls behind 

Theſe noble characters, from whom he ſprung, 

In hiſt'ry fam'd, whom antient bards have ſung. 
<e, from his ſteady hand and aiming eye, 

How ſtraight in equal lengths the argows fly: 

Both at one end cloſe by the mark they ftand, 

Which poiats him worthy of his brave command; 
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That as they to his num*rous merits bow, 
This victory makes homage fully due. 
Sage Drummond next, the chief, with counſel grave, 
Becomes his poſt, inſtructing all that's brave: 
so Pallas ſeem'd, who Mentor's form put on, 
To make a heroe of Ulyſſes“ ſon. 
Each officer his character maintains, 
While love and honour gratify their pains: 
No view inferior brings them to the field, i 
To whom great chiefs-of clans with pleaſure yield, = 
No hidden murmur {wells the Archer's heart, | 
While each with gladneſs acts his proper part: 


No factious ſtrife, nor plots, the bane of ſtates, = 
Give birth to jealouſies or dire debates : ' 
Nor leſs their pleaſure who obedience pay, * | | 
Good order to preſerve, as thoſe who ſway, 1 

O ſmiling muſe, full well thou knows the fair 0 2 


Admire the courteous, and with pleaſure thare 
Their love with him that's generous and brave; 
And can with manly dignity behave; 1 
Then haſte to warn thy tender care with ſpeed, y 
Leſt by ſome random-ſhaft their hearts may bleed, 


Fon dangerous youths both Mars and Venus arm, 3 
While with their double darts they threat and charm; » 

= Thoſe at their ſide forbid invading foes, 

With vain attempt true courage to oppoſe; 

While ſhafts mair ſubtile, darted from their eye, 


Thro' ſofter hearts with ſilent conqueſt fly, 


To the Right Honourable the Earl of HanTFORD, Lord 
PeirCY, Drejident, and the reft of the Honourable 


Members of the Seciety of Britiſh Antiquarians, 'Y 
Scots Op. 1 


O Hartford, and his learned friends, Th RY C 
Whale fame for ſcience far extends, _ 
A Scottiſh muſe her duty ſends, 
From Pictiſh towers: 
Healtb, lepgth of days, and happy ends, 
Be ever yours. s 
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Your generous cares make light ariſe 
From things obſcure to vulgar eyes, 
Finding where hidden knowledge lies, 

I improve the mind; 
And moſt delightfully ſurpriſe, 
With thoughts refin'd, 


When you the broke inſcription read, 
Or amongſt antique ruins tread, 
And view remains of princes.dead, 
In funeral piles, 
Your penetration ſeems decreed 
To bleſs thele iſles, 


Where Romans form'd their camps of old, 
Their gods and urns of curious mold, 
Their medals ſtruck of braſs or gold, 
*Tis you can ſhow, 
And truth of what's in ſtory told, 
To you we owe, 


How beneficial is the care, 
That brightens up the claſſic lear ! 
When you the documents compare, 
With authors old, 


You raviſh, when we can fo fair 
Your light behold, 


Without your comments, each old book 
By all the world would be forſook: 
For who of thought wou'd deigu to look 
On doubtful works, 
Till by your ſkilful hands they're ſtruck 
With ſterling marks ? 


By this your learning men are fir'd 
With love of glory, and infpir'd 
Like ancient heroes, who ne'er tir'd 

To win a name; 
And, by their god like acts afpir'd 
2 immortal fame. 
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Your uſeful labours ſhall endure, 
True merit ſhall your fame ſecure, 
And will poſterity allure, 
To ſearch about 
For truth, by demonſtration ſure, 
Which leaves no doubt. 


The muſe foreſees brave Hartford's name 
Shall to all writers be a theme, 
To laſt while arts and greatneſs claim 
Th' hiſtorian's (kill, 
Or the chief inſtrument of fame, 
The poet's quill. 


Pembroke's a name to Britain dear, 
For learning and brave deeds of weir; 
The genius {till continues clear 

In him whole art, 
In your rare fellowſhip can bear 
do great a part, 


Bards yet unborn ſhall tune their lays, 
And monuments harmonious raiſe 
To Winchelſea and Devon's praiſe, 
Whoſe high deſert, 
And virtues bright, like genial rays, 
Can life impart, 


Nor want we Caledonians ſage, 
Who read the painted vellum page, 
No ſtrangers to each antique ſtage, 

And Druids cells, 
And ſacred ruins of each age, 
On plains and fells, 


Amongſt all thoſe of the frſt rate, 
Our learned * Clerk bleſt with the fate 
Of thinking right, can beſt relate 

Theſe beauties all, 
Which bear the warks of ancient date, 
Be-north the wall, 
Sir John Clerk of Pennycuik, Bart, 
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The wall which Hadrian ſirſt begun, That there 
And bold Severus carried on, f Here's a 
From riſing to the ſetting ſun, Since Annar 


On Britain's coaſt, As I can 

Our anceſtors ſierce arms to ſhun, 
Which gall'd them moſt. OOTY 
Ad 


But now no need of walls or towers, 
Ag'd enmity no more endures, 
Brave Britain joins. her warlike powers, 
That always dare, 
To open and to ſhut the doors 
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On the Marquis of ANNANDALE's conveying me a Pre | I've given a 


ſent of Guineas in my Snuff-mill, ter he had taken | And honeſt 
all the Snuff, In lines (th. 
3 Some other 

HE Chief requir'd my ſuiſning · mill, That kens 

And well it was beſtow'd; And blaw y 

The Patron, by the rareſt ſkill, | 2 That he ha: 
Turn'd all the ſnuff to owe. Of endleſs r 

| . That never 

Gowd ſtampt with royal Anna's face, Alake! poc 
Piece after piece came forth ; And therefc 
The pictures ſmil'd, gr'en with ſuch grace. 1 But little q 
By ane of ſo much worth. | Are nae gre 
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Sure thus the patronizing Roman 

Made Horace ſpread the wing; 
Thus Dorſet, by kind deeds uncommon, ; 
Rais d Prior up to ling, 
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That there are patrons yet for me, 
Here's a convinciag proof, 

Since Annandale gives gowd as free 
As I can part with ſauff. 


Advice to Mr — on tis Marriage, 
LL joy to you and your Amelie, 
A May ne'er your purſe nor vigour fail ye; 
But have a care how you employ 


J Them baith; and tutor well your joy, 


Frac me an auld dab tak advice, 
And hane them baith, if ye be wiſe; 
For warld's waſters, like poor cripples, 
Look blunt with poverty and ripples; 
There's an awd ſaw to ilk ane zotum, 
Better to ſave at braird than bottom; 
Which means, your purſe and perſon uſe 
As canny poets do their muſe; 
For whip and ſpurring never prove 
Effectual, or in verſe or love. 

Sae far, my friend, in merry ſtrain, 
I've giren a douſe advice and plain, 
And honeſtly diſcharg'd my conſcience 
In lines (tho' hamely) far frae nonſenſe. 
Some other chiel may daftly ſing, 
That kens but little of the thing, 
And blaw ye up with windy fancies 
That he has thigit frac romances, 
Of endleſs raptures, conſtant glee, 
That never was, nor ne'er will be, 
Alake ! poor mortals are not gods, 
And therefore often fall at odds; 
But little quarrels, now and than, 
Are nae great faults *tween wife and man: 
Theſe help right aften to improve 
His underitanding, and her love. 
Your rib and you, *bout hours of drinking, 
May chance to differ in your thinking; 
But that's juſt like a ſhower in May, 
That gars the ſun - blink ſeem mair gay, 


If e'er ſhe tak the pet, or fret, 

Be calm, and yet maintain your ſtate; 
And ſmiling, ca' her little foolie, 

Syne with a kiſs evite a toolie. 

This method's ever thought the braver, 
Than either cuffs, or cliſh- ma- claver: 

It ſhaws a ſpirit low and common, 
That with ill nature treats a woman: 
They're of a make ſae nice and fair, 
They muſt be manag'd with ſome care; 
Re ſpect them, they'll be kind and civil, 
But diſregarded, prove the devil, 
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To Mrs M. M. en her Painting, 


O paint his Venus, auld Apelles, 
Wal'd a' the bonny maids of Greece: 


| Thou needs nae mair, but paint thyſell, laſs, 


To ding the Painter and his Piece, 
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The Luxt: 4 Tale, 


"HE ſun juſt o'er the hills was peeping, 
The hynds ariſing, gentry ſleeping, 

The dogs were barking, cocks were crawing, 
Night-drinking ſots counting their lawin ; 
Clean were the roads, and clear the day, 
When forth a falconer took his way, 
Nane with him but his ſhe-knight errant, 
That acts in air the bloody tyrant 


While with quick wing, fierce beek and claws, 


She breaks divine and human laws; 
Ne'er pleas'd, but with the hearts and livers 
Of peartricks, teals, moor-powts-and plivers ; 
Yet is ſhe much eſteem'd and dandl'd, 
Clean lodg'd, well fed, and ſaftly handl'd. 
Reaſon for this need be nae wonder, 
Her paraſites ſhare in the plunder, 
Thus ſneaking rooks about a court, 
That make oppreſſion but their ſport, 

a 


Will praiſe 
And hire m 
His glories 
He e'er att. 

So, Sir, 
This falcon 
O'er Calder 
He there fo 
And wha w: 
That had d 
In human ſh 
Jude took h 
His cloven c 
A bonnet cc 
Nor ſpat he 
Nor awſome 
His een and 
* Good-mor 
« Yere ear]! 
This gate 
* What fow 
© That ſtanc 
% Wow, ma 
„ The like 
% Man, 'tis 
« As ever fl 
Friend, I'n 
© I hope ye! 
The 1gnor: 
© Queſtions, 
© Then tell x 
© Is't good t 
© For neithe 
© But helps 
© When fou 


„Straight ft 


« Her hood 
« In taking 
„% With a de 
© Trowth, 

© V' be fa 
© How this | 


P SO E NM $ 


Will praiſe a paughty bloody king, 
And hire mean hackney poets to ſing 
His glories; while the deel be licket 
He e er attempt but what he ſticker, 

So, Sir, as I was gawn to (ay, 
This falconer had tane his way 
O'er Calder- moor; and gawn the moſs up, 
He there forgather'd with a goſſip: 
And wha was't trow ye, but the-de'el 
That had diſguis'd himſell ſae weel 
In human ſhape, ſae ſnug and wylie, 
Jude took him for a burlie· bailie: 
His cloven cloots were hid with ſhoon, 
A bonnet coor'd his horns aboon : 
Nor ſpat he fire, or brimſtone rifted, 
| Nor awſome glowr'd ; but cawmly lifted 
His een and voice, and thus began, 
* Good-morning t'ye, honeſt man, 
© Ye're early out '——how far gae ye 
This gate ?—I'm blyth of company 
* What fowl is that, may ane demand, 
That ſtands ſae trigly on your hand? 
« Wow, man! quoth Juden, where won ye ? 
© The like was never ſpeer'd at me! 
« Man, 'tis a Hawk, and e'en as good 
« As ever flew, or wore a hood.” 
Friend, I'm a ſtranger, quoth auld Symmie, 
© ] hope ye Il no be angry wi' me; 
* The ignorant maun ay be ſpeering 
© Queſtions, till they come to a aq, + 
Then tel] me mair—what do ye wi't ? 
* Is't good to ſing? or good to eat? 
% For neither, anſwer'd ſimple Juden ; 
But _ to bring my lord his food in: 
« When fowls (tart up that I wad hae, 
ts Straight frae my hand [ let her gae; 
« Her hood tane aff, ſhe is not langſome 
In taking captives, which I ranfome 
% With a dow's wing, or chicken's leg.“ 
© Trowth, quoth the de'el, that's nice! 1 beg 
© Y-'Il be ſae kind, as let me fee, 
* How this {ame bird of your's can flee, 
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While ſtartled Juden gave a hola! 
Bombaz ed with wonder, ſtill he ſtood, 
The ferly had 'maiſt crudled his blood, 


« T” oblige ye, friend, I winna ſtand. And the 
Syne loos'd the Falcon frae his hand. Shall ſo 
Unhooded, up ſhe ſprang with burr, This v 
While baith ſtood ſtaring after her, With che 
But how d'ye get her back?” ſaid Nick. Few coats 
« For that, quoth Jude, I have a trick: And (Jo- 
* Ye ſee this Lure—it ſhall command As ſhe ſki 
Her upon fight down to my hand.” Gawn to | 
Syne twirl'd it thrice, with whieu-whicu-whieu— Her in his 
And ſtraight upon't the Falcon flew. As eith as 
As I'm a ſinner! cries the de'el, Inverted, 
© I like this paſtime wonder weel ; Whieu—y 
And ſince ye've been ſae kindly free, Down, qu 
© To let her at my bidding flee, Came foul, 
© I'll entertain ye in my gate, —— ? The mc 
Mean time it was the will of fate, That cara 
A hooded friar (ane of that clan Aboon this 
Ye have deſcriv'd by father“ Gawin, While ſlay 
In Maſter keys) came up; good ſaul! 
Him Satan cleek'd up by the ſpaul, eee 
Whip'd aff his hood, and without mair, 
Ga'e him a toſs up in the air. 
High flew the ſon of ſaint Loyola, HE 
Fat 
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To ſee a monk mount like a facon, Then Cupi, 
He gan to doubt if he was wakin ; With a his 
Thrice did he rub his een to clear, Surpriz'd, t 
And having maſter'd part o's fear, Quoth he, 
« His preſence be about us a' ! * Oh ! haſt 
% He cries, the like I never ſaw: * Elſe ſoon 
« See, ſee ! be like a lavrock tours With his 
% He'll reek the ſtarns in twa'r three hours! For as he ſa 
« Is't poſhble to bring him back?“ 1 took a lip] 
For that, quoth Nick, I have a knack; To let the c 
To train my birds I want na Lures, And he app. 
Can manage them as ye do your's : For a' his q 
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* The reverend Anthony Gavin, formerly a Spaniſh Roman He ſeem'd f 
Catholic Prieſt, now an Iriſh Proteſtant miniſter, who hath lately 1 led hi | 
wrote three volumes on the tricks and whoredoms of the prieſit im be 
and nuns; which book he names Maſter-keys to Poperys And beckt h 
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And there's ane coming hie gate, hither, 
« Shall ſoon bring down the haly brither,” 

This was a freſh young landart laſs, . 
With cheeks like cherries, een like glaſs ; 
Few coats ſhe wore, and they were kilted, 
And (John come kiſs me now) ſhe lilted, 

As ſhe ſkift o'er the benty knows, 

Gawn to the bught to milk the ews; 

Her in his hand lee Belzie hint up, 

As eith as ye wad do a pint-ſtoup, 

Inverted, wav'd her round his head; 
Whieu—whieu—he whiſtled, and with ſpeed 
Down, quick as ſhooting ſtarns, the prieſt 
Came ſouſe upon the laſs's breaſt, 

The moral of this tale ſhews plainly, 
That carnal minds attempt but vainly 
Aboon this laigher warld to mount, 

While ſlaves to Satan. 


„ 
An ANACREONTIC e Love. 


HEN a' the warld had clos'd their een, 
Fatigu'd with labour, care and din, 
And quietly ilka weary wight 


Enjoy'd the filence of the night: 


Then Cupid, that ill-deedy gett, 
With a' his pith rapt at my yett, 
Surpriz'd, throw ſleep; 1 cry'd, Wha's that? 
Quoth he, A poor young wean a' wat; 
Oh! haſte ye apen,—fear nae ſkaith, 
* Elſe ſoon this ſtorm will be my death.” 

With his complaint my ſaul grew wae, 
For as he ſaid I thought it ſas; 
I took a light, and faſt did vin 
To let the chitte ring infant in: 
And he appear'd to be nae kow, 
For a' his quiver, wings and bow. 
His bairnly ſmiles and looks gave joy, 
He ſeem'd ſae innocent a boy: 
I led him ben but any pingle, 
And beckt him brawly at my ingle; 
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Dighted his face, his handies thow'd, 
Till his young cheeks, like roſes, glow'd. 
But ſoon as he grew warm and fain, 

* Let's try, quoth he, if that the rain 
Has wrang'd ought of my ſporting gear, 
© And if my bow-ſtring's hale and her. 
With that his arch'ry graith he put 

In order, and made me his butt; 

Mov'd back a piece, —his bow he drew, 
Faſt throw my breaſt his arrow flew, 
That done, as if he'd found a neſt, 

He Jeugh, and with unſonſy jeſt, 
Cry*'d, Nibour, I'm right blyth in mind, 
© That in good tift my bow I find: 

© Did not my arrow flie right ſmart ? 

© Ye'll find it ſticking in your heart,” 


On Mr DxummonD's being choſen one of the Honoure 
able Commiſſioners of the Cuſtoms, An Epigram. 


HE good are glad, when merit meets reward; 
And thus they ſhare the pleaſure of another, 

While little minds, who only ſelf regard, 

Will ficken at the ſucceſs of a brother, : 
Hence I am pleas'd to find myſelf right claſs'd, 

Even by this mark, that's worthy of obſerving ; 
It gives me joy, the patent lately paſs'd 

In favour of dear Drummond, molt deſerving. 
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2 DDRESS of the MusE to the Right Hon, GzorGE 
9 Eſq; Lord Provaſt, and Council of 
Edinburgh. . 


Y Lord, my patron, good and kind, 
Whoſe every act of generous care 
The patriot ſhews, and truſty friend; 
While favours by your thoughts refin'd, 
Both public and the private ſhare, 
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To you the muſe her duteous homage pays, 
While Edinburgh's intereſt animates her lays, 


Nor will the beſt ſome hints refuſe: 
The narrow ſoul, that leaſt brings forth, 
To an advice the rareſt bows ; 
Which the extenſive mind allows, 
Being conſcious of its genuine worth, 
Fears no eclipſe; nor with dark pride declines, 
A ray from light, that far inferior ſhines, 


Our reaſon and advantage call 
Us to preſerve what we eſteem ; 
And each ſhould contribute, tho' ſmall, 
Like ſilver rivulets that fall 
In one, and make a ſpreading ſtream. 
So ſhould a city all her care unite, 
T' engage with entertainments of delight. 


ure Man for ſociety was made, 

His ſearch of knowledge has no bound ; 
Through the vaſt deep he loves to wade, 

ö But ſubjects ebb, and ſpirits fade, 


On wilds and thinly peopl'd ground. 
Then where the world, in minature, employs 
Its various arts, the ſoul its wiſh enjoys. 
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Sometimes the ſocial mind may rove, 


And trace, with contemplation high, 1 

The natural beauties of the grove, Bn 

Pleas'd with the turtle's making love, 3 

22 While birds chant in a ſummer ſky. 1 


But when cold winter ſnows the naked fields, 
* The city then its changing pleaſure yields. 


Then you, to whom pertains the care, 
And have the power to act aright, 
Nor pains, nor prudept judping ſpare, 

The GOOD TowN's failings to repair, 
And give — — more delight. 
Much you have done, both uſeful and polite; 
O never tire! till every plan s complete, . 
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Some may object, we money want, 
Of every project ſoul and nerve. 
*Tis true; but ſure, the parliament 
Will ne'er refuſe frankly to grant 
Such ſunds as good deſigus deſerve, 
The thriving well of each of Britain's towns, 


Adds to her wealth, and more her grandeur crowns, 


Allow that fifteen thouſand pounds 
Were yearly on improvements ſpent ; 
If luxury produce the funds, 
And well laid out, there are no grounds 
For murmuring, or the leaſt complaint: 
Materials all within our native coaſt, 
The poor's employ'd, we gain, and nothing's loſt. 


Two hundreds, for five pounds a day, 
Will work like Turkiſh galley-flaves ; 
And e'er they fleep, they will repay 
Back all the public forth did lay, 
For {mall ſupport that nature craves. 


Thus kept at work, few twangs of guilt they feel, 


And are not tempt' by pincking want to ſteal, 
Moſt wiſely did our city move, 
When“ Hope, who judges well and niee, 
Was choſen fitteſt to improve, 
From ruſhy tufts the pleafing grove, 
From bogs a riſing paradiſe, 
Since earth's foundation, to our preſent day, 
The beauteous plain in mud neglected lay. 


Now, evenly planted, hedg'd and drain'd, 
Its verdures pleaſe the ſcent and ſight; 
And here the FAIR may walk unpain'd, 
Her flowing ſilks and ſhoes unſtain'd, 
Kound the green Circus of delight : 
Which ſhall by ripening time ſtill ſweeter grow, 


And Hope be fam'd while Scotſmen draw the bow. 


* Mr Hope of Rankeilour, who has beautifully planted, hedged 
end drained Straiton's Meadow, which was formely the bottom of 


4 lakes 
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Ahl while I ſing, the northern air, 
Throu' gore and carnage gives offence; 
Which ſhould not, while a river fair, 
Without our walls flows by ſo-near; 
Carriage from thence but {mall expence: 
The uſeful Corporation too would find, 
By working there, more health, and eaſe of mind, 


Then ſweet our northern flow'rs would blow, 
And ſweet our northern alleys end: 
Sweet all the northern ſprings would flow, 
Sweet northern trees and herbs would grow, 
And from the lake a field be gain'd : 
Where on the ſpring's green margent by the dawn, » 
Our maids might waſh, and blanch their lace and lawn. 


* Forbid a naſty pack to place 
On ſtalls unclean their herbs and roots, 
On the high ſtreet a vile diſgrace, 
And tempting to eur infant-race, 
To ſwallow poiſon with their fruits, 
Give them a ſtation where leſs ſpoil'd and ſeen, 
The healthful herbage may keep freſh. and clean, 


Beſides they ſtraĩten much our ſtreet, 
When thoſe who drive the hack and dray, 
In drunk and rude confuſion meet, 
We know not where to turn our feet; 
Mortal our hazard every way, 
Too oft the ag'd, the deaf, and little fry, 
Hem'd in with ſtalls, cruſh'd under axles lie, 


Clean order yields a vaſt delight. 
And genius's that brighteſt ſhine, 


* With the more freedom ſome thoughts in theſe ſtanzas are 
advanced, becauſe ſeveral citizens of the beſt thinking, both in 
and out of the magiſtracy, incline to, and have ſuch views, if they 
were not oppoſed by ſome of groſs old-faſhioned notions. Such 


will tell you, O! the ſtreet of Edinburgh is the fineſt garden of 


Scotland. And how can it otherwiſe be, conſidering how well it is 
dunged every night? But this abuſe we hope to ſee reformed ſoon, 


when the cart and warning bell ſhall lea ve the lazy ſlattern without 
excule, after ten at night. | 
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Prefer the pleaſure of the ſight 
Juſtly, to theirs who day and night ; 
Sink health and active thought in wine, 


Happy the man that's clean in houſe and weed, 


Tho' water be his drink, and oats his bread, 


Kind fate, on them whom I admire, 
Beftow neat rooms and gardens fair, 

Pictures that ſpeak the painter's fire, 

And learning which the mne inſpire, 


With friends that all his thoughts may ſhare; 


A houſe in Edinburgh, when the ſullen ſtorm 
Defaces nature's joyous fragrant form, 


O]! may we hepe to ſee a ſtage, 
Fill'd with the belt of ſuch as can 
Smile down the follies of the age, 
Correct dull pride and party rage, 
And cultivate the growing man; 
And ſhew the virgin every proper grace, 
That makes her mind as comely as her face. 


Nor will the moſt devout oppoſe, 

When with a ſtrict judicious care, 
The ſcenes molt virtuous ſhall be choſe, 
That numerous are, forbidding thoſe 

That ſhock the modeſt, good and fair, 

The beſt of things may often be abus'd; 
That argues not, when right, to be refus'd, 


Thus, what our fathers waſting blood, 

Of old from the South Britons won, 
When Scotland reach'd to Humber's flood, 
We ſhali regain by arts leſs rude, 

And bring the belt and faireſt down, 

From England's northern counties, nigh as far 
Diſtant from court, as we of Pictland are. 


Thus far inſpir'd with honeſt zeal, 


Theſe thoughts are offer'd with ſubmiſſion, 


By your own bard, who ne'er ſhall fail 
The intereſt of the common weal, 
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While yon indulge and grant permiſſion 
To your oblig'd, thus humbly to rehearſe 
His honeſt and well-meaning thoughts in verſe, 
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On his Grace the Duke of HamiLTON's ſhooting an 
Arrow through the Neck of an ExzL, 


S from a bow a fatal flane, 
Train'd by Apollo from the main, 
In water pierc'd an Eel; 
Sae may the Patriot's power and art, 
Sic fate to ſouple rogues impart, - 
That drumble at the common weal: 
Tho? they, as ony Eels, are flid, 
And thro' what's vile can ſcud, 
A bolt may reach them, tho” deep hid 
They ſculk beneath their mud. 
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BETT and KATER, a Paſtoral Farewell te Mr Aixmas 
when he went for London, 


BETTY, 
EAR Katie, Wili'y's e'en away! 
Willy, of herds the wale, 
To feed his flock, and make his hay 
Upon a diſtant dale. 
Far to the ſouthward of this height 
Where now we dowie (tray, 
Ay heartſome when he chear'd our fight, 
And Jeugh with us a' day. 
KATE, 
O Willy, can dale dainties pleaſe 
Thee mair than moorland ream ? 
Does Iſis flow with ſweeter eaſe 
Than Fortha's gentle ſtream? 
Or takes thou rather mair. delyt 
In the ſtrae hatted maid, 
Than in the blooming red and whyt 
Ot her that wears the plaid ? 


*. 
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Na, Kate, for that we needna mourn, 
He is not gi'en to change; 
But ſauls of fic a ſhining turn, 
For honours like to range: 
Our laird, and a' the gentry round, 
Who mauna be lad nay, 
Sic pleaſure in his art have found, 
They winna let him ſtay. 
Blyth I have ſtoed frae morn to een, 
To ſee how true and weel 
He cou'd delyt us on the green 
With a piece cawk and keel; 
On a ſlid ſtane, or ſmoother late, 
He can the picture draw 
Of you or me, or ſheep or gait, 
The likeſt e'er ye ſaw. 
Laſs, thinkna ſhame to eaſe your mind, 
I ſee ye're like to greet z 
Let gae theſe tears, tis juſtly kind, 
For ſhepherd ſae complete, 
Kar E. 
Far, far! o'er far frae Spey and Clyde, 
Stands that great town of Lud, 
To whilk our beſt lads rin and ride; 
That's like to put us wood; 
For find'e times they e'er come back, 
Wha anes are heftit there : 
Sure, Beſs, thir hills are no ſae black, 
Nor yet thir howms ſae bare, 
BETTY, 


Our rigs are rich, and green our heights,. 


And weil our cares reward ; 

But yield, nae doubt, far leſs delights, 
In abſence of our laird : 

But we maun cawmly now ſubmit, 
And our ill luck lament, 

And leave't to his ain ſenſe and wit 
To find his heart's content, 

A tbouſand gates he had to win 
The love of auld and young, 

Did a' he did with little din, 
And 1a nae deed was dung, 
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KATE. 

William and Mary never fail'd 
To welcome with a ſmile, 

And hearten us, when ought we ail'd, 
Without deſigning guile: 

Lang may ſhe happily poſſeſs 
Wha's in his brealt infeft, 

And may their bonny bairns increaſe, 
And a' with rowth be left, 

O William, win your laurels faſt, 
And ſyne we'll a“ be fain, 

Soon as your wand'ring days are paſt, 
And you're return'd again. 

BzTTY., 

Revive her joys by your return, 
To whom you firſt gave pain; 

Judge how her paſſions for you burn, 
By theſe you bear your ain. 

Sae may your kirn with fatneſs flow, 
And a' your ky be ſleek; 

And may your hearts with gladneſs glow, 
In finding what ye ſeek. 
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To Mr David MALLOCH, on his Departure from 
SCOTLAND, 


INCE fate, with honour, bids thee leave 
Thy country for a while, Ss 

It is nae friendly part to grieve, 1 
When powers propitious ſmile. ; 


The taſk aſſign'd thee's great and good 
To cultivate two Grahams, 
Wha from bauld heroes draw their blood 
Of brave immortal names, 1 


Like wax the dawning genius takes 
Impreſſions, thrawin or even; 1 
Then he wha fair the molding makes, | 
Does journey»work for heaven. | 
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The ſour weak pedants ſpoil the mind 
Of thoſe beneath their eare, 
Who think inſtruction is conſin d 
To poor grammatic ware. 


But better kens my friend, and can 
Far nobler plaus deſign, 

To lead the boy up to àa man 
That's fit in courts to ſhine, 


Frae Grampian heights, ſome may object, 
Can you fic knowledge bring ? 

But thoſe laigh thinkers ne'er reflect, 
Some ſauls ken ilka thing 


With vaſter eaſe, at the firſt glance, 
Than miſty minds, that plod 

And threſh for thought, but ne'er advance 
Their ſtawk aboon their clod. 


But he * that could in tender ſtrains 
Raiſe Margaret's plaining ſhade, 

And paint diſtreſs that chills the veins, 
While William's crimes are red; 


Shaws to the world, cou'd they obſerve, 
A clear deſerving flame _. 
Thus I can rooſe without reſerve, 
When truth ſupports my theme. 


Gae, Lad, and win a nation's love, 
By making thoſe in truſt, | 

Like Wallace's Achates.f, prove 
Wiſe, generous, brave, and jult. 


* J/illiam and Margeret, a ballad in imitation of the old manne: 
wherein the ſtrength of thought and paſſion is more obſerved than a 


rant of unmeaning words. 


+ The heroic Sir John Graham, the glory of tis name and nation 
(and deareſt friend of the renowned Sir William Wallace) anceſtor 


of his grace the Duke of Montroſe, 
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Sae may his grace, th' illuſtrious Sire, 
With joy paternal ſee 
Their flag bleeze of manly fire, 
And pay his thanks to the. * 78 


To Calis TA, an Epigram. 


NES wiſdom, majeſty, and beauty, 
Contended to allure the ſwain, ; 
Vha fain wad paid to ilk his duty, | 2 
But only ane the prize could gain, 


Vere Jove again to redd debate lik # . 
Betweeen his ſpouſe and daughters twa, 

\nd were it dear Caliſta's fate 

To bid amang them for the ba': 


Vhen given to her, the ſhepherd might 

Then with the ſingle apple ſerve a'; 
Since ſhe's poſſeſt of a' that's bright 
In Juno, Venus, and Minerva, = 


NSCRIPTION en the Tomb-Stone of Mr ALEXANDER" 
WaARDLAW, late Chamberlain to the Right Hon. the 9 
Earl of Wigton, erected by his Son Mr Jon Wards 
LAW, in the Church of BIGGAR. £ A 


ERE lies a man, whoſe upright heart 71 fy 
With virtue was profuſely ſtor'd, | 
Who acted well the honeſt part 
Between the tenants and their lord, 


Between the ſands and flinty rock 
| Thus ſteer'd he in the golden mean, | 
nanner BS While his blyth countenance beſpoke | 
| ow 4 A mind unruffl'd and ſerene. | 
nation 
nceſto: ¶ As to great Bruce the Flemings proy'd | 
Faithful, ſo to the Flemings heir 
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Wardlaw behav'd, and was belov'd 
For's juſtice, candor, faith, and. care, 


His merit ſhall preſerve his fame : . 
To lateſt ages, free from ruſt, 
Till rhe arch angel raiſe his frame 

To join bis ſoul amongſt the juſt. 


An Op ſacred to the Memory of her Grace AXA ; 


Dutcheſs of HALT. 


HY ſounds the plain with ſad; complaint? 
Why hides the ſun his beams ? 
Why ſighs the winds ſae bleak and cauld? , 
- Why mourn the ſwelling fireams ? 


Wail on, ye heights; ye glens, complain; 
Sun, wear thy cloudy veil; 

Sigh, winds, frae frozen caves of ſuaw; 
Clyde, mourn the rueful tale, 


She's dead, the beauteous Anna's dead; 
All nature wears a gloom: © 

Alas! the comely budding flower 
Is faded in the bloom, 


Clos'd in the weeping marble-vaule, 
Now cauld and blae ſhe lies 

Nae mair the ſmiles adorn her cheek, 
Nae mair ſhe lifts her eyes, 


Too ſoon, O ſweeteſt, faireſt, beſt, 
| Young parent, lovely mate, 

Thou leaves thy lord and infant fon 
To weep thy early fate. 


But late thy chearfu* marriage-day 
Gave gladneſs all around; 
But late in thee the' youthful chief 
A heaven of bleſkogs found. 
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His boſom ſwells, for much he lov'd; 
Words fail to paint his grief: 

He ſtarts in dreams, and graſps thy ſhade, 

The day brings uae relief. 


The fair illuſion ſkims away, 
And prief again returns 


Life's pleaſures make a vain attempt, 
Diſconſolate he mourns. 


He mourns his loſs, a nation's loſs, 
It claims a flood of tears, 

When fic a lov'd illuſtrious ſtar 
Sae quickly diſappears. 


With roſes and the lily-buds, 
Ye nymphs, her grave adorn, 

And weeping tell, thus ſweet ſhe was, 
Thus early from us torn, 


To filent twilight ſhades retire, 
Ye melancholy ſwains 

In melting notes repeat her praiſe, 
In ſighing vent your pains. 


But haſte, calm reaſon to our aid, 
And paining thoughts ſubdue, 
By placing of the pious Fair 
In a mair pleaſing view: 


| Whoſe white immortal mind now ſhines, 


And ſhall for ever bright, 
Above th' inſult of death and pain, 


By the Firft Spring of Light. 


There joins the high melodious thrang, 
That ſtrike eternal ſtrings: 

In preſence of Omnipotence, 
She now a ſeraph ſings. 


Then ceaſe great James thy flowing tears, 
Nor rent thy ſoul in vain: 


Cc 
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Frae bowers of bliſs ſhe'll ne'er return 
To thy kind arms again, | 


With goodneſs ſtill adorn thy mind, 
True greatneſs ſtill improve 

Be ſtill a patriot juſt and brave, - 
And meet thy Saint above. 


Soo oo=.o0Oc<oeoepeo oe ooo 


Ops to the Memory of Sir Is AAC NEwTON, Inſcribed 
10 the ROYAL SociETY of London, for the improv 


ing of Natural Knowledge, 


REAT Newton's dead—full-ripe his fame; 
J Ceaſe, vulgar grief, to cloud our ſong: 


We thank the Author of our frame, 
Who lent him to the earth ſo long, 


The god-like man now mounts the ſky, 
Exploring all yon radiant ſpheres 

And with one view can more deſcry, 
Than here below in eighty years: 


Tho' none, with greater ſtrength of ſoul, 
Could riſe to more divine a height, 

Or range the orbs from pole to pole, 
And more improve the human fight, 


Now with fall joy he can ſurvey 
Theſe worlds, and ev'ry ſhining blaze, 
That countleſs'in the milky way, 
Only thro? glaſſes ſhew their rays, 


Thouſands in thouſand arts excell'd, 
But often to one part confin'd ; 

While ev'ry ſcience ſtood reveal'd 
And clear to his capacious mind, 


His penetration, moſt profound, 
Launch'd far in that extended ſea, 


Where human minds can reach no bound, 


And never diy'd ſo deep as he. 
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Sons of the eaſt and weſtern world, 
When on this leading ſtar ye gaze, 
While magnets guide the fail unfurl'd, 

Pay to his memory due praiſe, 


Thro' ev'ry maze he was the guide; 
While other's crawl'd, he ioar'd above: 
Yet modeſty, unſtain'd with pride, 
Increas'd his merit, and our love. 


He ſhunn'd the ſophiſtry of words, 
Which only hatch contentious ſpite; 
His learning turn'd on what affords 
By demonſtration molt delight, 


Britain may honourably boaſt, 
And glory in her matchleſs Son, 
Whole genius has invented molt, 
And fini/h'd what the reſt begun. 


Ye Fellows of the Royal Claſs, 
Who honour'd him to be your head, | 
Erect in fine(t ſtone and braſs = 
Statues of the i/luſtrious dead: 


Altho' more laſting than them all, = 
Or ev'n the Poet's higheſt ſtrain, Wo 

His works, as long as wheels this ball, 
Shall his great memory ſuſtain, 


May from your Learned Band ariſe 
Newtons to ſhine thro? future times, 
And bring down knowledge from the ſkies, 

To plant on wild Barbarian climes, 


Till nations, few degrees from brutes, 
Be brought into each proper road, Wo 
Which leads to wiſdom's happieſt fruits, | 1 
To know their Saviour and their God. | | 
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To WILLIAM SOMERVILE of Warwickſhire, Eſq; on 
reading ſeveral of his excellent Poems. 


IR, I have read, and much admire 
Your muſe's gay and eaſy flow, 
Warm'd with that true Idalian fire 
That gives the bright and chearful glow, 


I con'd each line with joyous care, 
As I can ſuch from ſun to ſun; 

And like the glutton o'er his fare 
Delicious, thought them too ſoon done, 


The witty ſmile, nature and art, 
In all your numbers fo combine, 
As to complete their juſt deſert, 
And grace them with uncommon ſhine, 


Delighted we your muſe regard, ; 
When ſhe like Pindar's ſpreads her wiogs; 
And virtue being its own reward, 


Expreſſes by The fifler ſprings. 


Emotions tender croud the mind, 
When with the royal bard you go, 
To ſigh in notes divinely kind, 
The mighty fal'n on mount Gilbo, 


Much ſurely was the virgin's joy, 
Who with the Iliad had your lays; 

For e'er, and ſince the ſiege of Troy, 
We all delight in love and praiſe. 


' Theſe heaven born paſſions, ſach deſire, 


I never yet cou'd think a crime ; 
But firlt-rate virtues which inſpire 
The ſoul to reach at the ſublime, 


But often men miſtake the way, 
And pump for fame by empty boaſt, 
Like your gilt a/s, who ſtood to bray, 
»Till in a flame his tail he loſt, 
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Him th? incurious bencher hits, 
With his own tale, ſo tight and clean, 
That while 1 read, ſtreams guſh, by fits 
Of hearty laughter, from my een. 


Old Chaucer, bard of vaſt ingine, 
Fontaine and Prior, who have ſung 
Blyth tales the beſt; had they heard thine 
On Lob, they'd own'd themſelves out · done. 


The plot's purſu'd with fo much glee, 
The too officious Dog and Prieſt ; 
The *Squire oppreſi d, I own, for me, 

I never heard a better jeſt, 


Pope well deſcrib'd an Ombre game, 
and King revenging captive queen ; 

He merits, but had won more fame, 
If author of your Bowling-green, 


You paint your parties, play each bowl, 
So natural. juſt, and with ſuch eaſe, 
That while I read, upon my ſoul ! 
I wonder how I chance to pleaſe, 


Yet I have pleas'd, and pleaſe the beſt; 
And ſure to me laurels belong, 

Since Britiſh fair, and *mongſt the beſt 
Somervile's conſort, likes my ſong. 


Raviſh'd I heard th' harmonious fair 
Sing, like a dweller of the ſky, 
My verſes with a Scotian air; 
Thea ſaints were not ſo bleſt as I. 


In her the valu'd charms unite ; 
She really is what all would ſeem, 
Gracefully handſome, wiſe, and ſweet; 
*Tis merit to have her eſteem, 


Your noble kinſman her lov'd mate, 
Whoſe worth claims all the world's reſpect, 
Ce 3 
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Met in her love a ſmiling fate, 
Which has, and muſt have good effect. 


Vou both from one great lineage ſpring, 
Both from de Somervile, who came 

With William, England's conquering king, 
To win fair plains, and laſting fame, 


W hichnour he left to's eldeſt fon, 

That fir{t-born chief you repreſent; 
His ſecond came to Caledon, 

From whom our Somer'le takes deſcent. 


On him and you may fate beſtow 

Sweet balmy health and chearful fire, 
As long's ye'd wiſh to live below, 

Still bleſt with all you wou'd deſire. 


O Sir! oblige the world, and ſpread 
In print“ thoſe and your other lays ; 

This ſhall be better'd while they read, 
And after-ages ſound your praiſe, 


I cou'd enlarge—but if I ſhou'd 
On what you've wrote, my Ode wou'd ran 
Too great a length—your thoughts ſo croud, 
To note them all, I'd ne'er have done. 


Accept this offering of a muſe, . 
Who on her Pictland hills ne'er tires; 

Nor ſhou'd (when worth invites) refuſe |_ 
To ling the perſon ſhe admires. 


ä ceo oooosoceoscoecsooe.epges 


An Epiſtle from Mr Somervile, 


E AR fair Avona's ſilver tide, | 
Whole waves in ſoft meanders glide, 


* Since the writing of this Ode, Mr Somet vile's poems 25 


printed by Mr Lintot in an 8 vo vol. 


I read, to t 
Your jocunt 
Smooth as | 
Your thoug 
Like flow'rs 
While 1 ſur 
This “ frien 
Where fiſte: 
In their full 
Alternately 
Now I behol 
That gracef 
So dear to a 
Nor has th' 
His outward 
But in th' ex 
The nobler | 
True friendſ 
Unſtudied wi 
Then, as you 
And feaſt on 
(Like the lat 
Pleas'd with 
With equal v 
I ſee reſembl 
Brave archers 
In. troops the 
Here the dro 
Or coxcombs 
There woos 
And ſwains tl 
Your pen can 
| With greater 
Believe me 
That pants a: 
And ſeeks the 
No matron in 
E'er felt ſuch 
As I to view t 


* Lord Soo 
Mr Ramſay's wo 


P O E M'S 


I read, to the delighted ſwains, 

Your jocund ſongs, and rural ſtrains, 

Smooth as her ſtreams your numbers flow, 

Your thoughts in vary'd beauties ſhow, 

Like flow'rs that on her borders grow, 

While | ſurvey, with ravil'd eyes, 

This “ friendly gift, my valu'd prize, 

Where filter Arts, with charms divine, 

In their full bloom and beauty ſhine, 

Alternately my foul is bleſt. 

Now I behold my welcome gueſt, 

That graceful, that engaging air, 

So dear to all the brave and fair, 

Nor has th” ingenious artiſt ſhown 

His outward lineaments alone, 

But in th' expreſſive draught defign'd 

The nobler beauties of his mind; 

True friendſhip, love, benevolence, 

Unſtudied wit and manly ſenſe. 

Then, as your book, I wander o'er, 

And feaſt on the delicious ſtore, 

(Like the Jaborious buly bee, 

Pleas'd with the ſweet variety) 

With equal wonder and ſurpriſe, 

I ſee reſembling portraits rife, 

Brave archers march in bright array, 

In troops the vulgar line the way. 

Here the droll figures ſhly ſneer, 

Or coxcombs at tull length appear, 

There woods and lawns, a rural ſcene; 

And ſwains that gambol on the green, 

Your pen can act the pencils part 

With greater geuius, fire and art, 
Believe me, bard, no hunted hind 

That pants againſt the ſouthern wind, 

And ſeeks the ſtteam thro” unknown ways; 

No matron in her teeming days, 

E'er felt ſuch longings, ſuch defires, 

As I to view thole lofty ſpires, 


Lord Soc crvile was pleaſed to ſend me his own picture, and 


Mr Ramſay's works, 
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Thoſe domes, where fair Edina ſnrouds 
Her tow'ring head amid the clouds, 

But oh! what dangers interpole ? 

Vales deep with dirt, and hills with ſnows, 
Proud winter - floods, with rapid force, 
Forbid the pleaſing intereourſe. 

But ſure we bards, whoſe purer clay 
Nature has mixt with leſs allay, 

Might ſoon find out an eaſier way. 

Do not ſage matrons mount on high, 

And ſwitch their broom - ſticks thro' the ſky ; 
Ride poſt o'er hills, and woods, and ſeas, 
From Thule to th* * Heſperides? 

And yet the men of Greſham own 

That this and ſtranger feats are done, 

By a warm fancy's power alone, 


This granted; why can't you and I 


Stretch forth our wings, and cleave the ſky ? 
Since onr poetic brains, you know, 
Than theirs muſt more intenſely glow, 
Did not the Theban ſwan take wing, 
Sublimely ſoar, and ſweetly ſing? 
And do not we of humbler vein, 
Sometimes attempt a loftier (train, 
Mount ſheer out of the reader's ſight, 
Obſcurely loſt in clouds and night? 
Then climb your Pegaſus with ſpeed, 
FI meet thee on the banks of Tweed: 
Not as our fathers did of yore, 
To ſwell the flood with crimſon gore; 
Like the Cadmean. murd'ring brood, 
Each thirſting for his brother's blood. 
For now all hoſtile rage ſhall ceaſe; 
Lull'd in the downy arms of peace, 
Our honeſt hands and hearts ſhall join, 
O'er jovial banquets, ſparkling wine. 
Let Peggy at thy elbow wait, 
And 1 ſhall bring my bonny Kate. 


* 


* The Scilly Iſlands were ſo called by the antients, as Mr Cam- 
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But hold—oh! take a ſpecial care, 

T' admit no prying Kirkman there; 

1 dread the Penitential Chair, 

What a ſtrange figure ſhou'd I make, 
A poor abandon'd Engliſh rake; 

A ſquire well-born, and fix foot high, 
Perch'd in that facred pillory ? 

Let ſpleen and zeal be baniſh'd thence, 
And troubleſome impertinence, 

That tells his ſtory o'er again: 
Ill-manners and his ſaucy train, 

And ſelf conceit, and ſtiff rumpt pride, 
That grin at all the world beſide; 
Foul ſcandal, with a load of lies, 
Intrigues, rencounters, prodigies; 
Fame's buſy hawker, light as air, 
That feeds on frailties of the fair: 
Envy, hypocriſy, deceit, 

Fierce party - rage, and warm debate; 
And all the hell- hounds that are foes 
To friendſhip, and the world's repoſe, 
But mirth inſtead, and dimpling ſmiles, 
And wit, that gloomy care beguiles ; 
And joke, and pun, and merry tale, 
And toaſts, that round the table fail : 
While laughter, burſting thro? the croud 
In vollies, tells our joys aloud, 

Hark ! the ſhrill piper mounts on high, 
The woods, the itreams, the rocks reply, 
To bis far ſounding melody. 

Behold each lab'ring ſqueeze prepare 
Supplies of modulated air, 

Obſerve Croudero's active bow, 

His head (till nodding to and fro, 

His eyes, his cheeks with raptures glow, 
See, ice the baihful nymphs advance, 
To lead the regulated dance, 

Flying (till, the ſwains purfuing, 

Yet with backward glances wooing. 
This, this ſhall be the joyous ſcene 
Nor wanton elves that kim the green 
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Shall be ſo bleſt, ſo blyth, ſo gay, 

Or leſs regard what dotards ſay. - 
My Roſe ſhall then your Thiſtle greet, 
The union ſhall be more compleat; 
And, in a bottle and a friend, 

Each national diſpute ſhall end, 


ANSWER to the above EpisTLE from WII LIAN So- 
MERVILE, £/q; of Warwickſhire, 


IR, I had your's, and own my pleaſure, 


On the receit, exceeded meaſure, 
You write with ſo much ſp'rit and glee, 
Sae ſmooth, ſae ſtrong, correct and free; 
That any he (by you allow'd 
To have ſome merit) may be proud. 
If that's my fault, bear you the blame, 
Wha've lent me fic a lift to fame, 
Your ain tours high, and widens far, 
Bright glancing like a firſt rate ſtar, 
And all the world beſtow due praiſe 
On the Collection of your lays ; 
Where various arts and turns combiae, 
Which even in parts firſt poets ſhine : 
Like Mat and Swift ye ſing with eaſe, 
And can be Waller when you pleaſe, 


Continue, Sir, and ſhame the crew 


That's plagu'd with having nought to do, 
Who fortune in a merry mood 

Has overcharg'd with gentle blood, 

But has deny'd a genius fit 

For action or aſpiring wit; 

Such kenna how t' employ their time, 
And think activity a crime: 


« Aught they to either do, or ſay, 


Or walk, or write, or read, or pray 
When money, their Factotum's able 
To furniſh them a numerous rabble, 

Who will, for daily drink and wages, 


Be chair- men, chaplaias, clerks, and pages: 
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Could they, like you, employ their hours 
In planting theſe delightful flowers, 
Which carpet the poetic fields, | 
And laſting funds of pleaſure yields; en 
Nae mair they'd gaunt and gove away, 
Or ſleep or loiter out the day, 

Or waſte the night, damning their ſauls 
In deep debauch, and bawdy brawls : 
Whence pox and poverty proceed 

An early eild, and ſpirits dead, 

Reverſe of you ;—and him you love, 
Whoſe brighter ſpirit tours above 

The mob of thoughtleſs lords and beaus, 
Who in his ilka action ſhows 

* True friendſhip, love, benevolence, 

* Unſtudy'd wit, and manly ſenſe.” 
Allow here what you've ſaid yourſell, 
Nought can b' expreſt fo juſt and well: 
To him and her, worthy his love, 

And every bleſſing from above, 

A ſon is given, God ſave the boy, 

For theirs and every Som'ril's joy. 

Ye wardens, round him take your place, 
And raiſe him with each manly grace; 
Make his Meridian virtues ſhine, 

To add freſh luſtres to his line: 

And many may the mother ſee 

Of ſuch a lovely progeny. 

Now, Sir, when Boreas nae mair thuds 
Hail, ſnaw and leet, frae blacken'd clouds; 
While Caledonia's hills are green, 

And a' her Straths delight the een; 
While ilka flower with fragrance blows, 
And a' the year its beauty ſhows ; 
Before again the winter lour, * 
What hinders then your northern tour ? 
Be ſure of welcome: nor believe 

Theſe wha an ill report would give ' 
To Ed'aburgh and the land of cakes, 
That nought what's neceſſary lacks. 
Here plenty's goddeſs frae her horn 
Pours fiſh and cattle, claith and corn, 
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In blyth abundance ;——and yet mair, 

Our men are brave, our ladies fair, 

Nor will North Britain yield for fouth 
Of ilka thing, and fellows couth, 

To ony but her ſiſter South. 

True, rugged roads are curſed dreigh, 
And ſpeats aft roar frae mountains hiegh : 
The body tires, tottering clay, 
And likes with eaſe at hame to ſtay 
While ſauls ſtride warlds at ilka ſtend, 
And can their widening views extend, 
Mine ſees you, while you chearfu' roam 
On ſweet Avona's flow'ry howm, 

There recollecting, with full view, 

Theſe follies which mankind purſue; 
While, conſcious of ſuperior merit; 

You riſe with a correcting ſpirit; 

And, as an agent of the gods, 

Laſh them with ſharp ſatyric rods : 

Labour divine !—Next, for a change, 

O'er hill and dale I ſee you range 

After the fox or whidding hare, 

Confirming health in pureſt air ; 

While joy frae heights and dales reſounds, 
Rais'd by the Hola, Horn and Hounds: 
Fatigu'd, yet pleas'd, the chace out-run, 

I ſee the friend, and ſerting ſun, 

Invite you to the temp' rate bicquor, 

Which makes the blood and wit flow quicker, 
The clock ſtrikes twelve, to reſt you bound, 
To fave your health by fleeping found. 


Thus with cool head and healſome breaſt 
You ſee new day ftream frae the eaſt; 
Then all the muſes round you ſhine, 
Inſpiring every thought divine; 

Be long their aid—Your years and bleſſes, 
Your ſervant ALLAN Raus ar withes, 
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REASONS for not N the Hackney Scriblers, my 
' . obſcure Enemies, 


HESE to my blyth indulgent friends; 
Dull faes nought at my hand deſerve : 


To pump an anſwer's a their ends; 
But not ae line, if they ſhou'd ſtarye, 


Wha e'er ſhall with a midding fight, 
Of victory will be beguil'd; 
Dealers in dirt will be to dight, 
Fa' they aboon or 'neath, they're fil'd, 


It helps my character to heez, 
When I'm the butt of creeping tools; 
The warld, by their daft medley ſees, 
That I've nae enemies but fools, 


But ſae it has been, and will be, 
While real poets riſe to fame, 
Sic poor Macflecknos will let flee 
Their venom, and ſtill miſs their aim, 


Should ane like Young or Somer'le write, 
Some canker'd coof can fay 'tis wrang: 

On Pope fic mungrels ſhaw'd their ſpite, 
And ſhort at Addiſon their ſtang, 


But well, dear Spec, the feckleſs aſſes 
To wieſt inſe&s even'd and painted, 
Sic as by magnifying glaſſes 


Are only kend when throu' them tented. 


The blundering fellows ne*er forget, 
About my trade to f—— their fancies, 
As if, forſooth, I wad look blate 


At what my honour maiſt adyances, 


Auld Homer ſang for's daily bread ; 
Surprizing Shakeſpear fin'd the wool; 

Great Virgil creels and baſkets made; 
And famous Ben employ'd the trowel. 
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' Yet Dorſet, Lanſdown, Lauderdale, 
Bucks, Stirling, and the ſon of Angus, 

Even monarchs, and of men the wale, 
Were proud to be inrow'd amang us. 


Then, hackneys, write till ye gae wood, 
Drudge for the hawkers day and night; 
Your malice cannot move my mood, 
And equally your praiſe I ſlight, 


I've gotten mair of fame. than's due, 
Which is ſecur'd amang the beſt ; 
And ſhou'd I tent the like of you, 
A little ſaul wad be confeſt, 


Nae maſtive minds a yamphing cur; 
A craig defies a frothy wave; 
Nor will a lion raiſe his fur, 
Altho* a monkey miſbehave, 


Nam ſatis eft equitem mihi plaudere. 
OSS SSD SS OSESSSSS-S 


To Mr DOXALDMACEWEN, Jeweller, at St Peterſburg, 


OW far frae hame my friend ſeeks fame ! 


And yet I canna wyte ye, 
T' employ your fire, and (till aſpire 
By virtues that delyte ye, 


Should fortune lour, 'tis in your power, 
If heaven grant bawmy health, 

T' enjoy ilk hour a ſaul unſowr; 
Content's nae bairn of wealth. 


It is the mind that's not confin'd 
To paſſions mean and vile, 

That's never pin'd, while thoughts refin'd 
Can gloomy cares beguile, 


Then Donald may be e'en as gay 
On Ruſſia's diſtant ſhore, 
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As on the Tay, where uſquebae 
He us'd to drink before, 


But howſoe'er, haſte gather gear, 
And ſyne pack up your treaſure ; 

Then to Auld Reekie, come and deek ye, 
And cloſe your days with pleaſure, 


To the ſame, on receiving a Preſent from him of a Seal, 
Homer's Head, finely cut in Cry/tal, and jet in Cold. 


Hawks to my frank ingenious friend; 
| Your preſent's moſt genteel and kind, 
Baith rich and ſhining as your mind ; 
And that immortal laurell'd pow, 
Upon the gem ſae well defign'd 
And execute, ſets me on low, 


The heavenly fire inflames my breaſt, 
Whilſt I unweary'd am in queſt 
Of fame, and hope that ages nieſt 

Will do their highland bard the grace, 
Upon their ſeals to cut his creſt, 

And blytheſt ſtrakes of his ſhort face. 


Far leſs great Homer ever thought 

(When he, harmonious beggar ! ſought 

His bread throu' Greece) he ſhould be brought 
Frae Ruſha's ſhore by Captain “ Hugh, 

To Pictland plains, ſae finely wrought 
On precious ſtone, and ſet by you, 


A BALLAD on Benny RATE. 


EasE, poets, your cunning deviſing 
Of rhymes that low beauties oꝰer · rate; 


Capt. Hugh Eccles, maſter of a fine merthant ſhip, which be 
loſt in the unhappy fire at St Peterſburg, 


d 2 


4 


204 DD O E NM s. 


They all, like the ſtars at the riſing 
Of Phoebus, mult yield to fair Kate. 


We ſing, and we think it our duty 

To admire the kind bleſſings of fate, 
That has favour'd the earth with ſuch beauty, 
As ſhines ſo divinely in Kate, 


In her ſmiles, in her features and glances, 


The graces ſhine forth in ſull ſtate, 
While the god of love dang rouſly dances 
On the neck and white boſom of Kate, 


How ſtraight, how well-turn'd, and genteel, are 
Her limbs ! and how graceful her gait ! 

Their hearts made of ſtone, or of ſteel are, 
That are not adorers of Kate, 


But ah! what a fad palpitation 
Feels the heart, and how ſimple and blate 


' Muſt he look, almoſt dead with vexation, 


Whoſe love is fixt hopeleſs on Kate ? 


Had I all the charms of Adonis, 
And galleons freighted with plate, 

As Solomon wiſe; I'd think none is 
So worthy of all, as dear Kate, 


Ah! had ſhe for me the ſame paſſion, 
I'd tune the lyre early and late; 

The ſage's ſong on his Circaſhan, 
Should yield to my ſonnets on Kate, 


His pleaſure each moment ſhall bloſſom, 
Unfading, gets her for his mate; 

He'll graſp every bliſs in his boſom, 
That's linked by Hymen to Kate, 


Pale envy may raiſe up falſe ſtories, 

And hell may prompt malice and hate ; 
But nothing ſhall ſully their glories, 
Who are ſhielded with virtue like Kate. 
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This name, ſay ye, many a laſs has, 
And t' apply it may raiſe a debate; 
But ſure he as dull as an als is, 
That cannot join Cochran to Kate, 
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To Dr J. C. who got the foregoing to give to the young 
Lady. 


ERE happy Doctor, take this ſonnet, 
H Bear to the Fair the faithful ſtrains: 
Bow, make a leg, and d'off your bonnet; 

And get a kiſs for Allan's pains, 


For ſuch. a raviſhing reward, 

The Cloud Compeller's ſelf would try 
To imitate a Britiſh bard, 

And bear his ballads from the ſky, 
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PROLOGUE before the acting of AURENG ZEBE 
and the DRUMMER, 'by the young Gentlemen of the 
Grammar- School of Haddington, Auguſt 11 27, ſpoke 
by Mr Charles Cockburn, Son to Colonel Cockburn. 


E huſh, ye croud, who preſſing round appear 
Only to ftare—we ſpeak to thoſe can hear 
The nervous phraſe, which raiſes thoughts more high, 
When added action leads them thro” the eye, 
To paint fair virtue, humours and miſtakes, 
Is what our ſchool with pleaſure undertakes, 
Thro' various incidents of life led on 
By Dryden, and immortal Addiſon ; 
Thoſe ſtudy'd men, and knew the various ſprings 
That mov'd the minds of Coachmen and of Kings, 
Altho' we're young—allow no thought ſo mean, 
That any here's to act the Harlequin: 
We leave ſuch dumb ſhow mimickry to fools, 
Beneath the ſp'rit of Caledonian Schools. 
Learning's our aim, and all our care, to reach 
At elegance and gracefulneſs of ſpeech, 
Dd 3 


Sa”... - -.1 =P | on RVA 


PTYOTCE!M3 S:! 


And the Addreſs from baſhfulneſs refin'd, 


Which hangs a weight upon a worthy mind. 

The Grammar's good, but pedantry brings down 
The gentle Dunce below the ſprighily Clown, 
© Get ſeven ſcore verſe of Ovid's Triſt by heart, 
To rattle o'er; elſe I thall make you ſmart}? 
Cry ſnarling Dominies that little ken: 

duch may teach partots, but our “ Leſly men, 


EPILOGUE after the ating of the Drums, 
ſpoke by Mr Maurice Cockburn, anzther Son of Colo- 
nel Cockburn's, 


UR plays are done—now criticiſe, and ſpare not; 
And tho” you are not fully pleas'd, we care not. 
We have a reaſon on our fide—and that is, 
Your treat has one good property—'tis gratis, 
We've pleas'd ourſelves; and if we have good judges, 
We value not a head where nothing lodges. 
The generous men of ſenſe will kindly praiſe us, 
And, if we make a little ſnapper, raiſe us: 
Such know the aſpiring ſoul at manly dawn, 
Abhors the ſow'r rebuke, and carping thrawin; 
But riſes on the hope of a great name, 
Up all the rugged roads that lead to fame. 
Our breaſts already pant to gain renown 
At Senates, Courts, by Arms, or by the Gown; 
Or by improvements of Paternal fields, 
Which never failing joy and plenty yields; 
Or by deep draughts of the Caſtalian ſprings,! 
To ſoar with Mantuan or Horatian wings. 
Hey boys! the day's our ain! the Ladies ſmile! 
Which over recompenſes all our toil ! 
Delights of mankind, tho? in ſome ſmall parts 
We are deficient, yet our wills and hearts 
Are yours; and when more perfect, ſhall endeayour, 
By acting better, to ſecure your favour : 


Mr John Leſly, maſter of the ſchool, a gentleman of true 
— who, by his excellent method, moſt worthily fills his 
mags | 
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To ſpinnets then retire, and play a few tunes, 
Till we get thro' our Gregories and Newtons; 
And, ſome years hence, we'll tell another tale ; 
Till then, ye bonny blooming buds, —fare well. 


—_— CE LL LL LE AS, 


PROLOGUE ſpoken by Mr Anthony Aſton, the t 
Night he adted in Winter, 1726. 


, IS I,—-dear Caledonians, blythſome Tony, 

That oft, laſt winter, pleas'd the brave aud bonny 
With medly, merry ſong, and comic ſcene 

Your kindneſs then has brought me here again: 

After a circuit round the queen of iſles, 

To gain your friendſhip and approving ſmiles, 
Experience bids me hope; tho ſouth the Tweed 
The daſtards ſaid, He never will ſucceed : 

What! ſuch a country look for any good in! 

© That does not reliſh plays, — nor pork, —nor pudding!“ 
Thus great Columbus, by an idiot crew, 

Was ridicul'd, at firſt, for his juſt view; 

Yet his undaunted ſpirit ne'er gave ground 

Till he a new and better world had found. 

So I——laugh on the ſimile is bold 5 


But faith 'tis juſt : for 'till this body's cold, 
Columbus like, I'll puſh for fame and gold. 
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A CHARACTER, 
Of judgment juſt, and fancy clear, 


Induſtrious, yet not avaritious; 
No ſlave to groundleſs hope and fear, 
Chearful, yet hating to be vitious. 


From envy free, tho” prais'd not vain, 
Ne'er acting without honour's warrant; 
Still equal, generous and humane, 
As huſband, maſter, friend and parent, 


do modeſt, as ſcarce to be known 
By glaring, proud, conceited aſſes, 
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Whoſe little ſpirits aften frown And may m 
On ſuch as their leis worth ſurpaſſes, By her a br 

Ye'll own he's a deſerving man, Let yout! 
That in theſe out-lines ſtands before ye; Touch 

And trowth the pifture I have drawn, While az 
Is very like my friend #ﬀ——, Bi, All in 


And with th 
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Opt to ALEXANDER MURRAY of Brughton, Eſq; on Wi 
Hi. Marriage with Lady EurHEMIA, Daughter 15 Joos e the 1 
the Right Honourable the Earl of GaLLOwar, | 


2 H life! 

: IS conquering love can move Scarce 

| The beſt to all that's great; When by tr 

It Iweetly binds two equal minds, = So loon th 
And makes a happy ſtate, s £ 

When ſuch as Murray, of a temper even, In prime of! 

And honour'd worth, receives a mite from heaven. 1 The dear 

Nor could w: 

Joy to you, Sir, and joy to her, = With ever 


Whole ſofter charms can ſooth, 


With ſmiling pow'r, a ſullen hour, If outward cl 


And make your life flow {mooth, The chear 
Man's but unfiniſh'd, till. by Hymen's ties Could have p 
His ſweeter half lock'd in his boſom lies. A change 


The general voice approve your choice, Her ſoul glan 


Their ſentiments agree, 8 Her form \ 
With fame allow'd, that ſhe's a good. Tor which yo 
Branch ſprung from a right tree. a And wiſh f 

1 


Long may the graces of her mind delight 


Your ſoul, and long her beauties bleſs your fight, Sow'r ſpleen « 


Theſe oppc 
May the bright guard, who love reward, | Ne'er pal'd he 
With man recoyn'd again, 1 Her mind v 

** 


In offspring fair make her their care, 


1 " i Come, faireſt : 
In hours of joyful pain: Give looſe t 


S* 
* The character, though true, has ſomething in it ſo great thas While Som 


my too modeſt friend will not allow me to ſet his name to it. 
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And may my Patron healthful live to ſee, 
By her a brave and bonny progeny, 


Let youthful ſwains wha tend your plains, 
Touch the tun'd reed, and ling, 

While maids advance, in ſprightly dance, 

| All in the raral ring 

= And with the muſe thank the immortal powers, 

placing with joy Euphemia's name with your's, 
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| Ops tc the Memory of Mrs Fox BESs, Lady NEwHALL, 


H life! thou ſhort uncertain blaze, 
Scarce worthy to be wiſh'd or loy'd, 
When by ſtrict death fo many ways 

So ſoon the ſweeteſt are remov'd. 


In prime of life and lovely glow, 
= The dear Brucina mult ſubmit; 
. Nor could ward off the fatal blow, 
: With every beauty, grace, and wit, 
If outward charms, and temper ſweet, 
The chearful ſmile, and thought ſublime 
| Could have preſery'd, ſhe ne'er had met 
A change till death had ſunk with time, 
Her ſoul glanc'd with each heavenly ray, 
| Her form with all theſe beauties fair, 
For which young brides and mothers pray, 
And wiſh for to their infant care, 
* 
Sow'r ſpleen or anger, paſſion rude, 
Theſe oppoſites to peace and heaven, 

; Ne'er pal'd her cheek, or fir'd her blood; 
; Her mind was ever calm and even, 
come, faireſt nymphs, and gentle ſwains, 

Give looſe to tears of tender love; 
Strow fragrant flowers on her remains, 


t has While ſighing round her grave you move, 
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In mournful notes your pain expreſs, 
While with reflection you run o'er, 


How excellent, how good ſhe was ! 
She was ! alas! but is no more ! 


Yet piouſly correct your moan, 

And raiſe religious thoughts on high, 
After her ſpotleſs ſoul, that's gone 

To joys that ne'er can fade or die, 
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On a Slate's falling from a Houſe on Mrs M. Mk 


Brealt, 


AS Venus angry, and in ſpite 
Allow'd that ſtane to fa”, 
Imagining theſe breaſts ſo white 
Contain'd a heart of ſnaw ? 


Was her wing'd Son ſae cankert ſet 
To wound her lovely ſkin, 
Becauſe his arrows could not get 
A paſſage farder in? 


No; ſhe is to love's goddeſs dear, 
Her ſmiling boy's delight— 

It was ſome hag that doughtna bear 
Sic charms to vex her fight, 


Some filly ſow'r pretending ſaint, 
In heart an imp of hell, 

Whaſe hale religion lies in cant, 
Her vertue in wrang zeal 


She threw the ſane, and ettled death; 
But watching Zylphs flew round, 
To guard dear Madie from all ſkaith, 

And quickly cur'd the wound. 
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To my lind and worthy Friends in IRELAND, who on 4 
ReyorT of my DEATH, made and publiſhed ſeveral 
Elegies, Lyric and Paſtoral, very much to my Honour, 


IcHinG ſhepherds of Hibernia, 

8 Thank ye for your kind concern a', 
When a fauſe report, beguiling, 
Prov'd a draw- back on your ſmiling; 
Dight your een, and ceaſe your grieving, 
Allan's hale, and well. and living, 
Singing, laughing, ſleeping ſoundly, 
Cowing beef, and drinking roundly ; 
Drinking roundly rum and claret, 
Ale and uſquae, bumpers fair out, 
Supernaculum but ſpilling, 
The leaſt diamond“ drawing, filling; 
Sowſing ſonnets on the laſſes, 
Hounding ſatires at the aſſes; 
Smiling at the ſurly critics, 
And the pack-horſe of politics; 
Painting meadows ſchaws and mountains, 
Crooking burns and flowing fountains, 
Flowing fountains, where ilk gowan 
Grows about the borders glowan, 
Swelling ſweetly, and inviting 
Poets lays, and lovers meeting; 
Meeting kind to niffer kiſſes, 
Bargaining for better bliſſes. 

Hills in dreary dumps now lying, 
And ye Zephyrs ſwiftly flying, 
And ye rivers gently turning, 
And ye Philomellas mourning, 
And ye double fighing echoes, 
Ceaſe your ſobbing, tears, and hey ho's1 
Baniſh a' your care and grieving, 
Allan's hale, and well, and hving, 
Early up on morning's ſhining, 
Ilka fancy warm refining, 
Giving tka verſe a burniſh 
That maun ſecond volume furniſh, 

See page 15. 
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o bring in frae lord and lady | 
Meikle * and part of ready: GEN 
Splendid thing of conſtant motion, 
Fiſh'd for in the ſouthern ocean; | 
Prop of gentry, nerve of battles, | 
Prize for which the gameſter rattles; | P 
Belzie's 1 kittle, | 

iſking a' to gain a little. 

8 Pleafing Philip's tunefuꝰ tickle, 
Philomel, and kind Arbuckle; 
Singers ſweet, baith lads and laſſes, 
Tuning pipes on hill Parnaſſus, 
Allan kindly f you 8 | 
ing life, and rowth of bliſſes; | | 
. he may, when ye ſurrender CON 
gauls to heaven, in numbers tender, 


Give a' your fames a happy heezy, MaDan 
And gratefully immortalize ye. a 
deſigns wit! 


ability to oj 
it is general 
ſome honou 

Wherefo 
Ladyſhip's 
pherds {pea 
natural flow 
good reaſon 
{ure of ſome 
mination, 

I am ſure 
Ladyſhip's e 
their ſentimt 
penetration, 
with an unc 
diviner char 

If it were 
Madam, T1 m 
delineate the 
ſhip's charas 
flatterer, ſin 
merit, but in 


11 


CENTLE SHEPHERD 


A 


PASTORAL COMEDY. 
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Inſcribed to the Right Honourable 
UU 
COUNTESS oF EGLINTOUN, 


MADAM, 
HE love of approbation, and a deſire to pleaſe the 
beſt, have ever encouraged the Poets to finith their 
deſigns with chearfulneſs, But conſcious of their own in- 
ability to oppoſe a ſtorm of ſpleen and haughty ill nature, 
it is generally an ingenious cuſtom among them to chuſe 
ſome honourable ſhade, 

Wherefore I beg leave to put my Paſtoral under your 
Ladyſhip's protection. If my Patroneſs ſays the She- 
pherds {peak as they ought, and that there are ſeveral 
natural flowers that beautify the rural wild, I ſhall have 
good reaſon to think myſelf ſafe from the aukward cen- 
{ure of ſome pretending judges that condemn before exa- 
mination, 

I am ſure of vaſt numbers that will croud into your 
Ladyſhip's opinion, and think it their honour to agree in 
their ſentiments with the Counteſs of Eglintoun, whoſe 
penetration, ſuperior wit, and found judgment, ſhines 
with an uncommon luſtre, while accompanied with the 
diviner charms of goodneſs and equality of mind. 

If it were not for offending only your Ladyſhip, here, 
Madam, I might give the fulleſt liberty to my muſe to 
delineate the fineſt of women, by drawing your Lady» 
ſhip's character, and be in no hazard of being deemed a 
flatterer, ſince flattery lies not in paying what's due to 
merit, but in praiſes miſplaced, 
E e 
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Were Ito begin with your Ladyſhip's honourable birth 
and alliance, the field's ample, and preſents us with num» 
berleſs great and good Patriots, that have dignified the 


names of KexnxEDY and MONTGOMERY: be that the 


the herald and hiſtorian, *Tis perſonal merit, 
8 3 heavenly ſweetneſs of the fair, that inſpire _— 
tuneful lays: here every Leſbia muſt be excepted, whoſe 
tongues give liberty to the ſlaves which their eyes had 
made captives; ſuch may be flattered: but your . 
ſhip juſtly claims our admiration and profoundeſt m_— ; 
for whilſt you are poſſeſt of every outward charm B the 
moſt perfect degree, the never fading beauties of wi "_ 
and piety, which adorn your Ladyſhip's mind, comman 
A aki is very true, cries one of better ſenſe than 
good nature, but what occaſion have you to tell us 4 
* ſan ſhines, when we have the uſe of our eyes, and fee 
© his influence? Very true, but I have the liberty to 
ule the poet's privilege, which is, To ſpeak what every 
body thinks.” Indeed there might be ſome ſtrength in 
the reflection, if the Idalian regiſters were of as ſhort Jus 
ration as life ; but the bard, who fondly hopes immorta- 
lity, has a certain praiſe-worthy pleaſure in communicat . 
ing to poſterity the fame of diſtinguiſhed 2 
I write this laſt ſentence with a hand that trembles be- 
tween hope and fear: but if I ſhall prove ſo happy as 1 
pleaſe your Ladyſhip in the following attempt, 7 
my doubts ſhall vaniſh like a morning vapour; 1 _ 
hope to be claſſed with Taſſo and Guarini, and ſing wit 
Oy If 'tis allow'd to poets to divine, ; 

One half of round eternity is mine, 


MAD AM, 


Your Ladyſbip's moſt obedient, 


and moſt devoted Servant, 


ALLAN RAMSAY, 
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77 the Counteſs of EcLINTOUN, with the following 
Paſtoral. 


That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays: 

The muſe, that oft has rais'd her tuneful ſtrains, 
A frequent gueſt on Scotia's bliſsful plains, 
That oft has fung, her liſt'niag youth to move, 
The charms of beauty, and the force of love, 
Once more reſumes the (till ſucceſsful lay, 
Delighted, thro! the verdant meads to ſtray, 
O! come, invok'd, and pleas'd, with her repair 
To breathe the balmy ſweets of purer air, 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Or near the ſtream, or in the rural ſhade, 
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear'ſt, approve 
The GENTLE SHEPHERD's tender tale of love. 

Inſtructed from theſe ſcenes, what glowing fires 
Inflame the breaſt that real love inſpires ! 
The fair ſhall read of ardors, ſigbs, and tears, 
All that a lover hopes, and all he fears: 
Hence too, what paſſions in his boſom riſe ! 
What dawning gladneſs ſparkles in his eyes! 
When firſt the fair one, piteous of his fate, 
Cur'd of her ſcorn and vanquith'd of her hate, 
With willing mind, is bounteous to relent, 
And bluſhing beauteous ſmiles the kind conſent! 
Love's paſſion here in each extreme is ſhown, 
In Charlot's ſmile, or in Maria's frown, 

With words like theſe, that fail'd not to engage, 
Love courted beauty in a golden age, 
Pure and untaught, ſuch nature firſt inſpir'd, 
Ere yet the fair affected phraſe deſir'd. 
His ſecret thoughts were undiſguis'd with art, 
His words ne'er knew to differ from his heart: 
He ſpeaks his love fo artleſs and ſincere, 
As thy Eliza might be pleas'd to hear. 

Heaven only to the Rural State beſtows 
Conqueſt o'er life, and freedom from its woes: 


A Eglintoun! the rural lays, 


Secure alike from envy and from care, 


Nor rais'd by hope, nor yet depreſs'd by fear: 
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Nor want's lean hapd its happineſs conſtrains, 
Nor riches torture with il]- gotten gains. 

No ſecret guilt its ſtedfaſt peace deſtroys, 

No wild ambition interrupts its joys. 

Bleſt ſtill ro ſpend the hours that heav'n has lent, 
In humble goodneſs, and in calm content: 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll, 

Sinleſs and pure, in fair Humeia's ſoul. 

But now the Rural State theſe joys has loſt; 
Even ſwains no more that innocence can boaſt: 
Love ſpeaks no more what beauty may believe, 
Prone to betray, and practis'd to deceive, 

Now happineſs forſakes her bleſt retreat, 

The peaceful dwellings where ſhe fix'd her ſeat; 
The pleaſing fields ſhe wont of old to grace, 
Companion to an upright ſober race. 

When on the funny hill, or verdant plain, 

Free and familiar with the ſons of men, 

To crown the pleaſures of the blameleſs feaſt, 
She uninvited came a welcome gueſt; 

Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, 
Brib'd from their innocence incautious hearts : 
Then grudging hate, and ſinful pride ſucceed, 
Cruel revenge, and falſe unrighteous deed; 
Then dow'rleſs beauty loſt the power to move; 
The ruſt of luere ſtain'd the gold of love: 
Bounteous no more, and hoſpitably good, 


The genial hearth firſt bluſh'd with ſtrangers blood: 


The friend no more upon the friend relies, 
And ſemblant falſhood puts on truth's diſguiſe : 
The peaceful houſhold fill'd with dire alarms ; 
The raviſh'd virgin mourns her ſlighted charms ; 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around, 
In guilt they feaſt, in guilt the bow) is crown'd : 
Unpuniſh'd violence lords it o'er the plains, 
And Happineſs forſakes the guilty ſwains. 

Oh Happineſs ! from human ſearch retir'd, 
Where art thou to be found by all defir'd ? 
Nun ſober and deyout ! why art thou fled, 
To hide in ſhades thy meek contented head ? 
Virgin of aſpect mild! ah why, unkind, 
Fly'lt thou, diſpleas'd the commerce of mankind ? 
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O! teach our ſteps to find the ſecret cell, 
Where, with thy fire Content, thou lov'ſt to dwell, 
Or ſay, do'ſt thou a duteous handmaid wait 
Familiar at the chambers of the great? 
Do'ſt thou purſue the voice of them that call 
To noily revel, and to midnight ball? 

Or the full banquet when we feaſt our foul, 
Do'ſt thou inſpire the mirth, or mix the bol? 
Or, with th” induſtrious planter, do'ſt thou talk, 
Converſing freely in an evening walk? 

Say, does the miſer e er thy face behold, 
Watchful and ſtudious of the treaſur'd gold? 
Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much lov'd pow'r, 
Still muſing ſilent at the morning hour? 

May we thy preſence hope in war's alarms, 

In Stair's wiſdom, or in Erſkine's charms, 

In vain our flatt'ring hopes our ſteps beguile, 
The flying good eludes the ſearcher's toil: 

In vain we ſeek the city or the cell, 

Alone with virtue knows the pow'r to dwell: 
Nor need mankind deſpair theſe joys to know, 
The gift themſelves may on themſelves beſtow : 
Soon, ſoon we might the precious bleſſing boalt, 
But many paſhons muſt the bleſhag colt ; 

# Infernal malice, inly pining hate, 

And envy, grieving at another's (tate; 

Revenge no more mult in our hearts remain, 

Or burning luſt, or avarice of gain, 

When theſe are in the human boſom nurſt, 

Can peace reſide in dwellings ſo accurſt; 
Unlike, O Eglintoun! thy happy breaſt, 
Calm and ſerene, enjoys the heavenly gueſt ; 
From the tumultuous rule of paſſions freed, 
Pure in thy thought, and ſpotleſs in thy deed: 
In virtues rich, in goodneſs unconfin'd, | 
Thou ſhin'ſt a fair example to thy kind 

© Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's name, 
Hou ſwift to praiſe, how guiltleſs to defame ? 
Bold in thy preſence Baſhfulneſs appears, 

And backward Merit loſes all its fears: 
Supremely bleſt by heav'n, heav'n's richeſt grace, 
Confeſt is thine, an early blooming race 

Ee 3 


C 218 J 

Whoſe pleaſing ſmiles ſhall guardian wiſdom arm, 
Divine inſtruction! taught of thee to charm : 
What tranſports ſhall they to thy ſoul impart 
(The conſcious tranſports of a parent's — 
When thou beholdſt them of each grace poſſeſt, 
And ſighing youths imploring to be bleſt; 
After thy image form'd, with charms like thine, 
Or in the viſit, or the dance to ſhine ? 
Thrice happy ! who ſucceed their mother's praiſe, 
The lovely Eglintouns of other days, 

Mean while peruſe the following tender ſcenes, 
And liſten to thy native poet's ſtrains : 
In ancient garb the home bred muſe appears, 
The garb our muſes wore in former years : 
As in a glaſs reflected, here behold 
How ſmiling goodneſs look'd in days of old: 
Nor bluſh to read where beauty's praiſe is ſhown, 
Or virtuous love, the likeneſs of thy own; 
While midſt the various gifts that gracious heaven 
To thee, in whom it is well pleas'd, has given, 
Let this, O Eglintoun! delight thee moſt, 
T' enjoy that Innocence the world has loſt, 
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To Jo $14H BURCHET, E. Secretary of the Admiralty, 
with the farlt Scene of the GENTLE SHEPHERD, 


HE nipping froſts, and driving ſaa, 
Are o're the hills and far awa; 
Bauld Boreas ſleeps, the Zephyrs blaw, 
And ilka thing 
Sae dainty, youthfou, gay and bra” 
Invites to ſing. 


Then lets begin by creek of day, 
Kind muſe ſkiff to the bent away, 
To try anes mair the landart lay, 
With a' thy ſpeed, 
Since Burchet awns that thou can play 
Upon the reed, 


Anes, anes again beneath ſome tree 
Exert thy {kill and nat'ral glee, 
To him wha has ſae courteouſly, 
To weaker ſight, 
Set theſe *® rude ſonnets ſung by me 
In trueſt light. 


In trueſt light may a' that's fine 
In his fair character {till ſhine, 
sma' need he has of fangs like mine, 
To beet his name; 
For frae the north to ſouthern line, 
Wide gangs his fame, 


His fame, which ever ſhall abide, 
Whilſt hiſt'ries tell of tyrants pride, 
Wha vainly ſtrave upon the tide 

| T' invade theſe lands 
Where Britain's royal fleet doth ride, 
Which ſtill commands, 


© To weaker ſight, ſet theſe, &c] Having done me the honour 
of — ſome of my paſtoral pocms into Englich juſtly and ele- 
gantly, as 
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Theſe doughty actions frae his pen *, 
Our age, and theſe to come, ſhall ken, 
How ſtubborn navies did contend 
Upon the waves, 
How free-born Britons faught like men, 
Their faes like ſlaves. 


Sae far inſcribing, Sir, to you, 
This country ſang my fancy flew, 
Keen your juſt merit to purſue ; 
But ah ! I fear, » 
In giving praiſes that are due, 
I grate your ear, 


Yet tent a poet's zealous pray'r ; 
May powers aboon with kindly care, 
Grant you a lang and muckle fkair 

Of a' that's good, 
Till unto langeſt life and mair 
You've bealthfu' ſtood, 


May never care your bleſſings ſow'r,. 
And may the muſes ilka hour, 


Improve your mind, and haunt your bow'r, 


I'm but a callan : 
Yet may I pleaſe you, while I'm your 
Devoted ALLAN, 


® Frac his pen.] His valuable naval hiſtory, 
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Time ot 


Firſt Act 
Second 
Third Ac 
Fourth A 
Fifth Ada 


The PERSONS. 


j M Ex. 


Fir WILLIAM WORTHY, 

PATE, the Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy. 
Roc, a rich young Shepherd, in love with Jenny, 
4 — two old Shepherds, tenants to Sir William. 
WAULDY, a Hynd engaged with Neps. 


WOMEN, 


Peco, thought to be Glaud's Niece, 
Dexxr, Glaud's only Daughter, 
Maus; an old Woman ſuppoſed to be a Witch, 
ELSA, Symon's Wite, 
MapGe, Glaud's Silter, 


CENE, A Shepherd's Village and Fields ſome few 
Miles from Edinburgh, 


Time of Action within twenty-four hours. 


Fir Act begins at Eight in the Morning. 
Second Ad begins at Eleven in the Forenoon. 
Third Act begins at Four in the Aftermon. 
Fourth Act begins at Nine oCGleck at Night, 
Fifth Ad begins by Day-light next Morning, 


1 


1 


CENTLE SHEPHERD 


ACT 1-'SCENE I. 


PROLOGUE to the SCENE, 


Beneath the fouth-fide of a craigy bield, 


Where cry/tal ſprings the haleſome waters yield, 
Tua youthſu* ſhepherds on the gowans lay, 
Tenting their flocks ae benny morn of May. 
Pour Roger granes, till hollow echoes ring ; 


But blyther Patic like: to laugh and ſing. 


PaTiE and ROGER, 


SANG I, Tune, The wawking of the faulds. 


PATIE, Y Peggy is a young thing, 
M Fauſt enter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May. 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And Im not very auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at 


The wawking of the fauld. 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 


Whent'er we meet alane, 
T wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
J wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare, 
My Peggy ſpeaks fae ſweetly, 
To a the lave Pm cauld : 
but ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow 
At wawking of the fauld, 


My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
hene er 1 whiſper love, 
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That I look down on a the town, 
That I look down upon a crown, 
My Peggy ſmiles [ae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And nathing gies me fic 1elight, 
As wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy fings Jae ſaftly, 
When on my pipe 1 play ; 
By a' the reſt it is conſeſt, 
By a' the ref, that ſhe ſings beſt, 
My Peggy fings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are tald, 
With innocence, the wale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fauld. 


H1S ſunny morning, Roger, chears my blood, 
And puts all nature in a jovial mood, 

How hartſom is't to fee the riſing plants, 
To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleaſing rants ? 
How haleſome is't to ſnuff the cawler air, 
| And all the ſweets it bears, when void of care, 
What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane ? 
Tell me the cauſe of thy ill-ſeafon'd pain, 

Roger. I'm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate ! 
I'm born to ſtrive with hardſhips ſad and great. 
Tempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowan flood, 

Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood: 
But I, oppreſt with never-ending grief, 
Maun ay deſpair of lighting on relief, 

Patie. The bees ſhall loath the flow'r, and quit the hive, 
The ſaughs on boggie ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
Ere ſcornfu' queans, or loſs of warldly gear, 

Shall ſpill my reſt, or ever force a tear. 

Roger. Sac might I ſay; but it's no eaſy done 

By ane whale ſaul's ſae ſadly out of tune, 

You have ſae ſaft a voice, and lid a tongue, 

You are the darling baith of auld and young, 

If I but ettle at a ſang, or ſpeak, 

They dit their Jugs, ſyne up their leglens cleek, 
And jeer me hame ward frae the loan or bught, 
While I'm contus'd with mony a vexing thought: 
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Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee, 
Nor mair unlikely ro a laſs's eye, 
For ilka ſheep ye have, I'll number ten, 
And ſhould, as ane may think, come farer ben, 
Patie, But ablins, nibour, ye have not a heart, 
And downa eithly wi? your cunzie part: 
If that be true. what ſignifies your gear ? 
A mind that's ſcrimpit never wants ſome care? 
Roger, My byar tumbled, nine braw nowt were ſmoor'l, 
Three elf-ſhot were, yet I theſe ills endur'd: 
In winter laſt my cares were very ſma', 
Tho? ſcores of wathers periſh'd in the ſnaw, 
Patie Were your bien rooms as thinly ſtock'd as mine 
Leſs you wad loſs, and leſs ye wad repine, 
He that has juſt enough can ſoundly ſleep : 
The o'ercome only faſhes fowk to keep, 
Roger. May plenty flow upon thee for a croſs, 
That thou may'ſt thole the pangs of mony a loſs : 
O may'lt thou doat on ſome fair paughty wench, 
That ne'er will lout thy lowan drowth to quench : 
Till bris'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool! 
And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool, 
Patie, Sax good fat lambs, I ſauld them ilka clute 
At the Weſt-port, and bought a winſome flute, 
Of plum tree made, with iv'ry virles round: 
A dainty whiſtle, with a pleaſant ſound : 
I'll be mair canty wi't, and ne'er cry dool ! 
Than you with all your caſh, ye dowie fool, 
Roger. Na, Patie, na! I'm nae fic churliſh beaſt, 
Some other thing hes heavier at my breaſt : 
I dream'd a dreary dream this hinder night, 
That gars my fleſh a creep yet with the fright, 
Patie, Now, to a friend, how filly's this pretence, 
To ane wha you and a' your ſecrets kens ; 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye bide 
Your well ſeen love, and dorty Jenny's pride : 
Take courage, Roger, me your ſorrows tell, 
And ſafely think nane kens them but your ſell, 
Roger, Indeed now, Patie, ye have gueſs'd o'er true, 
And there is nathing I'll keep up frae you, 
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Me dorty Jenny looks upon aſquint; 

To ſpeak but till her I dare hardly mint: 

In ilka place ſhe jeers me air and late, 

And gars me look bombaz'd, and unko blate: 
But yeſterday I met her yont a know, 

She fled as frae a ſhelly-coated kow. 

She Bauldy looes, Bauldy that drives the car, 
But gecks at me, and ſays I ſmell of tar. 


or, Patie, But Bauldy looes not her, right well I wat, 
= He ſighs for Neps : —ſae that may ſtand for that. 
5 Roger, 1 wiſh I cou' dna looe her but in vain, 
& 1 ſtill maun doat, and thole her proud diſdain, 

mite My Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 


Till he yowl'd ſair ſhe ſtrak the poor dumb tyke; 
If 1 had fill'd a nook within her breaſt, 
She wad have ſhawn mair kindneſs to my beaſt, 
When I begin to tune my ſtock and horn, 
With a' her face ſhe ſhaws a caulrife ſcorn, 
Laſt night I play'd, ye never heard fic ſpite ; 
O'er Bogie was the ſpring, and her delyte: 
Yet tauntingly ſhe at her coulin ſpear'd, 
Gif ſhe could tell what tune I play'd, and ſneer'd, 
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 
I'll break my reed, and never whiſtle mair. 
Patie. E'en do ſae, Roger, wha can help miſluck ? 
daebins ſhe be ſic a thrawin-gabbit chuck, 
Yonder's a craig, ſince ye have tint all hope, 
Gae till't your ways, and take the lover's loup. : | 
Neger. 1 needna mak fic ſpeed my blood to ſpill, A L 
I'll warrant death come ſoon enough a-will, bY 
Patie. Daft gowk ! leave off that filly whinging way; —_—_ 
Seem careleſs, there's my hand ye'll win the day. | "= 
Hear how I ſerv'd my laſs I love as weel 1 
As ye do jenny, and with heart as leel. - 
Laſt morning 1 was gay and carly out, 
Upon a dyke I lean'd, glowring about, 
i jaw my Meg come linkan o'er the lee; 
I ſaw my Meg, but Peggy ſaw na me: 
For yet the ſun was wading thro' the miſt, 
And the was cloſe upon me e'er ſhe wilt, 
F F 


ite 


þ 
4 
2 


5 
— 


true, 
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Her coats were kiltit, and did ſweetly ſhaw 

Her ſtraight bare legs that whiter were than ſnaw, 
Her cockernony ſnooded up fou ſleek, 

Her haffet locks hang waving on her cheek ; 

Her cheeks ſae ruddy, and her een ſae clear; 
And O! her mouth's like ony hinny pear. 

Neat, neat ſhe was, in buſtine waiſtcoat clean, 

As ſhe came ſkiffing o'er the dewy green: 
Blythſome, I cry'd, my bonny Meg, come here, 

J ferly wherefore ye're ſo ſoon aſteer? 

But I can gueſs, ye're gawn to gather dew : 

She ſcour'd awa', and ſaid, What's that to you? 
Then fare ye weel, Meg-Dorts, and e'en's ye like, 
I careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the dyke, 

I trow, when that ſhe ſaw, within a crack, 

She came with a right thieveleſs errand back : 
Miſcaw'd me firſt——than bad me hound my dog, 
To wear up three waff ews ſtray d on the bog. 

I leugh; and ſae did ſhe; then with great haſte 

I claſp'd my arms about her neck and wailt ; 
About her yielding waiſt, and wok a fouth 

Of ſweeteſt kiſſes frae her glowing month, 

While hard and faſt I held her in my grips, 

My very ſaul came low ping to my lips, 

Sair, fair ſhe flet wi' me *tween ilka ſmack, 

But weel I kend ſhe meant nae as ſhe ſpak, 

Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 
Do ye ſae too, and never faſh your thumb. 

Seem to forſake her, ſoon ſhe'll change her mood: 
Gae woo avither, and ſhe'll gang clean wood, 


SANG 11, Tune, Fy gar rub her o'er with Strae, 


Dear Roger, if your Fenny peck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a ſlight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 
Fer women in a man delight : 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 
And with a imple face give way 
To a repulſe—then be nit blate, 


Puli bauldly on, and win the day. 
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To hearten ane: for now as clean's a leek, 
8 Ye've cheriſh'd me, ſince ye began to ſpeak, 
8 Sae, for your pains, I'll mak ye a propine, 


Autan plaid, ſpun of good hawſlock woo, 
Scarlet and green the ſets, the borders blue: 


ro me a preſent of your braw new plaid, 


Shall come a-will, gif ye'll tak my advice, 


Now tak it out, and gie's a bonny ſpring ; t 
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Nen maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean ; 
Ne'er mind their pretty hing tongue z | 

But tent the language of their een : 2 
If theſe agree, and ſh: per/iſt 

To anſwer all your love with hate, 
Seck elſewhere ts be better bleſl, 

And let her jigh when 'tis tos late. 


Reger. Kind Patie, now fair - fa your honeſt heart, 
Ye're ay ſae cadgy, and have fic an art 


(My mother, reſt her ſaul! ſhe made it ſine;) 


With ſpraings like gawd, and filler croſs'd with black; 
I never had it yet upon my back, 
Weel are ye wordy o't, wha have ſae kind 
Red up my revel'd doubts, and clear'd my mind. 
Patie. Weel, hald ye there and fince ye'ye frank» 
ly made 


My flute's be yours, and ſhe too that's ſae nice, 


Roger, As ye adviſe, I'll promiſe to obſerv't; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beſt deſerv't; 


For I'm in tift to hear you play and ſing. . 
Patie, But firſt we'll take a turn up to the height, 

And ſee gif all our flocks be feeding right: 

Be that time bannocks, and a ſhave of cheeſe, 

Will make a breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe ; 

Might pleaſe the daintieſt gabs, were they ſae wiſe 

To ſeaſon meat with health, inſtead of ſpice, 

When we have tane the grace-drink at this well, 

11] whiſtle ſyne, and ſing t'ye like my ſell, [Exeunt, 
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SCENE I. 1 
P ROL OG VUE. 


A flewrie howm between tava verdaut braes, 
Where laſſes uſe to waſh and ſpread their claiths, 
A trotting burnie wimplin, throw the ground, 
ts channel peebles, ſhining ſmooth and round, 
Here view twa bareſoot beauties clean and clear: 
Firſt pleaſe jour eye, then pratiſy your ear ; 

While Jenny what ſhe wiſhes diſcommends, 


And Meg with better ſenſe true love defends, 


PEGGY and JENNY, 
Jeum. 
green, 
This ſhining day will bleach our linen clean; 
The water's clear, the liſt unclouded blew, 
Will make them like a lily wet with dew, 

Peggy. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's How, 
Where a' that's ſweet in ſpring and ſimmer grow: 
Between twa birks, out o'er a little lin, 

The water fa's, and makes a ſingand din: 

A pool breaſt-deep, beneath as clear as glaſs, 
Kiſſes with eaſy whirles the bordering graſs, 
We'll end our waſhing, while the morning's: cool, 
And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There waſh our ſells— tis healthfou now in May, 
And ſweetly cauler on ſae warm a day, 

Jenny. Daft laſhe, when we're naked, what'll ye ſay, 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 

And ſee us ſae? that jeering fallow, Pate, 
Wad taunting ſay, Haith laſſes, ye're no blate, 

Peggy. We're far frae ony road, and out of fight; 
The lads they're feeding far beyont the height: 

But tell me now, dear Jenny, we're our lane, 
What gars ye plague your wooer with diſdain ? 
The neighbours a' tent this as well as I: 

That Roger loo's ye, yet ye care na by, 

| What ails ye at him? Troth, between us twa, 


He's wordy you the belt day e'er ye ſaw. 


OME, Meg, let's fa' to wark upon this ; 
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Jenny. I diana like him, Peggy, there's an end, 
A herd mair ſheepiſh yet I never kend. \ 
He kames his hair indeed, and gaes right ſnug, 
With ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug; 
Whilk penſylie he wears a-thought a-jee, 
And ſpreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee, = 
He falds his owrelay down his breaſt with care, = 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair ) 
For a' that, he can neither ſing nor ſay, A 
Except, How d'ye ?—or, There's a bonny day. ; M 
Peggy. Ye daſh the lad with conſtant lighting pride, 1 
Hatred for love is unco fair to bide: a 
But ye' Il repent ye, if his love grow cauld. 
What like's a dorty maiden, when ſhe's auld ? 
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat, 
That for ſome feckleſs whim will orp and greet: 
The lave laugh at it, till the dinner's paſt, : 


And ſyne the fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or ſcart anither's leavings at the laſt, 
Fy, Jenny, thiak, and dinna fit your time, 


SANG III. Tune, Polwart on the Green, 


The dorty will repent, 
If lover's heart grow cauld, 
And nane her ſmiles will tent, 
Sqn as her face looks auld, 


The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nor eats the” hunger crave, 
Whimpers and tarrow: at its meat, 


And's laught at by the lave, 


They jeſt it till the dinner's paſt, 
Thus by it ſell abus'd, 

The fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or eat what they've reſus d. 


Jenny. I never thought a ſingle life a crime. 
Peggy. Nor I—but love in whiſpers lets us ken, 
That men were made for us, and we for men. , 
Jenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himſell, 
= Forlic a tale I never heard him tell. : 
| 713 
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He glowrs and ſighs, and I can gueſs the cauſe; 
But wha's oblig'd to ſpell his hums and haws ? 
' Whene'er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 
I'ſe tell him frankly ne'er to do't again. 
They're fools that ſlav'ry like, and may be free; 
The chiels may a' knit up themſelves for me. 
Peggy. Be doing your ways; for me I have a mind 
To be as yielding as my Patie's kind, 
Jenny. Heh, laſs ! how can ye loo that rattle-ſkull ? 
A very deel, that ay maun have his will, 
We'll ſoon hear what a poor feightan liſe 
You twa will lead, ſae ſoon's ye're man and wife, 
Peggy. III rin the riſk, nor have I ony fear, 
But rather think ilk langſome day a year, 
Till 1 with pleaſure mount my bridal- bed, 
Where on my Patie's breaſt 1'll lean my head, 
There he may kiſs as lang as kiſſing's good, 
And what we do, there's none dare call it rude, 
He's get his will: why no! 'tis good my part 
To give him that, and he'll give me his heart. 
Jenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen days 
Mak meikle o'ye, with an unco fraile, 
And daut ye baith afore fowk, and your lane: 
But ſoon as his newfangleneſs is gane, 
He'll look upon you as his tether-ſtake, 
And think he's tint his freedom for your ſake. 
Inſtead then of lang days of ſweet delyte, 
Ae day be dumb, and a' the nieſt he'll flyte: 
And may be, in his barlichoods ne'er (tick 
To lend his loving wife a loundering lick. 


SANG IV. Tune, O dear Mother, what ſhall 1 do? 


O dear Peggy, love's beguiling, 

We ought not to truft his ſmiling ; 
Better far to do as I do, 

Leſt a harder luck betide you. 
Laſſes when their fancy's carry d, 
Think of nought but to be marry'd ; 
Nunning to a lie deſtroys | 
Heartſome, free, and youthſu' joys, 
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Peggy. Sic coarſe ſpun thoughts as that want pith to 
My ſettl'd mind; I'm oer - far gane in love. {move 
Patie to me is dearer than my breath, 

But want of him I dread nae other ſkaith, 
There's nane of a' the herds that tread the green 
Has fic a ſmile, or fic twa glancing een. 

And then he fpeaks with fie a taking art, 

His words they thirle like muſtc throw my heart; 
How blythly can he ſport, and gently rave, 

And jeſt at little fears that fright the lave, 

Ilk day that he's alane upon the hill, 

He reads fell books that teach him meikle ſkill; 
He is—but what need I fay that or this, 

ld ſpend a month to tell you what he is! 

In a' he ſays or does, there's fic a gate, 

The reſt ſeem coofs compar'd with my dear Pate, 
His better ſenſe will lang his love ſecure: 

Ill nature hefts in ſauls are weak and poor, 


SANG V. Tune, How can I be ſad on my, Oc. 


How /hall I be ſad when a huſband I hae, 

That has better ſenſe than ony of thae 

Sour weak filly fellows. that ſtudy like fools, 

To ſink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnols, 
The man who is prudent ne'er ligbtlies his wife, 
Or with dull reproaches encourages ſtrife; 

He praiſes her virtue, and ne'er will abuſe 


Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe, 


Jenny. Hey Bonny Laſs of Brankſome, or't be lang, 

Your witty Pate will put you in a ſang, | 

O *tis a pleaſant thing to be a bride ; | | 

Syne whindging getts about your ingle - ſide, 

Yelping for this or that with faſheous din: 

To make them brats then ye maun toil and ſpin, 

Ae wean fa's ſick, ane ſcads itſell wi” brue, 

Anc breaks his ſhin, anither tines his ſhoe, 

The Deel ga'es o'er John Wabſter : hame grows hell; 

When Pate miſcaws ye war than tongue can tell, 
Peggy. Yes, it's a heartſome thing to be a wile, 

When round the ingle-edge young ſprouts are rife, 

Git I'm ſae bappy, I ſhall have delight 

To hear their little plaints, and keep them tight, 
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Wow, Jenny! can there greater pleaſure be 
Than ſee fic wee tots toolying at your knee; 
When a' they ettle at their greateſt wiſh, 
Is to be made of, and obtain a kiſs ? 

Can there be toil in tenting day and night 
The like of them, when love makes care delight? 
Jenny. But poortith, Peggy, is the warſt of a', 
Gif o'er your heads ill chance ſhould begg'ry draw: 

There little love or canty chear can come . 
Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom. 
Your nowt may die—the ſpate may bear away 
. Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay 
The thick blawn wreaths of ſnaw, or blaſhy thows, 
May {moor your wathers, and may rot your ews: 
A dyvour buys your butter woo and cheeſe, 
Bur or the day of payment breaks and flees, 
With glooman brow the laird ſeeks in his rent: 
*Tis no to gie; your merchant's to the bent: 
His honour maunna want; he poinds your gear: 
Syne driven frae houſe and hald, where will ye ſteer? 
Dear Meg, be wiſe, and lead a ſingle life; 
Troth, it's nae mows to be a married wife. 

Peggy. May ſic ill luck befa* that filly ſhe 
Wha has ſic fears, for that was never me. 
Let fowk bode wee); and ſtrive to do their beſt; 
Nae mair's requir'd; let heaven make out the reſt. 
I've heard my honeſt uncle aften ſay, 
That lads ſhould a* for wives that's vertuous pray; 
For the maiſt thrifty man could never get 
A well ſtor'd room, unlefs his wife wad let: 
Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part 
To gather wealth to raiſe my ſhepherd's heart: 


And win the vogue, at market, tron, or fair, 

For healſome, clean,.cheap, and ſufficient ware, 

A flock of lambs, cheefe, butter, and ſome woo, 
Shall firſt be fald to pay the laird his due: 

Syne a' behind's our ain thus without ſear, 
With love and rowth we throw the warld will ſteer: 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 


He'll bleſs che day he gat me for his wife, 


Whate'er he wins, Pl] guide with canny care, 
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Jenny. But what if ſome young giglit on the green, 
With dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een, 
Shou'd gar your Patie think his half worn Meg, 

And her kend kiſſes, hardly worth a feg? 

Peggy. Nae mair of that—Dear Jenny, to be free, 
There's ſome men conſtanter in love than we; 

Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 
Has bleſt them with ſolidity of mind: 

They'll reaſon caumly, and with kindneſs ſmile, 
When our ſhort paſſions wad our peace beguile ; 
Sac, whenſoe'er they ſlight their maiks at hame, 
'Tis ten to ane their wives are maiſt to blame, 
Then I'll employ with pleaſure a' my art 

To keep him cheerfu' and ſecure his heart: 

At ev'n, when he comes weary frae the hill, 

I'll have a' things made ready to his will: 

In winter, when he toils throw wind and rain, 
A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth · ſtane; 

And ſoon as he flings by his plaid and ſtaff, 
The ſeething pot's be ready to tak aff; 

Clean hag-abag I'll ſpread upon his board, 

And ſerve him with the beſt we can afford: 

Good humour and white bigonets ſhall be 
Guards to my face, to keep bis love for me. , 

Jenny. A dith of married love right ſoon grows cauld, ; 
And dozens down to nane, as fowk grow auld, 

Peggy. But we'll grow auld togither, and ne'er find 
The loſs of youth, when love grows on the mind, 

Bairns and their bairns make ſure a firmer tye, 

Than aught in love the like of us can ſpy, 

See yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide, 

Suppoſe them ſome years ſyne bridegroom and bride ; 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've preſt, 5 
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Till wide their ſpreading branches are increas'd, 

And in their mixture now are fully bleſt: 

This ſhields the other frae the eaſtlin blaſt; 

That in return defends it frae the weſt, 

Sic as ſtand ſingle (a ſtate ſae lik d by you!) 

Beneath ilk ſtorm frae every airth maun bow. 
Jenny. I've done —l yield, dear laſſie, I maun yield, | = 

Your better ſenſe has fairly won the field, 
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With the aſſiſtance of a little fae 
Lies dern'd within my breaſt this mony a day. 


SANG VI, Tune, Nanſy's to the green-wood gane. 

4 yield, dear laffie, ye have won, 

And there t1 nac denying, 
. That fure as light flaws frac the ſun, 

Frae love proceeds conplying ; 

Fer a“ that we can do or /ay 
Cain love nae thinker heeds nr, 

They ken our beſoms lodge the ſae, 
That by the heart/ſirings leads us, 


Peggy. Alake poor:pris'ner! Jenny, that's no fair, 
That ye'll no let the wie thing take the air 
Halte, let him out, we'll tent as well's we can, 
Gif he be Bauldy's or poor Roger's man. 
Jenny, 3nither time's as good—for ſee the ſun 
Is right far up, and we're not yet begun 
To freath the graith; if canker'd Madge, our aunt, 
Come up the burn, ſhe'll gie's a wicked rant; 
But when we're done, III tell ye a' my mind; 


For this ſeems true, nae laſs can be unkind, [LE xcunt. 
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PROLOGUE. 


A ſnug thack houſe, before the door & green; 

Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are ſeen. 

On this fide lands a barn en that a byar ; 

A peet ſtack joins, and forms a rural ſquare. 

The houſe is Glaud's ;-—there you may ſee him lean, 
And to his divet ſeat invite his ſrien. 


GLAUD and SYMON., 


Claud. Oop-MOoRRO w, nibour Symon— come, fit 
down, 
And gie's your cracks— What's a' the news in town? 
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They tell me ye was in the ither day, 

And ſald your crummock, and her baſſend quey, 

III warrant ye've coft a pund of cut 2nd dry: 

Lug out your box, and gie's a pipe totry, [boy, 
Symon, With a' my hear. and tent me now, auld 

I've gather'd news will kittle your mind with joy. 

1 cou'dna reſt till I came o'er the burn, 

To tell ye things have taken fic a turn, 

Will gar our vile oppreſſors ſtend like flaes, 

And ſkulk in hidlings on the hether braes, [ſtand 
Claud. Fy blaw!—Ah Symmie ! rattling chiels ne'er 

To cleck and ſpread the groſſeſt lies aff-hand, 

Whilk ſoon flies round like will-fire far and near: 


But looſe your poke, be't true or fauſe let's hear, 


® Symon. Seeing's believing, Glaud, and I have ſeen 
Hab, that abroad has with our Maſter been, 
Our brave good Maſter wha right wiſely fled, 
And left a fair eſtate to ſave his head, | 
Becauſe ye ken fou well he bravely choſe, 
To ſhine or ſet in glory with Montroſe : 
Now Cromwell's gane to Nick; and ane ca'd Monk 
Has play'd the Rumple a right flee begunk, 
Reſtor'd king Charles; and ilka thing's in tune: 
And Habby ſays, we'll ſee Sir William ſoon. 
Glaul, That makes me blyth indeed but dinna flaw, 
Tell o'er your news again! and ſwear til't a'. 
And ſaw ye Hab! and what did albert ſay? 
They have been een a dreary time away, 
Now God be thanked that our laird's come hame; 
And his eſtate, ſay, can he eithly claim? 
Symon, They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane, 
Like greedy bairs, dare nae mair do't again, 
And good Sir William fall enjoy his ain, : 


SANG VII. Tune, Cauld Kale in Aberdeen, 
Cauld be the rebels caſt, 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, 
1 hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 
Strung a' up in a woody, 


Ble/t be he of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high in ſtation, 
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That bravely ſtands in the defence 


Of conſcience, king, and nation. 


Glaud. And may he lang, for never did he ſtent 
Us in our thriving with-a racket rent ; | 
Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe 
Our mailens, when we pat on Sunday's claiths, 
Symon, Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy air, 
Allow our Jyart noddles to be bare: 
put on your bonnet, Symon——tak a ſeat 
* How's all at hame ?—How's Elſpa? How does Kate? 
* How ſells black cattle ! What gies woo this year! 
And fic like kindly queſtions wad he ſpear. 


SANG VII. Tune, Mucking of Geordy's byar, * 


The laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack the poor tenants who labour 
To riſe abvon poverly ; 
Elſe like the pack horſe that's unſother'd 
And burthen'd, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd, 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


Claud. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen 
The nappy bottle ben, and glaſſes clean, 
Whilk in our breaſt rais'd fic a blythſome flame, 
As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame, 
My heart's e'en rais'd !-—Dear nibour, will ye ſtay, 
And tak your dinner here with me the day: 
We'll ſend for Elſpith too—and upo' ſight, 
Pl] whiſtle Pate and Roger frae the height. 
I'll yoke my fled, and fend to the neiſt town, 
And bring a draught of ale, baith ſtout and brown; 
And gar our cottars a' man wife and wean, 
Drink 'till they tine the gate to ſtand their lane. 
Symon. I wadna bauk my friend his blyth deſign, 
Gif that it hadna firſt of a' been mine: 
For here yeſtreen I brew'd a bow of maut, 
Yeſtreen I flew twa wathers prime and fat; 
A furlet of good cakes my Elſpa beuk, 
And a large ham hangs reeſting in the nook: 
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I faw myſell, or I came o'er the loan, 

Our meikle pot, that ſcads the whey, put on, 

A mutton bonk to boil—and ane we'll roaſt; 

And on the haggies Elſpa ſpares nae colt ; 

Small are they ſhorn, and ſhe can mix fou nice 

The guſty ingans with a curn of ſpice: 
| Fat are the puddings—heads and feet well ſung: 
And we've invited nibours auld and young, 
| To paſs this afternoon with glee and game, 
And drink our Maſter's health and welcome -hame: 
Le maunna then refuſe to join the reſt, 
Since ye're my neareſt friend that I like beſt : 
Bring wi'ye all your family; and then, 
Whene'er you pleaſe, I'll tant wi' you again, 
Claud. Spoke like ye'r ſell, auld-birky, never fear 
But at your banquet I ſhall firſt appear: 
Faith, we ſhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld : 
= Auld, faid 1 !—Troth, I'm younger be a ſcore, 
With this good news, than what I was before: 


Ill dance or een! hey, Madge, come forth, d'ye hear? 
F 


4 
64.74 
91 

7 

7 


Enter Mapex. 
Madge. The man's gane gyte — Dear Symon, wel- 
f come here 
What wad ye, Glaud, with a' this haſte and din? 
e never let a body fit to ſpin. 
| Glaud. Spin! Snuff —Gae break your wheel, and 
1 burn your tow, 
And ſet the meikleſt peet ſtack in a low; 
1 Syne dance about the bane fire till ye die, 
Since now again we'll ſoon Sir William fee, 
* Madge. Blyth news indeed !—And wha was't tald 
u o't, | 
Claud. What's that to you ?—Gae get my Sunday's 
4 coat; 
VWale out the whiteſt of my bobit bands, 
My whyt-ſkin hoſe, and mittans for my hands; 
Then frae their waſhing cry the bairns in haſle, 
And mak ye'r ſells as trig, head, feet and waiſt, 


5 N jp 
7 p 


As ye were a' to get young lads or een; 
For we're gawn 0'er to dine with Sym bedeen. 
6 g 


| 

* 
4 
RH 
9 
F 


438 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Symon, Do, honeſt Madge——and, Gland, I'll o'er bs 
the gate, And ſeven t 

And ſee that a' be done as I wad bae't, [Exeurt, Till Plotco 
S Mixt with t 

Of this unſo! 

SCENE: II. Of any ane 

With ſlaw a 

PROLOGUE. Stuck fou of 

The pain by 

The open field—— A cottage in a glen And yonder” 
An auld wife pinning at the ſunny end. 2 When ane li 
Alt a ſmall e by a blaſted tree, She and her 
With falded arms and baff rait d look, ye ſee 3 Li. FA m) 

$ maun « 


BAuLDY bis lane. = They gallop 

Bauldy. HA T's this !—I canna bear't ! Tis wat 

; than hell, K: 
To be ſae burnt with love, yet darena tell! 
O Peggy, ſweeter than the dawning day, 
Sweeter than gowany glens or new mawn hay; 
Blyther than lambs that friſk out o'er the knows; 
Straighter than aught that in the foreſt grows, 


Her een the cleareſt blob of dew out-ſhines ; A gr 
The lily in her breaſt its beauty tines: Wi 
Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her cen, Ther, 
Will be my deid, that will be ſhortly ſeen ! Ar, 
For Yate loes her !-—waes me! and ſhe loes Pate; 

And I with Neps, by ſome unlucky fate, SANG 
Made a daft yow !-—O ! but ane be a beaſt, nes 


That makes raſh aiths *till he's afore the prieſt, 
I darena ſpeak my mind, elſe a' the three, 


But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy: = 
MTis fair to thole—1'll try ſome witchcraft art, Na 
To break with ane and win the other's heart. "= 
Here Mauſy lives, a witch, that for ſma' price, * 
Can caſt her cantraips, and give me advice: F 
She can o'ercaſt the night, and cloud the moon, 

And mak the deils obedient to her crune: 

At midnight hours, o'er the kirk yard ſhe raves, Bauldy, H 


And howks unchriſten'd weans out of their graves ; Ye look baith 
Boils up their livers in a warlock's pow : | . Mauſe, E' 
Rins witherſhins about the hemlock low, I uud becking 
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And ſeven times does her prayers backwards pray, 
'Till Plotcock comes with lumps of Lapland clay, 
Mixt with the venom of black taids aad ſnakes: 

Of this unſonſy pictures aft ſhe makes 

Of any ane ſhe hates—and gars expire 

With flaw and racking pains àfore a fire, 

Stuck fou of prins; the devilith pictures melt; 
The pain by fowk they repreſent is felt. 

And yonder's Mauſe; ay, ay, ſhe kens fou weil, 
When ane like me comes rinning to the deil: 

She and her cat ſit beeking in her yard; 

To ſpeak my errand, faith amaiit I'm fear'd: 
But I maun do't, tho' I ſhould never thrive ; 

© They gallop fait, that deils and laſſes drive, [Exits 


wat i 


SCENE III. 


PRO LO GU E. 


A green kail-yard, a little ſount, 
. Where water poplin ſprings, R 
There fits a wife with wrinkled front, 
And yet ſbe ſpins and ſings, 


SANG IX, Tune, Carle and the King come, 


== Mavss, Pier now the king's come, 
Peggy, now the king's come, 
7 hou may dance, and 1 ſhall ing. 
Peggy, fince the king's come : 
Mae mair the hawkeys ſhalt thou milk, 
But change thy plaiding coat for ſilk, 
And be a lady of that ilk, 
Now, Peggy, fince the king's come. 


Enter Bauldy. 
Bauldy, How does auld honeſt lucky of the glen ? 
Ye look baith hale and feir at threeſcore ten. 
Mauſe, E'en twining out a thread with little din, 
And beeking my cauld limbs afore the ſun, 
6 g 2 


_ 
—_ 
| | 


11 


Mau ſe 1 
Sac gang yo. 
'Gainſt that 
Worth all y 
Bauldy. 
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What brings my bairn this gate ſae air at morn? 

Is there nae muck to lead—to threſh, nae corn ? 
Bauldy, Enough of baith—But ſomething that require: 

Your helping hand, employs now all my cares. 
Mauſe. My helping hand, alake | what can I do 


That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ? be” 
Bauldy, Ay, but you're wiſe, and wiſer far than we, But if ye ral 
Or maiſt part of the pariſh tells a lie, Syne rain an 
Mauſe. Of what kind wiſdom think ye I'm pofſeſt, Will make Y 
That lifts my character aboon the reſt ? Fell, 3! We're a to 
Bauldy. The word that gangs, how ye're ſae wile audi! © will ye co 
Ye'll may be tak it ill gif 1 ſoud tell. And there y 
Mauſe. What fowk ſay of me, Bauldy, let me hear; There's nan 
Keep naithing up, ye uaithing have to fear. Mauſe. 
Bauldy, Well, ſince ye bid me, I ſhall tell ye a Tween you 
That ilk ane talks about you, but a flaw. Bauldy. 
When Jaſt the wind made Glaud a roofleſs barn; May ye ride 
When laſt the burn bore dewn my mither's yarn; 
When Brawny elf-ſhot never mair came hame; BP 
When Tibby kirn'd and there nae butter came This fool 
When Beſſy Freetock's chuffy-cheeked wean That I'm-a 1 
To a fairy turn'd, and cou'dna ſtand its lane; Becauſe by 
When Wattie wander'd ae night thro' the ſhaw, To ſpeak ar 
And tint himſel amaiſt amang the ſnaw ; . Their groſs 
When Mungo's mare ftood ſtill, and ſwat wi' fright > ſhall t 
When he brought eaſt the Howdy under night; 1 ſince t 
When Bawſy ſhot to dead upon the green; = epherde 
And Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſeen; L Ley bonny 
You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a' fell out: 1 . * 
And ilka ane here dreads ye round about; ow 4 a % 
And ſae they may that mean to do ye ſkaith; N aſt 2 
For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith: 2 * p 
But when I neiſt make grots, Fl ſtrive to pleaſe gh 1 hs 
You with a furlet of them mixt with peaſe | 4 r —_ K 
Mauſc. I thank ye, lad, — now tell me your demand, 3 mue 
And, if (can, III lend my helping hand n Pu _— 


Peggy likes Pate; —and Patie's bauld and flee, 
And looes ſweet Meg—But Neps I downa ſee— 
Cou'd ye turn Patie's love to Neps, and then 
Peggy's to me,—1'd be the happieſt man. 


Bauldy. Then, I like Peggy—Neps is fond of me— 4 
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Mauſe I'll try my art to gar the bowls row right, 
Sac gang your ways and come again at night; 
'Gainſt that time I'll ſome ſimple things prepare, 
Worth all your peaſe and groats, take ye na care. 

Bauldy, Well, Mauſe, Ill come, gif I the road can 

find 5 _ 

But if ye raiſe the deil, he'll. raiſe the wind; $1 
Syne rain and thunder, may be, when tis late, am 
Will make the night ſae mirk, I'll tine the gate. 1 
We're a* to rant in Symmie's at a feaſt, = 
O will ye come like badrans for a jeſt.; o 
And there ye can our different haviours ſpy ; 2 
There's nane ſhall ken 0't there but you and I. = 

Mauſe. Tis like I may—but let na on what's paſt _ 
Tween you and me, elſe fear a kittle caſt, 

Bauldy. If 1 aught of your ſecrets e'er advance, 
May ye ride on me ilka night to France, [Exit Bauldy. 


| Maus her lane. 1 | 
This fool imagines, as do mony fic, 


That I'm a witch in compact with Auld: Nick, 1 
Becauſe by education I was taught = 
To ſpeak and act aboon their common thought: 
Their groſs miſtake ſhall quickly now appear; 1 


Soon ſhall they ken what brought, what keeps me here, 
Now fince the royal Charles, and right's reſtor'd, 

A ſhepherdeſs is daughter to a lord. 

The benny foundling that's brought up by Glaud, _ = 
Wha has an uncle's care on her beſtow'd, a 
Her infant life I ſav'd, when a falſe friend 

Bow'd to th? Uſurper, and her death deſign'd, 

To eltabliſh him and his in all theſe plains 

That by right heritage to her pertains: 

She's now in her ſweet bloom, has blood and charms | 
Of too much value for a ſhepherd's arms: = 
None knows't but me ;—and if the mora were come, | 
Tu tell them tales will gar them all fing dumb. 


633 
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SCENE IV. 


PROLOGUE. 


C ' Behinda tree upon the plain, 
Pate and his Peggy meet, — 
In love without a vicious lain, 
' The bonny laſs and chearſu fair 
Change vows and kiſſes ſweet. 


PATrHE and PEGGY, 
Patie, let me gang, I maunna ſtay; 
We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny ſhe's 
away. 
Patie. I'm laith to part fae ſoon; now we're alane, 
And Roger he's away with Jenny gane; 
They're as content, for aught 1 hear or ſee, 
'To be alane themſelves, I judge, as we. 
Here, where primroſes thickeſt paint the green, 
Hard by this little burnie let us lean : 
Hark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads, 
How ſaft the weſtlin winds ſough through the reeds ! 
Peggy. The fcented meadows—birds---and healthy 
For aught I ken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe, [breeze, 
Patie, Ye wrang me fair, to doubt my being kind; 
In ſpeaking ſae, ye ca* me dull and blind, 
Gif I could fancy aught's ſae ſweet or fair 
As my ſweet Meg, or worthy of my care. 
'Zhy breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt brier, 
Thy cheek and breaſt the fineſt flow'rs appear: 
Thy words excel the maiſt delightfu' notes, 
That warble through the merle or mavis* throats: 
With thee I tent nae flowers that buſk the field, 
Or ripeſt berries that our mountains yield: 
The {ſweeteſt fruits that hing upon the tree, 
Are far inferior to a kiſs of thee. 
Peggy. But Patrick for ſome wicked end may fleech, 
And lambs ſhould tremble when the foxes preach, 
I darena ſtay,—ye joker let me gang, 
Or ſwear ye'll never tempt to do me wrang. 
Patie. Sooner a mother ſhali her fondneſs drapy 
And wrang the bairn ſits ſmiling on her lap: 


PEGGY, 


"wh I ö * 
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The ſan ſha 
The gaits to 
Ere ought b 
Shall do thei 

Peggy. 1 
And be man 
Now I behe 
But if anithe 
Your Meg, 
How ſhe wa 

Patie, I 
Tho' we're 
I mind it we 
Or liſp out \ 
Of a' the ba 
Aft to the t: 
Thou ſmilin 
To pou the 
Of which, at 
For thee I p 
Peggy. W 
And 4 to mi 
To bear a le 
When at the 


SANG X. 


When firſt m 
And I at ew 
To bear thc 
Hhen J at th 


When corn 1 
Bloom'd bon 
Nae birne, 


If 1 found : 


When thou r 
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The ſan ſhall change, the moon to change ſhall ceaſe, 
The gaits to clim—the ſheep to yield the fleece, 

Ere ought by me be either ſaid or doon, 

Shall do thee wrang, I ſwear by all aboon. 

Peggy. Then keep your aith——But mony lads will 
And be manſworn to twa in half a year: [{wear, 
Now I believe ye like me wonder weel z 
But if anither laſs your beart ſhou'd ſteal, 

Your Meg, forſaken, bootleſs might relate, 
How ſhe was dauted anes by faithleſs Pate. 

Patie. I'm ſure I canna change, ye needna fear, 
Tho? we're but young I've loo'd you mony a year: 

I mind it well, when thou cou'dit hardly gang, 

Or liſp out words, I choos'd ye frae the thrang. 
Of a” the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 

Aft to the tanſy know or raſhy (trand ;; 

Thou ſmiling by my fide—1 took delight 

To pou the raſhes green with roots {ae white, 
Of which, as well as my young fancy cou'd, 
For thee I plet the flow'ry belt and ſnood. 
Peggy. When firit thou gade with ſhepherds to the hill, 
And + to milk the eus firſt try'd my (kill, 

To bear a leglen was nae toil to me, 

When at the bught at ev'n I met with thee, 


SANG X. Tune, Winter was cauld, and my Cleath» 
ing was thin, 
PEGGY, 
When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 
And 1 at ew-milking firſt ſjeyd my young ſill, 
To bear the milk bonwie, no pain was to me, 
#Hhen 1 at the bughting forgather*d with thee, 
PATI1E, 
When corn 1iggs wav'd yellow, and blew hether bells 
Bloom'd bonny on moorland and feet riſing felli. 
Nae birns, brier, or breckens, gave trouble to me, 
1} 1 found the berries right ripen'd for thee, 
PzGGY. x 
When thou ran, or wreſilea, or putted the ſlant, 
And came off the victor, my heart was ay ſain ; 
Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me ; 
Fer nane can putt, wreſtle, or run fwif} as thee, 


= 
1 


| FL” 0 * = * = 


244 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD, 


PariE. 
Our Fenny ſings ſaſtiy the Cowden broom knows, 
And Rojie lilts ſauiſtiy the Milking the ews; 
There's few Jenny Nettles lile Nanſy can ſing, 
At Throw the wood laddie, Beſs gars cur lugs ring. 


But when my dear Peggy ſings with better till, 
The Boatman, Tweed- ſide, or the Laſs of the mill, 
"Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſing to me: 
For tho? they. Jing nicely, they cannot like thee, 
| PEGGY, 
How eaſy can laſſes trow what they deſire? 
And praiſes fae kindly increaſes love's fire: 
Give me fill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall le, 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee. 


Patie. When corns grew yellow, and the hether-bells 


Bloom'd bonny on the moor and rifing fells, 
Nae birns, or briers, or whins e er troubled me, 
Gif I cou'd find blae berries-ripe for thee, 

Peg. When thou didſt wreſtle, run, or put the ſtane, 
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain: 
At all theſe ſports thou ſtill gave joy to me 
For nane can wreſtle, run, or putt with thee, 

Patie. Jenny fings ſaft the Broom of Cowden- knows, 
And Roſie lilts the Milking of the ews ; 

There's nane, like Nanſy, Jenny Nettles ſings: 
At turns in Maggy Lauder, Marion dings: 
But when my Peggy ſings with ſweeter ſkill, 
The Boatman, or the Laſs of Patic's mill, 

It is a thouſand times marr ſweet to me; 

Tho? they ſing well, they canna ſing like thee, 

Peg. How eith can laſſes trow what we deſire, 
And, roos d by them we love, blaws up the fire: 
But wha loves belt, let time and carriage try; 

Be conſtant, and my love ſhall time defy. 
Be ſtill as now, and a' my care ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleaſant is for thee, 

Patie. Wert thou a giglit gawky like the lave, 
That little better than our nowt behave, 

At naught they'll ferly, ſenſeleſs tales believe, 
Be bly wm for hilly hechts, for trifles grieve— 
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Sic ne'er cou'd win my heart, that kenna how 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true: 
But thou in better ſenſe, without a flaw, 
As in thy beauty, far excels them a. 
Continue kind, and a' my care ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleaſing is for thee. 
Peg. Agreed but harken, yon's auld aunty's cry, 
I ken they'll wonder what can make us ſtay, 
Patie. And let them ferly,—now a kindly kiſs, 
Or fiveſcore good anes wad not be amils ; 
And ſyne we'll ſing the ſang with tunefu' glee, 


That I made up laſt owk on you and me, _ 


Peggy. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your hyre— 
Patie, Well, I agree. 


SANG XI. To its ane Tune. 


Paris [ſings.] 

By the delicious war mneſi of thy mouth, 

And rowing eye that ſmiling tells the truth, 

1 gueſs, my laſte, that as "well as J. 

Ye're made for lovefmnd why ſhould ye deny? 
Peccy [ings ] 

But ken ye, lad, gif ue confeſs ver forn, 

Te think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done : 

The maiden that oer quickly tynes her power, 

Like unripe fruit will taſte but hard and ſowr. 
Parix ſings.] 

But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 

Their ſweetneſs they may tyne, and fae may ye: 

Red-cheek'd ye compleatly ripe appear, 

And I have thoPd and woo'd a lang hbalf-year. 

PRO [ſings, falling into Patie's arms.] 

Then dinna pow me, gently thus La?“ 

Into my Patie's arms, for good and a* > 

But ſtint your wiſhes to this kind embrace, 

And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 

Paris (with his left hand about her waiſt.] 

© charming armſu' ! hence ye cares away, 

PII kifi my treaſure & the live lang day: 

All night Jil dream my kiſſes er again, 

Till that day comic that 3c Il be a' my ain. 
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Sung by both, 


Sun, gallop down the weſtlin ſkies, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O laſh your leeds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal-day ; 
And if you're weary'd honeſt light, 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night, 
Let down the curtain, and let them kiſs, 


DE OoCOnooCcopboaooNooooCooeees 
. $NENE-6 |; 


PROLOGUE 
Now turn your eyes beyond yon ſpreading lyme, 
And tent a man whaſe beard ſeems bleech'd with time? 
Ane elwand fills bis hand, his habit mean, 
Nae doubt yell think he bat a pedlar been: 
But whiſht it is the knight in maſquerade, 
That comes hid in this cloud to ſee his lad. 
Obſerve how pleas'd the loyal ſuff rer moves 
Throw his auld av'news, anes delightſu* groves. 


Sir WilLL1anm ſolus, 
HE gentleman, thus hid in low diſguiſe, 
I'll for a ſpace, unknown, delight mine eyes 
With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 
Which once Lloſt—which now are mine again. 
Yet, midſt my joys, ſome proſpects pain renew, 
Whilſt I my. once fair ſeat in ruins vie w. 
Vonder! ah me, it deſolately ſtands, 
Without a roof, the gates fal'n from their bands; 
The caſements all broke down, no chimney left, 
The naked walls of tap'ſtry all bereft, 
My ſtables and pavilions, broken walls ! 
That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls : 
My gardens once adorn'd the moſt compleat, 
With all that nature, all that art makes ſweet ; 
Where round the figur'd green and pebble walks, 
The dewy flow'ts hung nodding on their (talks : 
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But overgrown with nettles, docks and brier, 

No Jaccacinths or Eglantines appear. 

Here fail'd and broke's the riſing ample ſhade, 
Where peach and ne&'rine trees their branches ſpread, 
Baſking in rays, and early did produce 

Fruit fair to view, delightful in the uſe; 

All round in gaps, the walls in ruin lie, 

And from what (ſtands the wither'd branches fly. 
Theſe ſoon ſhall be repair d; - and now my joy 
Forbids all grief—when I'm to ſee my BOY, 
My only prop, and object of my care, 

Since heaven too ſoon call'd home his mother fair: 
Him, e'er the rays of reaſon clear'd his thought, 
I ſecretly to faithful Symon brought, 

And charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his birth, 

Till we ſhou'd ſee what changing times brought forth, 
Hid from himſelf, he (tarts up by the dawn, 

And ranges care ſeſs o'er the height and lawn, 
After his fleecy charge ſerenely gay, 

With other ſhepherds whiſtling o'er the day. 
Thrice happy life ! that's from ambition free, 
Remov d from crowns and courts how chearfully 
A calm, contented mortal ſpends his time 

In health, his ſoul unſtain'd with crime, 


SANG XII. Tune, Happy Clown, 
Hid from himſelf, now by the dawn 
He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn, 
And ranges ver the heights and lawn, 
After his bleeting flocks, 
Healthful, and innocently gay, 
He chants and whiſtles out the day: 
Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
| Like courtly weathercocks, 
Life happy from ambition free, 
Envy and vile hypoerijie, 
When truth and love with joy agree, 
Unſuliied with a crime: 
Unmov'd with what diſturbs the gr eat, 
In propping of their pride and flate, 
He lives, and unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


\ 
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Now tow'rds good Symon's houſe I'll bend my way, 
And ſee what makes yon gamboling to-day; 
All on the green in a fair wanton ring, 
My youthful tenants gaylie dance and ſing. 
[Exit Sir William, 


SCENE I. 
PROLOGUE. 


*Tis Symon's houſe, pleaſe to ſtep in, 
And viſfy't round and round, 

There's nought ſuperf/ ous to give pain, 
Or coſtly to be found. 

Yet all is clean: a clear peat ingle 

. Glances amidſt the floor: 

The green horn ſpoons, beech luggier mingle 
On ſkelfs forgainſ? the acor. 

While the young brood ſport an the green, 
The auld anes think it beſt, 

With the brown cow to clear their een, 
Snuff, crack, and take their reſt. 


SYMON, GLAUD, and ELSA. 
Glaud. E anes were young our ſells —T like to ſee 
W The bairns bob round with other merrylie: 
Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a ſtrapan lad, 
And better looks than his 1 never bade; 
Amang our lads he bears the gree awa': 
And tells his tale the clev'relt of them a'. 
Elſpa, Poor man !—he's a great comfort to us baith; 
God mak him good, and hide him ay frae ſkaith, 
He is a bairn, III ſay't, well worth our care, 
That gae us ne'er vexation late or air. 
Glaud. I trow, goodwife, if I be not miſtane, 
He ſeems to be with Peggy's beauty tane, 
And troth, my niece is a right dainty wean, 
As ye well ken; a bonnyer needna be, 
Nor better—be't ſhe were pac Kin to me. 
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Sym. Ha, Glaud ! I doubt that ne'er will be a match, 
My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch; 

And or he were, for reaſons 111 no tell, 
d rather be mixt with the mools myſell. 

Claud. What reaſon can ye have? There's nane I'm 
Unleſs ye may caſt up that ſhe's but poor: [ſure, 
But gif the laſhe marry to my mind, 

I'll be to her as my ain Jenny kind; 
Fourſcore of breeding ews of my ain birn, 
Five ky that at ae milking fills a kirn, 

I'll gie to Peggy that day ſhe's a bride; 

By and attour, if my good luck abide, 

Ten lambs, at ſpaining time, as lang's I live, 
And twa quey cawfs I'll yearly to them give, 

Eſpa. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud, but dinna ſpeer 
What may be is not fit ye yet ſhould hear, 

Symon, Or this day eight-days likely he ſball learn, 
That our denial diſna flight his bairn. 

Claud. Well, nae mair o't ;—come, gi's the other bend, 
We'll drink their healths, whatever way it end, 

[ [heir healths gae round, 

Symon, But will ye tell me, Glaud ? By ſome 'tis ſaid, 
Your niece is but a /undling, that was laid 
Down at your hallon fide, ae morn in May, 

Right clean row'd up, and bedded on dry hay. 

Glaud. That clattern Madge, my titty, tells fic flaws, 

Whene'er our Meg her cankart humour gaws. 


Enter JENNY, 

Jenny. O father, there's an auld man on the green, 
The felleſt fortune-teller e'er was ſeen : 
He tents our Joofs, and ſyne whops out a book, 
Turns owre the leaves, and gies our brows a look: 
Syne tells the oddeſt tales that e'er ye heard ; 
His head is gray, and lang and gray his beard, 

Sym, Gae bring him in, we'll hear what he can ſay, 
Nane ſhall gang hungry by my houſe to day. 
[Exit Jenny. 
But for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear, 
He kens nae mair of that than my gray mare, 

Claud. Spae men! the truth of a' their ſaws I doubt, 
For greater liars neyer ran thereout, 

H h 
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T 
Returns Jenny bringing in Sir William; with them Patie, CS. 
Sym, Ye're welcome, honeſt carle— here, tak a ſeat, A 
Sir Will. I give ye thanks, goodman, Iſe no be blate, 4 
Glaud [drinds. ] Come, t'ye, friend How far came Elſpa 5 
ye he day? OE 
Sir Will. I pledge ye, nibour, e'en but little way: When Sula 
Rouſted with eild, a wie piece gate ſeems lang, r 
Twa miles or three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 11 
Sm. Ye're welcome here to ſtay all night with | 2 — 
ym, * . ng may me, Elſpa. TI 
And tak fic bed and board as we can gi'e, e 
Sir Will. That's kind unſought:— Well, gin ye hae 41 IY fon 
a bairn | 
That ye like well, and wad his fortune learn, -Þ „ — 
I ſhall employ the fartheſt of my ſkill 13 
To ſpae it faithfully, be't good or ill. e. He 
Symon [ pointing to Patie.] Only that lad—alack ' 1 And fill him 
have nae mae, | 
Either to mak me joyful now or wae. ry 
Sir Will. Young man, let's ſee your hand—what gars * 
ye ſneer? * « A 
Patie. Becauſe your ſkill's but little worth, 1 fear. Pp 
Sir Mill. Ye cut before the point—But billy, byde, « VW 
I'll wager there's a mouſe mark on your fide, 10 
Elſpa. Beteech-· us to! and well I wat that's true; « Bu 
Awa, awa, the deel's owre girt wi' you: 40 
Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark, « Th 
Scarce ever {een ſince he firſt wore a fark, 3 40 
Sir Mill. I tell ye mair, if this young lad be ſpair d «© T 
But a ſhort while, he'll be a braw rich laird. 440 
Eiſpa. A laird ! Hear ye, goodman—what think ye « An 
now.? « 
Sm. 1 dinna ken! Strange auld man, what art thou? « He 
Fair fa* your heart, tis good to bode of wealth; "2 
Come, turn the timmer to laird Patie's health, « Mx 
[Patie's health gaes round. « } 


Patie. A laird of twa good whillles and a kent, 
Twa curs my trulty tenants on the bent, 
Is all my great eſtate—and like to be; 
Sae cunning carle, ne'er break your jokes on me. 
Symon. Whiſht, Patie—let the man lock owre you 
hand, | 
Attymes as broken a ſhip has come to land, 


Sym, Frien 
Put, faith, I'n 
To tell ſome t 
Or do you get 
Sir Will, H 
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[Sir William looks à little at Patie's hand, then 
counterfeits falling into a trance, while they 
endeavour to lay him right, 

Elſpa. Preſerve's !—the man's a warlock, or poſſeſt 
With ſome nae good, or ſecond · ſight at leaſt: 
Where is he now ?— 
Glaud. —He's ſeeing a that's done 
In ilka place beneath or yont the moon, 
' Elſpa. Theſe ſecond-ſighted fowks, his peace be here! 
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear 
As. I can ſee my thumb—wow ! can he tell 
(Speer at him ſoon as he comes to himſell) J 


Ho ſoon we'll ſee Sir William? Whiſht, he heaves, 


And ſpeaks out broken words like ane that raves, 
Sym, He'll ſoon grow better—Elſpa, haſte ye, gae 
And fill him up a taſs of uſquebae, 


Sir Will, [ farts up and ſpeaks.) 


« A Knight that for a LYON fought 
« Againſt a herd of bears, 

« Was to lang toil and trouble brought, 
* In which ſome thouſands ſhares; 

« But now again the LYON rares, 
« And joy ſpreads o'er the plain, 

« The LYON has defeat the bears, 
„The Knight returns again. 

© The Knight in a few days ſhall bring 
« A ſhepherd frae the fauld, 

« And ſhall preſent him to the King, 
© A ſubject true and bauld: 

« He Mr Patrick ſhall be call d— 
% All you that hear me now 

% May well believe what I have tald, 
*« For it ſhall happen true, 


Sym, Friend, may your ſpacing happen ſoon and well; 


But, faith, I'm redd you've bargain'd with the deel, 
To tell ſome tales that fowks wad ſecret keep; 
Or do you get them tald you in your ſleep? 


Sir Will. Howe'er I get them, never faſh your beard, 


Nor come I to redd fortunes for reward: 


H h 2 
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But I'll lay ten to ane with ony here, 
That all I propheſy ſhall ſoon appear. 
Sm. You propheſying fowks are odd kind men! 
They're here that ken, and here that diſna ken 
The wimpled meaning of your unko tale, 
Whilk ſoon will mak a noiſe o'er moor and dale, 
Claud. Tis nae ſma' ſport to hear how Sym believes, 
And taks't for goſpel what the ſpae-man gives 
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate: 
But what we wiſh we trow at ony rate. 
Sir Will. Whitht ! doubtfu' carle; for e'er the ſun 
Has driven twice down to the ſea, 
What I have ſaid, ye ſhall ſee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 
Claud. We'll be't ſae, friend; I ſhall ſay nathing mair, 
But I've twa ſonſy laſſes young and fair, 
Plump, ripe for men: I wiſh ye cou'd foreſee 
Sic fortunes for them might bring joy to me. 
Sir Will, Nae mair through ſecrets can 1 ſiſt, 
Till darkneſs black the bent; 
I have but anes a day that gift, 
Sac reſt a while content, 
Sym. Elſpa, caſt on the claith, fetch butt ſome meat, 
And, of your beſt, gar this auld ſtranger eat, 
Sir Will, Delay a while your hoſpitable care, 
I'd rather enjoy this evening calm and fair 
Around yon ruin'd tower, to fetch a walk 
With you kind friend, to have ſome private talk, 
Sym. Soon as you pleaſe VII anſwer your defire— 
And, Glaud, you'll tak your pipe beſide the fire, 
Well but gae round the place, and ſoon be back, 
Syne ſup together, and tak our pint and crack, 
Glaud. I'll out a ſpace, and ſee the young anes play; 
My heart's {till light, abeit my locks be gray, [Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 


PROLOGUE, 


Jenny pretends an errand hame, 

Young Roger draps the reſt, 

To whiſper out his melting flame, 

And thow his laſſie's breaſt. | 
Behind a buſh, well hid frae fight, they meet; 
See Jenny's laughing, Roger's like te greet, | 

Poor Shepherd! 


| ROGER and JENNY, 
Rog. E AR Jenny, I wad ſpeak t'ye, wad ye let, 
D And yet lergh ye'r ay ſae ſcornfu' ſet, 
Jenny. And what wad Roger ſay, if he cou'd ſpeak ? 
Am I oblig'd to gueſs what ye'r to ſeek ? 
Rog. Yes, ye may guels right eith for what I grein, 
Baith by my ſervice, ſighs, and langing een: 
And I maun out wi't, tho' I riſk your ſcorn, 
Ye're never frae my thoughts baith even and morn, 
Ah l cou'd I loo ye leſs, I'd happy be, 
But happier far! cou'd ye but fancy me. 
Jenny. And wha kens, honeſt lad, but that I may? 
Ye canna ſay, that e'er I ſaid ye nay, 
Rog. Alake! my frighted heart begins to fail, 
Whene'er I mint to tell ye out my tale, 
For fear ſome tighter lad, mair rich than I, 
Has win your love, and near your heart may lie, 
Jenny. I loo my father, cuſin Meg I love; 
But to this day, nae man my heart cou'd move: 
Except my kin, ilk lad's alyke to me; 
And frae ye a' | beſt had keep me free, 
Rog. How lang, dear Jenny ?—ſayna that again, 
What pleaſure can ye tak in giving pain? 
I'm glad however that ye yet ſtand free; 
Wha kens but ye may rew, and pity me ? 
Jenm. Ye have my pity elſe, to ſee you ſet 
On that whilk makes our {ſweetneſs ſoon forget : 
Wow ! but we're bonny, good, and every thing ! 
How ſweet we breathe whene'er we kiſs or ſing! 
H h 3 
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But we're nae ſooner fools to give conſent, O let mi 
Than we our daffin, and tint power repent : And 
When priſon'd in four waws, a wife right tame, Delyiſu 
Altho' the firſt, the greateſt drudge at hame. Come 
Rog. That only happens, when for ſake of gear, 
Ane wales a wife, as he wad buy a mare: Jenny. W 
Or when dull parents bairns together bind The fewelt \ 


Of different tempers, that can ne'er prove kind : 
But love, true downright love, engages me, 
(Thoꝰ thou ſhould ſcorn) ſtill to delight in thee, 


For I maun C 
Altho' 1 jok' 
And ever ha- 


Jenny. What ſugar'd words frae wooers lips can fa'! That made y 
But girning marriage comes and ends them a': Rog, I'm 
I've ſeen with ſhining fair the morning riſe, This guſh o 
And ſoon the ſleety clouds mirk a' the ſkies ; Come to my 
I've ſeen the filver ſpring a while rin clear, With wond' 


Kiſs, kiſs! 1 


And ſoon in moſly puddles diſappear; 
And ferly at 


The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may ſmile ; 


But ſoon contentions a? their joys beguile, O Jenny! J. 
Rog. I've ſeen the morning riſe with faireſt light, And brize t 

The day unclouded, fink in calmeſt night : | 
I've ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling throw the plain, Jenny.“ 
Increaſe and join the ocean, without ſtain: To own thy 
The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may ſmile ; Now by the 
Rejoice throw life, and all your fears beguile, - Swear thus 
Roger. I 
SANG XIII. Tune, Leith: wynd. Or may the 
BY SEA There ſhall 
Jenny, « If you agret 
Were T afſur'd you'll conſtant prove, Jenny. 
You ſhould nae mair complain ; Tet his con 
T he eaſy maid, beſet with love, Ye have wi 
Feu words will quickly gain: Auld fowks 

For I muſt own, now ſince you're ſree, 

This tos fond heart of mine 8 
Has lang, a black ſole true to thee, Well, 
Wiſh'd to be pair'd with thine, Ne 
| ROGER, Make 
Pm happy now, ah! let my head He 
Upon thy breaſt recline ! For y 
The pleaſure ſlrikes me near-hand dead, 87 At 
ince 
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O let me brize thee to my heart! 
And round my arms entwine : 

Delytfu' thought, we'll never part 
Come preſs thy mouth to mine, 


Jenny. Were I but ſure ye lang wou'd love maintain, 
The feweſt words my eaſy heart could gain: 
For 1 maun own, ſince now at laſt you're free, 
Altho' I jok'd, I lov'd your company; 
And ever had a warmneſs in my breaſt, 
That made ye dearer to me than the reſt, 
Rog. I'm happy now o'er happy! had my head !— 
This guſh of pleaſure's like to be my deid. 
Come to my arms! or ſtrike me! I'm all fir'd 
With wond'ring love! let's kiſs till we be tir'd, 
Kiſs, kiſs ! we'll kiſs the ſun and ſtarns away, 
And ferly at the quick return of day! 
O Jenny ! let my arms about thee twine, 
And brize thy bonny breaſts and lips to mine, 
[ They embrace, 
Jenny. With equal joy my ſafter heart does yield, 
To own thy well try'd love has won the field. 
Now by theſe warmeſt kiſſes thou has tane, 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane, 
Roger. I ſwear by fifty thouſand yet to come, 
Or may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb, 
There ſhall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
If you agree with me to lead your life. 
Jenny. Well, I agree—neilt to my parent gae, 
Cet his conſeat—he'll hardly ſay ye nae: 
Ye have what will commend ye to him well, 
Auld fowks like them that want na milk and meal, 


SANG XIV. Tune, O'er Bogie, 
Well, I agree, ye're ſure of me ; 
Next to my father gae : 
Make him content to give conſent, 
He'll hardly ſay you nac: 
For ze have what he wad be at, 
And will commend yeu veel, 
Since parents auld think love grows cauld 
Inhere bairns want milk and meal, 
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Should he deny, I care na by, 
- He'd contradict in wvain : 
Thy a' my kin had faid and ſworn, 
But thee I will have nane, 
Then never range, nor learn to change, 
[ite theſe in high degree : 
And if you prove faithful in love, 
Yowll find nac fault in me, 


Rog, My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt; 
As mony newcal in my byers rowt : 
Five pack of woo I can at Lammaſls ſell, 
Shorn frae my bob-tail'd bleeters on the fell. 
Good tweaty pair of blankets for our bed, 
With meikle care, my thrifty mither made: 
Hk thing that makes a hartſome houſe and tight 
Was (till her care, my father's great delight. 
They left me all, which now gi'es joy to me, 
Becauſe I can give a-, my dear, to thee : 
And had I fifty times as mickle mair, 
Nane but my Jenny ſhou'd the ſamen ſkair: 
My love and all is yours; now had them faſt, 
And guide them as ye like to gar them laſt. 
Jenny. I'll do my beſt : but ſee wha gangs this way, 
Patie and Meg beſides I maunna ſtay: 
Let's ſteal, frae ither now, and meet the morn; 
If we be ſeen, we'll dree a deal of ſcorn, 


Rog. To where the ſaugh-tree ſhades the mennin pool, 


I'll frae the hill come down, when day grows cool: 
Keep tryſt, and meet me there; there let us meet, 
To kiſs and tell our loves; there's nought ſae ſweet, 


SCENE IV. 
PROL OGUE, 
This ſcene preſents the Knight and Sym, 
Within a gallery of the place, 
Where all looks ruinous and grim ; 
Nor has the baron ſhown his face, 
Buty oting with his ſhepherd (cel, 
Aft ſpeers the gate be kens ſu' weel, 
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Sir WILLIAM and SYMON. 


Sir Will, Mo whom belongs this houſe ſo much de- 
cay'd ? 
Symon. To ane that loſt it, lending gen'rous aid, 
To bear the Head up, when rebellious Tail 
Againſt the laws of nature did prevail, 
Sir William Worthy is our maſter's name, 
Wha fills us all with joy, now he's come lame. 


PROL 0G U EK 


Sir William draps his maſking beard; 
Symon tranſported, ſees 

The welcome knight, with fond regard, 
And graſps him round the knees, 


My maſter! my dear maſter do I breath! 

To ſee him healthy, ſtrong, and free frae ſkaith ! 
Return'd, to cheer his wiſhing tenants fight ! 

To he Son, my*charge, the world's delight. 

Sil Hill. Riſe, faithtul dymon, in my arms enjoy 
A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy: 

I came to view thy care in this diſguiſe, 

And am confirm'd thy conduct has been wile 
Since (till the ſecret thou'lt ſecurely ſeal'd, 
And ne'er to him his real birth reveaFd. 

Symen, The due obedience to your ſtrict command 
Was the firſt lock——neiſt my ain judgment fand 
Out reaſons plenty ſince, without eſtate, 

A youth, tho' ſprung frae kings, looks baugh and blate: 

Sir Will. And aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 
Till grown unfit for action, paſt their prime, 

Hang on their friends—which gi'es their ſauls a caſt, 
That turns them downright beggars at the laſt, 

Symon, Now, well I wat, Sir, ye have ſpoken true 
For there's laird Kytie's ſon, that's loo'd by feu. 

His father ſteght his fortune in his wame, 

And left his heir nought but a gentle name, 
He gangs about ſornan frae place to place, 
As ſcrimp of manners as of ſenſe and grace, 
Oppreſſing a' as puniſhment o' their fin 
That are within his tenth degree of kin: 


— — m 
_ _ 


In. 


rk 


— — — el MY 2 
72 
1 Þ : 
__ 
_— 


. —— 
98 — — 
— . 


358 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD, 


Rins in ilk trader's debt, wha's ſac unjuſt 
To his ane fam'ly as to gi'e him truſt, 

Sir Will. Such uſeleſs branches of a commonwealth, 
Should be lopt off to give a ſtate mair health: 
Unworthy bare reflection Symon, run 
O'er all your obſervations on my ſon; 

A parent's fondnels eaſily finds excuſe, 
But do not with indulgence truth abuſe, 

Symon. To ſpeak his praiſe, the langeſt ſimmer-day 

Wad be owre ſhort—cou'd I them right diſplay, 

In word and deed he can ſae well behave, 

That out of fight he runs before the lave: 

And when there's e'er a quarrel or conteſt, 

Patrick's made judge, to tell whaſe cauſe is beſt; 

And his decree ſtands good—he'll gar it ſtand ; 

Wha dares to grumble finds his correcting hand: 

With a firm look, and a commanding way, 

He gars the proudeſt of our herds obey, [ proceed: 


Sir Will. Your tale much pleaſes —— my good friend, 


What learning has he? Can he write and read? 
Smon. Baith wonder well; for, troth, I didna ſpare 
To gre him at the ſchool enough of lair: 
And he delights in books—He reads and ſpeaks 
With fowks than ken them, Latin words and Greeks, 
Sir Will, Where gets he books to read——and of 
what kind ? 
Tho* ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 
SyM0n, Whene'er he drives our ſheep to Edinburgh 
He buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſangs, or ſport: [port, 
Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, 
Aud carries ay a poutchfu' to the hill. 
About ane Shakeſpear and a famous Ben 
He aften ſpeaks, and ca's them beſt of men. | 
How ſweetly Hawthornden and Stirling fing, 
And ane caw'd Cowley, loyal to his king, 5 
He kens fou well, and gars their verſes ring. 
I ſometimes thought, that he made o'er great fraize 
About fine poems, hiſtories and plays, 
When I reprov'd him anes—a book he brings, 
With this, quoth he, on braes I crack with kings. 
Sir ill, He anſwer'd well; and much ye glad my ear, 
When ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear: 
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Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 


Above a lord's that is not thus inclin'd, 

Symen. What ken we better, that ſae ſindle look, 
Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ? 
When we a leaf or twa haf read, haf ſpell, 


fill a' the reſt ſleep round as weel's our ſell. 


Sir Will. Well jeſted, Symon hut one queſtion more, 
1'll only aſk ye now, and then give o'er, 


1 The youth's arriv'd the age when little loves 


Flighter around young hearts like cooing doves: 


5 Has nae young laſſie, with inviting mien 


And roſy check, the wonder of the green, 
Engag'd his look, and caught his youthfu' heart? 
S mon. I fear'd the warit, but kend the ſmalleſt part, 
„Till late I ſaw him twa three times mair ſweet 
With Glaud's fair niece than I thought right or meet. 
I had my fears; but now have nought to fear, 
Since like yourſelt your ſon will ſoon appear; 
A gentleman enrich'd with all theſe charms, 
May bleſs the faire(t beſt - born lady's arms, 
Sir Will. This night muſt end his unambitious fire, 
When higher views tha!l greater thoughts inſpire, 
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me; 
None but yourſelf ſhall our firſt meeting ſee, 
Yonder's my horſe and ſervant nigh at hand; 
They come juſt at the time I gave command: 


Straight in my own apparel I'll go dreſs, 


Now ye the ſecret may to all confeſs, 

Symon, With how much joy I on this errand flee, 
There's nane can kaow that 1s not down-right me, 

| [ Exit Symon, 

Sir William /o/us, Whene'er th' event of hope's ſucceſs 
One happy hour cancels the toil of years: (appears, 
A thouſand toils are lolt in Letne's ſtream, ; 
And cares evaniſh like a morning dream; 
When wiſh'd-for pleaſures rife like morning light, 
The pain that's paſt enhances the delight, 
Theſe joys I feel, that words can ill expreſs, 
I ne'er had known, without my late diltreſs. 

But from his ruſtic buſineſs and love, 
I mult, in haſte, my Patrick ſoon remove, | 
To courts and camps that may his foul improve. 
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Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, 
Only in little breakings ſhews its light, 

Till artful poliſhing has made it ſbine; 
Thus education makes the genius bright, 


SANG XV, Tune, Wat ye wha I met yeſtreen. 
Now from ruflicity, and love, 
Whoſe flames but over lowly burn, 
My gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, 
His foul muſi take another turn : 
As the rough diamond, from the mine, 
In breaking only ſhenvs its light, 
Till poliſhing has made it ſhine, 
Thus learning makes the genius bright, 


Pod 


ACT IV. SCENE 1, 


PROLOGUE, 


The ſcene deſcrib'd in former page, 
Claud onſet—Enter Maus k and Mapex. 


Mauſe, UR laird come -hame ! and owns young 
Pate his hear ! 

That's news indeed ! 
Madge. As true as ye ſtand there, 

As they were dancing all in Symon's yard, 

Sir William, like a warlock, with a beard 

Five nives in length, and white as driven ſnaw, 

Amang us came, cry'd, Had ye merry a. 

We ferly'd meikle at his unco look, 

While frae his poutch he whirl'd forth a book. 

As we ſtood round about him on the green, 

He view'd us a', but fix'd on Pate his een; 

Then pawkylie pretended he cou'd ſpae, 

Yet for his pains and ſkill wad naithing hae, 
Mauje. Then ſure the laſſes, and ilk gaping coof, 

Wad rin about him, and had out their loof. 
Madge. As faſt as fleas ſkip to the tate of woo, 

Whilk ſlee tod Lawrie hads without his mow, 
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When he to drown them, and his hips to cool, 
jn ſummer-days ſlides back ward. in a pool. 
jn ſhort, he did for Pate braw things foretel, 
Without the help of conjuring or ſpell ; 
At laſt, when well diverted, he withdrew, 
Pou'd off his beard to Symon; Symon knew 
His welcome maſter; round his knees he gat, 
Hang at his coat, and ſyne for blythneſs grat, 
Patrick was ſent for—happy lad is he! 
Symon tald Elſpa, Elſpa tald it me. 
Ye'll hear out a' the ſecret ſtory ſoon: 
And troth 'tis e'en right odd, when a' is done, 
To think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell, 
Na, no ſae meikle as to Pate himfell, - 
Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has loſt her jo. 
Mauſe. It may be ſae, wha keus, and may be no: 
To lift a love that's rooted, is great pain: 
Even kings has tane a queen out of the plain; 
And what has been before. may be again, 
Madge. Sic nonſenſe! love tak root, but tocher-good, 
'Tween a herd's bairn, and ane of gentle blood! 
Sic faſhions in king Bruce's days might be; 
But ſiccan ferlies now we never ſee, 
Mauſe. Gif Pate forſakes her, Bauldy ſhe may gain: 
Yonder he comes, and wow! but he looks fain; 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain, 
Madee, He get her! ſlaverin doof! it ſets him well 
To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to teil! 
Gife were Meg, I'd let young maſter ſee— 
Mauſe, Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he; 


And ſo wad 1: but whiſht! here Bauldy comes. 


Enter Bauldy [ ſinging, ] 


Focky ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou dot? 
Meer a fit, guoth Fenny, fer my tocher- good ; 
For my tocher good, I winna marry thee, © 


E'en's ye like, quoth Focky, ye may let it be. 


Madge, Weel liltit. Bauldy, that's a dainty ſang. 
Bauldy, VII gie ye't a', 'tis better than 'tis lang. 
[Sings again. 
Ii 
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I hae gowd and gear: ¶ hae land eneugh : 

I have ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleughs; 
Ganging in a pleugb, and linlan o'er the ler: 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


¶ hae a god ha houſe, a barn and a hier ; 


A peatſtack ſore the door ; we'll make a rantin fire; 


PII make a rantin fire, and merry ſall aue be: 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be, 


Jenny ſaid to Focky, gin ye winna tell, 

Ye ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſell ; 
Te're a benny lad, and I'm a laſſie free: 
Te're welcomer to take me than to let me be. 


I trow ſae:—lafſes will come to at laſt, 

Tho' for a while they maun their ſnaw baus caſt, 
Mauſe. Well, Bauldy, how gaes a'? 
Bauldy, Faith, unco right : 

J hope we'll a' ſleep ſound but ane this night, 

Madge. And wha's th' unlucky ane, it we may aſk ? 
Bauldy. To find out that is nae difficult taſk : 

Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun thick nae mair 

On Pate turn'd Patrick, and Sir William's heir. 

Now, now, good Madge, and honeſt Mauſe, ſtand be; 


While Meg's in dumps, put in a word for me: 


I'll be as kind as ever Pate could prove; 

Leſs wiltu', and ay conſtant in my love. | 
Madge, As Neps can witneſs, and the buſhy thorn, 

Where mony a time to her your heart was ſworn, 

Fy, Bauldy, bluſh, and vows of love regard ; 

What other laſs will trow a manſworn herd: 

The curſe of heaven hiogs ay aboon their heads, 

That's ever guilty of fic ſinfu' deeds, 

I'll neꝰ'er adviſe my mece ſae gray a gate; 

Nor will ſhe be advis'd, fou well 1 wate. 
Bauldy. Sae gray a gate ! manſworn ! and a' the reſt: 

Ye lied; auld roudes,—and in faith had beſt 


Eat in your words, elle 1 ſhall gar you (land, 


With a het face, afore the haly band, | 
Madge. Ye'll gar me ſtand! ye ſhevelling-gabbit brock: 


Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock, 
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| And ten ſharp nails, that when my hands are in, 


Can flyp the ſkin o“ yer cheeks out o'er your chin, 

Bauldy. I tak ye witneſs, Mauſe, ye heard her ſay 
That I'm manſworn I winna let it gae. 

Madge. Ye're witneſs too, he ca'd me bony names, 
And ſhould be ſerv'd as his good breeding claims: 
Ye filthy dog ! 

[Flees to his hair like a fury A flout battle— 
Mauſe endeavours ts redd them. 


Mauſe, Let gang your grips; fy, Madge! howt, 
Bauldy, leen; 
I wadna wiſh this tulzie had been ſeen, 
'Tis fac daft like— 
[Bauldy gets out of Madge's clutches 
with a bleeding noſe. ] | 


- Madge, —— Tis dafter like to thole 

An ether-cap like him to blaw the coal. 

It ſets him well with vile unſcrapit tongue, 

To caſt vp whether I be auld or young: 

They're aulder yet than I have married been, 

And, or they died, their bairns bairns have ſeen, 
Maufe. That's true; and, Bauldy, ye was far to blame 5 

To ca' Madge ought but her ain chriſten'd aame. 
Baul. My tags, my noſe, and noddle finds the ſame. 
Madge. Auld roudes ! filthy fallow, I ſhall auld ye. 
Mauje. Howt, no;—ye'l e'en be friends with hooeſt - 

Bauldy : 

Come, come, ſhake hands; this maun nae farder gae: 

Ye maun forgi'e m: I ſee the lad looks wae. 
N troth now, Mauſe, I have at Madge nas 

pite 3 | 

Bat ſhe abuſing firſt was a' the wyte | 

Of what has happen'd, and ſhou'd therefore crave 

My pardon firſt, and ſhall acquittance have, 
Madge. I crave your pardon ! Gallows-face, gae greet 

And own your faut to her that ye wad cheat: 

Gae, or be blaſted in your health and gear, 

Till ye learn to perform as well as ſwear, 

Vow and lowp back !—was e'er the like heard tell? 

Swith tak him deel, he's owre lang out of hell. 
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Bauldy \ running eff.] His preſence be about us! Curſt 


were he 
That were condemn'd for life to live with thee, 
Exit Bauldy, 
Madge [ laughing.) 1 think 1 have towzled his ha. 
rigalds a wee; 
He 'H no ſoon grein to tell his love to me. 
He's but a raſcal that wad mint to ſerve 
A laſhe ſae he does but ill deſerve, 
Mauſe. Ye towin'd him tightly—1 commend ye for't; 
His bleeding ſnout gae me nae little ſport : 
For this forenoon he had that ſcant of grace, 
And breeding baith—to tel] me to my face, 
He hoped I was a witch, and wadpa.ſtand, 
To lend him in this caſe: my helping hand. 
Madge. A witch! how had ye patience this to bear, 
And leave him een to ſee, or Jugs to hear, 
Mauſe. Auld wither'd hands, and feeble joints like 
mine, 
Obliges fowk reſentment to decline, 
*Till aft *tis ſeen, when vigour fails, then we 
With cunning can the lack of pith ſupply : 
Thus 1 pat aff revenge *till it was dark, 
Syne bad him come, and we ſhould gang to wark: 
I'm ſure he'll keep his tryſt; and I came here 
To ſeek your help, that we the fool may rar, 
Madze. And ſpocial ſport we'll hae as I proteſt; 
Ye'll be the witch, and I thall play the ghailt, 
A linen ſheet wound round me like ane dead, 
I'll cawk my face, and grane and ſhake my head: 
We'll fleg him fac, he'll nut oae mair to gang 
A conjuring to do a laſſie wrang. 
Mauje. Then let us go; for ſee, 'tis hard on night, 
The weſtlin cloud ſhines with a ſetting light, [Exeu ni. 
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PEO LL TO U'E 


When birds begin to nod upon the bough, 
And the green favaird grows damp with fa! 
While good Sir William #s to. reſt retir'd, 
The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inſpir' d, 
Walks throw the broom with Roger ever leel, 
To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak farewel, 


PATIE and ROGER. 


Roger, Wy 2: but I'm cadgie, and my heart 


. lowps light: 
O Mr Patrick, ay your thoughts were right; 
Sure gentle fowk are farer ſeen than we, 
That naithing hae to brag of pedigree, 
My Jenny now, wha” brak my heart this morn, - 
Is perfect yielding —{weet—and nae mair {corn : 
I ſpak my mind ſhe heard—l1 ſpak again 
She ſmil'd—I kiſs'd -I woo'd, nor woo'd in vain, 
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ling dew, 


Patie. I'm glad to hear't But O my change this day 


; Heaves up my joy, and yet I'm ſomeumes wae. 


I've found a father, gently kind as brave, 

And an eſtate that lifts me boon the lave. 

With looks all kindneſs, words that love confeſt 
He all the father to my foul expreſt, 

While cloſe he held me to his manly breaſt : 

Such were the eyes, he faid, thus ſmil'd the mouth 
Of thy lov'd mother, bleſſing o' my youth! 


Wha {et too ſoon !—And while he praiſe beſtow'd, 


Adown his gracefu* cheeks a torrent flow'd, 
My new born joys, and this his tender tale, 
Did, mingled thus, o er a' my thoughts prevail; 
That ſpeechleſs lang, my late kend fire I view'd, 
While guſhing tears my panting breaſt bede wd: 
Unuſual tranſports made my head turn round, 
Whilſt I myſelf with riſing raptures found, 

The happy ſon of ane ſae much renown'd, 

But he has heard - Too faithful Symon's fear! 
Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear, 
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Which he forbids ;—ab ! this confounds my peace, 

While, thus to beat, my heart muſt ſqoner ceaſe. 
Reger. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ſtand: 

But wer't my caſe, ye'd clear it up aff hand, 
Patie. Duty, and haflen reaſon plead his caule ; 

But love rebels againſt all bounding laws: 

Fixt in my ſoul the ſhepherdeſs excels, 

And part of my new happinels repels. 


SANO XVI, Tune, Kirk wad let me be. 


Duty and part of reaſon, 
Plead ſtrong en the parents fide, 
N hich love ſuperior calls trea/on, 
The ſtrongeſi muſt be obey'd; 


For now, the Pm one of the gentry, 
21 A conflancy falſehood repels ; 
For change in my heart is ng entry, 


Still there my dear Peggy excels, 


Roger, Enjoy them baith—Sir William will 15 won: 
Your Peggy's bonny you're his only ſon, 

Patie She's mine by vows, and ſtronger ties of love, 
And frae theſe bands nae fate my mind ſhall move. 
1 wed rane elſe, thro? life I will be true, | 
But ſtill obedience is a parent's due. a 

Roger. Is not our maſter and yourſell to ſtay ® 
Amang us here—or are ye gawn away 
To Landon court, or ither far aft parts, 
To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts? 

Pat. To Edinburgh ſtraight to-morrow we advance, 
To London neiſt, and afterwards to France, 

Where I mult ltay ſome years. and learn dance, 
And twa three other monky- tricks: — That done, 
come hame ſtrutting in my red-heel'd ſhoon, 

Then *tis deſign'd, when I can well behave, 

That I maun-be ſome petted thing's dull ſlave, 

For ſome few bags of cath, that I wat weel 

I-nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel: 

But Peggy, dearer to me than my-breath, 

Seoner than hear fic news ſhall hear my death. 
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Roger. They wha have juſt enough can ſoundly fleep, 
The owrecome only faſhes fowk to kegp——— 


Good maſter Patrick, tak your ain tale heme. 
Pat What was my-morning thought, at night's the 
The poor and rich but differ in the name. ſame. 


Content's the greateſt bliſs we can procure 
Frae *boon the litt—without it kings are poor. 

Neger. But an eſtate like yours yields braw content, 
When we but pike it ſcantly on the bent : 

Fine claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes, ſparkling wine, 
Rich fare, and witty fnends, whene'er ye dine, 
Submiſhve ſervants, honour, wealth and eaſe, 

Wha's no content with theſe are ili to pleaſe, 

Patie, Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiſs, 
But mony a cloud hings hovering o'er their bliſs: 
The paſſions rule the roaſt-and if they're ſour, 

Like the lean ky, they*l ſoon the fat devour: 
The ſpleen, tint Honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang like the ſharpeſt goads in gentry's ſide. 

The gouts, and gravels, and the ill diſeaſe, 

Are- Frequenteſt with fowk owrelaid with eaſe; 
While o'er the moor the ſhepherd, with leſs carey 
Enjoys his ſqber with, and haleſome air. 

Roger. Lord, man, I wonder, ay, and it delights 

My heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights: 
How gat ye a' that ſenſe I tain wad lear, 
That I may eaſier diſappointments bear? 

*Patie, Frae books, the wale of books, I gat ſome ſkill, 
Theſe beſt can teach what's real good and ill: 
Ne'er grudge ilk year to ware ſome ſtanes of cheeſe, 
To gain theſe ſilent friends that ever pleaſe, + 

Roger. I'Il do't, and ye ſhall tell me which to buy: 
Faith I'ſe hae books, tho? 1 ſhou'd ſell my ky: 

But now let's. hear how you're deſigu'd to move 

Between Sir William's will and Peggy's love. 
Patie. Then here it lies—his will maun be obey'd, 

My vows I'll keep, and the ſhall be my bride : 

But I ſome time this laſt deſign maun hide. 

Keep you the ſecret cloſe, and leave me here; 

1 ſent for Peggy, yoader comes my dear. 

Rover, And proud of being your ſecretary, 1 
To wyle it frag me a' the deels defy, Exit Roger, 
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SANG XV 


Patie [ fetus.) With what a ſtruggle muſt I cow impart 
My father's will to her that hads my heart: 
] ken ſhe loves, and her ſaft ſoul will fink, 
While it ſtands trembling on the hated brink 
Of diſappointment—Heay'n ſupport my fair, 
And let her comfort claim your tender care: 
Her eyes are red 


Enter PEGGY, Speak 0 


My Peggy, why in tears ? Held 
Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears: Theſe / 
Tho' I'm nae mair a ſhepherd, yet 4'm thine. be. 

Peg. I dare not think ſae highh—I now repioe A gent 
At the unhappy chance, that made not me A la 


A gentle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee, 
Wha can withouten pain ſee frae the coaſt 
The ſhip that bears his all like to be lolt ? 
Like to be carried by ſome rever's hand, 
Far frae his wiſhes to ſome diſtant land, 
Patie, Ne'er quarrel fate, whilſt it with me remains 
To raiſe thee up, or ſtill attend theſe plains. 
My father has forbid our loves, I own: 
But love's ſuperior to a parent's frown : 
I falſehood hate: come kils thy cares away; 
I ken to love as well as to obey, 
Sir William's generous; leave the taſk to me 
To make ſtrict duty and true love agree. 
Peg. Speak on! ſpeak ever thus, and ſtill my grief, 
But ſhort 1 dare to hope the fond relief; | 
New thoughts a gentler face will ſoon inſpire, 
That with nice airs ſwims round in ſilk attire ; 
Then I ! poor me !{—with ſighs may ban my ſate, 
When the young laird's nae mair my heartſome Pate. 
Nae mair again to hear {weet tales expreſt, 
By the blyth ſhepherd that excell'd the reſt : 
Nae mair be egvied by the tattling gang, 
When Patie kiſs d me, when 1 danc'd or ſang ; 
Nae mair alake ! we'll on the meadows play, 
Aud rin haff breathleſs round the rucks of hay, 
As aft times I have fled from thee right fain, 
And fawn on purpoſe, that 1 might be tane ; 
Nae mair'around the Foggy know I'll creep, 
To watch and ilare upon thee, while aſleep. 
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But hear my-vow—'twHl help to give me caſe, 
May ſudden death, or deadly fair diſeaſe, 

And warlt of ills attend my wretched lite, - 
If e'er to ane but you I be a wite. 


SANG XVII. Tune, Waes my heart that we ſhou'd 
{under 
Speak on, ſpeak thus, and till my grief, 
Held up a heart that's ſinking under 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate muſt from bis Peggy ſunder. 
A gentler face and jilk attire, | 
A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, 
Alake poor me ! will nau conſpire, 


To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 


No more the ſhepherd who excell'd 

The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell ; 

Ah! TI can die, but never ſunder. 
Ye meadows where we often ſiraz'd, 

Ye bauks where we were wont to wander ; 
Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play d, 


Tou Il loſe your ſweets when we're aſunder, 


Again ah! ſhall T never creep 

Around the know with filent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſlecp, 

And wonder at thy manly beauty ? 
Hear, Heaven, while ſolemnly I vow, 

The thou ſhou'dfi prove a wand" ring lover, 
Throw life to thee { ſhall prove true, 

Nor be a wife to any other, 

Patie. Sure heaven approves—and be aſſur'd of me, 
I'll ne'er gang back of what I've ſworn to thee : 
And time, tho' time maun interpoſe a while, 

And I maun leave my Peggy and this ile, 
Yet time, nor diſtance, nor the faireſt face, 
If there's a fairer, e'er ſhall Gl] thy place, 
I'd hate my rifing fortune, ſhould it move 

The fair ſoundation of our faithſu' love. 
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If at my foot were crowns and ſcepters laid, 
To bribe my ſoul frae thee, delightful maid, 
For thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferior things 
To lic as have the patience to be kings, 

Wherefore that tear? believe, and calm thy mind, 
Peg. i greet for joy, to hear my love ſae kind; 
When hopes were ſunk, and nought but mirk deſpair, 

Made me think life was little worth my care: 
My heart was like to burſt; but now I ſee 
Thy gen'rous thoughts will ſave thy heart for me: 


With patience then, I'll wait each wheeling year, 


Dream thro” that night till my day-ſtar appear; 
And all the while I'll ſtudy gentler charms 
To make me fitter for my tray'ller's arms: 
I'll gain on uncle Glaud—he's far frae fool, 


And will not grudge to put me throw ilk ſchool 


#- 
Where I may manners learn - 


SANG XVII, Tune, Tweed ſide, 


Peggy. When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 

My heart it was going to break ; 

My life appear*d worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſav't for thy ſake, 

Where cer my love travels by day, 
Where ever he lodge: by night, 

With me his dear image ſhall Ray ; 
And my foul keep him ever in fight. 


With patience PII wait the long year, 
Y And fludy the gentleſt charms ; 
Hape time away til thou appear, 
So lock thee for ay in thoſe arms, 
Whil/t thou waſt a ſhepherd, Tpriz'd 
No higher degree in this life; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 
To a height is becoming thy wiſe, 


Fer beauty that's only ſein deep, 

Muft fade like the gowans of May, 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 

For ever, without a decay. 
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Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the huſband have ſenſe to approve, 


Patie,—— That's wiſely ſaid, . 
And what he wares that way ſhall be well paid, 
Tho" without a' the little helps of art, 
Thy native ſweets might gain a prince's heart ; 
Yet now, leſt in our (tation we offend, 
We mult learn modes to innocence unkend ; 
Affect aft-times to like the thing we hate, 
And drap ſerenity, to keep up ſtate; 
Laugh when we're fad, ſpeak when we've nought to ſay, 
And, for the faſhion, when we're blyth, ſeem wae: 
Pay compliments to them we aft have ſcorn'd, 
Then ſcandalize them when their backs are turn d. i 
Peggy. If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What I am ſtill—but I'll be ought with thee, 
Patie. No, no, my Peggy, I hut only jeſt 
With gentry's apes ; for ſtill amangſt the beſt, 
Good-manners give integrity a bleeze, 
When native virtues join the arts to pleaſe, 
Peggy. Since with nae hazard, and ſae ſmall expence, 
My lad frae books can gather ficcan ſenſe, 
Then why, ah ! why ſhou'd the tempeſtuous ſea 
Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me? 
Sir William's cruel that wad force his ſon, 
For watna whats, ſae great a riſk to run, 
Pat. There is nae doubt but trav'lling does improve; 
Yet I wou'd ſhun it for thy ſake, my love: 
But foon as I've ſhook aff my landwart calt 
In foreign cities, hame to thee I'll haſte, 


SANG XIX. Tune, Buſh aboon Traquair, 


Peggy. At ſetting day and riſing morn, 
With foul that ftill ſhall love thee, 
TI aſk af heaven thy faje return, 


; 


With all that can improve thee, 
Pl viſit aft the birken buſh, 
Where fir/t thou kindly told me 
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Sweet let of love, and bid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didft enfold me. 


To all our haunts I will repair, 
By greenwood ſhaw or fountain: 
Or where the ſummer day I'd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon mountain, 
There will I tell the trees and flow rt, 
From thoughts unſeign'd and lender; 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours, 
A heart which cannct wander. 


With every ſetting day, and rifing morn, . 
I'll kneel to Heaven, and aſk thy ſafe return: 
Under that tree, and on the Suckler brae, 


Where aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play : 


And to the Hiſſel ſhaw, where firſt ye vow'd 
Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow'd, 
I'll aften gang, and tell the trees and flowers, 
With joy that they'll bear witneſs I am yours. 
Patie, My dear, allow me frae thy temples fair 
A ſhining ringlet of thy flowing hair, 
Which, as a ſample of each lovely charm, 
I'll aften kiſs, and wear about my arm. 
Peggy. Were ilka hair that appertains to me 
Worth an eſtate, they all belong to thee: 
My ſheers are ready, take what you demand, 
And aught what love with virtue may command, 


Pat. Nae mair I'll aſk; but fince we've little time, 


To ware't on words, wad border on a crime, 
Love's ſafter meaning better is expreſt, 
When it's with kiſſes on rhe heart inoreſt, 


Here they embrace, and the curiain's let dawn, 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
PROLOGUE, 


See how poor Bauldy flares like ane poſſeſt, 
And roars up Symon frae his kindly reſt : * 
Bare-legg'd, with night-cap, and unbutton'd coat, = 
See the auld man comes forward to the ſot. 7 | 


When nature nods beneath the drowſy pow'r: 
Far to the north the ſcant approaching light 
Stands equal *twixt the morning and the night, 
What gars ye ſhake, and glowre, and look fac wan? 
Your teeth they chnter, bair like briſtles ſtand, 

Bauldy. O len me ſoon ſome water, milk, or ale, 

My head's grown giddy—legs with ſhaking fail; 
I'll ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane: 
Alake ! I'll never be myſell again. 
I'll ne'er o'erput it! Symon, O Symon! O! 
[Symon gives bim a drink, 

Sym, What ails thee, gowk ?—to make ſo loud ado;! 
You've wak'd Sir William, he has left his bed; 

He comes, I fear, ill pleas'd ; I hear his tred. . 
Enter Sir WiII LIAN. 

Sir V. How goes the night ? Does day-light yet appear? 
Symon, you're very tymouſly aſteer. 

Sym. I'm ſorry, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your reſt, 
But ſome ſtrange thing has Bauldy's ſp'rit oppreſt, 5 
He's ſeen ſome witch, or wreltled with a ghaiſt. 

Bauldy. O! ay—dear Sir, in troth, tis very true, 
And 1 am come to make my plaint to you. 

Sir Vill. { ſmiling. ] I lang to hear't 

Bauldy.— Ah} Sir, the witch caw'd Mauſe, 
That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 

Firſt promis'd that ſhe*d help me with her art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart laſſie's heart: 
As ſhe bad tryſted, I met wrer this night, 1 
But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright £ 3 hl 
For the curs'd hay, inſtead of doing me good, | 
(The very thought o't's like to freeze my blood) 

K k 


374 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Rais'd up a ghaiſt or deel, I kenna whilk, 
Like a dead coarſe in ſheet as white as milk; 
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death, 
Upon me faſt the, witch and it fell baith, 
Lows'd down my breeks, while I like a great fool, 
Was labour d as I won't to be at ſchool, | 
My heart out of its hool was like to lowp, 
I pithleſs grew with fear, and had vac hope, 
Till, with an elritch laugh they vaniſh'd quite; 
Syne I hat dead with anger, fear and ſpite, 
Crap up, and fled ſtraight frae-them, Sir, to you, 
Hoping your help to pi'e the deel his due, 
I'm ſure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar-barrel Mauſe be brunt. 
Sir V Well, Bauldy, whate'er's juſt ſhall granted be; 
Let Mauſe be brought this morning down to me. 
Bauldy, Thanks to your honour, ſoon ſhall I obey; 
But firit I'll Roger raiſe, and twa three mae, 
To catch her fait, or ſhe get leave to ſqueel, 
And caſt her cantraips that bring up the deel, 
: | [ Exit Bauldy, 
Sir V. Troth Symon, Bauldy's more afraid than hurt, 
The witch and ghaiſt have made themſelves good ſport, 
What filly notions croud the clouded mind, 
Phat is throw want of education blind! 
Sm. But does your honour think there's nae fic thing, 
As witches raiſing deels up throw a ring, 
Syne playing tricks, a thouſand I cou'd tell, 
Cou'd never be contriy'd on this fide hell. 
Sir . Such as the devil's dancing in a moor, 
Amongſt a few old women, craz d and poor, 
Who are rejoic'd to fee him friſſe and low p 
O'er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp, 
Appearing ſometimes like a black horn'd cow, 
Att times like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sow; 
Then with his train throw airy paths to glide, 
While they on cats or clowns, or broomſtaffs ride, 
Or in the egg-ſhell ſkim out o'er the main, 
To drink their leader's health in France or Spain 
Then aft by night, bumbaze hare-hearted fools, 
By tumbling down their cup boards, chairs and ſtools, 
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Whate'er's in ſpells, or if there witches be, 
Such whimſies ſeem the moſt abſurd to'me, | 
Symon, Tis true enough, we ne'er heard that a witch 
Had either meikle ſenſe, or yet was rich: 
But Mauſe, tho' poor. is a ſagacious wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honeſt life. 
That gars me think, this hobleſhew that's paſt 
Will end in naithing but a joke at laſt. 
Sir V. Um ſure it will; but fee increaſing light 
Commands the imps of darkneſs down to night; 
Bid raiſe ray ſervants, and my horſe prepare, 
Whilſt I walk out to take the morning air. 


SANG XX, Tune, Bonny gray ey'd morn. 
The Bonny gray ey'd morning begins to prep, 
And darineſs flies before the riſing ray, 
The hearty hynd ſtarts from his lazy ſleep, 
To follow healthfu' labour of the day, 
Without a guilty ſting io wrinkle his brow, 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, 
And he joins their concert, driving the plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 


While flufler'd with wine, or madden d with loſt- 
Of half an eſtate, the prey of a main, 

The drunkard and gameſter tumble and tiſt, 
Wiſhing for calmneſi and ſlumber in vain, 

Be my portion, health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from parties and flate, 

Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, 
Reach kim who has happineſs link'd to his fate. 

| *  TExeunt, 


SCENE Il, 


PROLOGUE, 


While Peggy laces up her boſom fair, 

With a blue ſnood Fenny binds up her hair ; 
_ Glaud by his morning ingle takes a beek, 

The riſing ſun ſhines motty throw the reel: 

A pipe his mouth, the laſſes pleaſe his een, 

And nw and then his joke maun interveen. 
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Claud. F wisn, my bairns, it may keep fair, till night, 
Ve do not uſe ſo ſoon to ſee the hight; 

Nae doubt now ye intend to mix the thrang, 

To tak your leave of Patrick or be gang : 

But, do ye think, that now when he's a laird, 

That he poor landwart lafles will regard ? 

Jenny. Tho? he's young maſter now, I'm very ſure, 
He has mair ſenſe than flight auld friends, tho' poor: 
But yeſterday he ga'e us mony a tug, 

And kiſs'd my cuſin there frae Jug to lug, 

Claud. Ay, ay, nae doubt 0't, and he'll do't again 3 

But, be advis'd his company refrain: 

Before, he, as a ſhepherd, ſought a wife, 

With her to live a chaſte and frugal life: 

But now grown gentle, ſoon he will forſake 

Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake, Dill, 

Peggy. A rake, what's that? sure, if it means ought 
He'll never be't, elſe I have tint my {kill, 

Glaud, Daft laibe, ye ken nought of the affair, 

Ane young and good, and gentle's-uvco rare: 

A rake's a graceleſs ſpark, that thinks nag ſhame 
To do what like of us thinks fin to name; 

Sic are ſae void of ſhame, they'll never ſtap 

To brag how aften they have had the clap; 

They'll tempt young things like you, with yorudith fluſh'd, 
Syne mak ye a' their jeſt when ye re debauch'd, 
Be wary then | ſay, and never gi'e 
Encouragement, or bourd with fic as he. 

Peggy. vir William's vertuous, and of gentle blood; 
And may not Patrick too, like him be good? 

Glaud, That's true, 'and mony gentry mae than he, 
As they are wiſer better are than we; 

But thinner ſawn; they're ſae puft vp with pride, 
There's mony of them mocks itk haly guide, 

That ſhaws the gate to heaven ;—T've heard myſell, 
Some of them laugh at doomſday, ſin and hell. 

Jenny. Watch o'er us, father! heh, that's very odd, 
Sure him that doubts a doomſday, doubts a God. 

Claud. Doubt! why they neither doubt, nor judge, 

nor think, 
Nor hope, nor fear; but curſe, debauch, and drink : 
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But I'm no ſaying this, as if I thought 

kt, That Patrick to fic gaits will e' er be brought, 

| Peggy. The Lord forbid ! Na, he kens better things: 
But here comes aunt; her face ſome ferly brings. 

Enter MapGE, 

Mad. Haſte, haſte ye, we're a ſent for owre the gate. 
To hear, and help to red ſome odd debate 
'Tween Mauſe and Bauldy, bout ſome witchcraft ſpell 
At Symon's houſe, the knight fits judge himſell. 

Glaud, Lend me my (taff—— Madge, lock the outer 

door, | 

And bring the laſſes wi'ye ; 1'll ſtep before, [Exit, 

Madge. Poor Meg !—Look, Jenny, was the like e'er 

ſeen ? 

How bleer'd and red with greeting look her een ! 
This day her brankan wooer taks his horſe, 
To ſtrute a gentle ſpark at Edinburgh croſs; 
To change his kent cut frae the branchy plaig, 
For a nice ſword, and glancing headed cane; 
To leave his ram- horn ſpoons and kitted whey, 
For gentler tea, that ſmells like new- won hay; 
To leave the green ſwaird dance, when we gae milk, 
To ruſtle amang the beauties clad in ſilk. 
But Meg, poor Meg! maun with the ſhepherds (tay, 
And tak what God will fend in hodden - gray. 


That's no my faut that I'm-nae gentler born, 
Gif I the daughter of ſome laird had been, 
I ne'er had notic'd Patie on the green: 


ld; Now fince he riſes, why ſhould I repine? 
If he's made for another, he'll ne'er be mine: 
And then, the like has been, if the decree 


Deſigns him mine, I yet his wife may be. 
Madge. A bony ſtory, trouth !—But we delay; 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. [Exeunt, 


a, Kk 3 


Peg. Dear aunt, what needs ye fath us wi' your ſcorn; 
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SCENE III. 
No Lö. 


Sir William f#/ls the tava-arm'd chair, 

While Symon, Roger, Glaud, and Mauſe 
Attend, and with loud laughter hear 

Daft Bauldy bluntly — his cauſe : 
For now it's telPd him that the tas. 

Was handled by revengeſu Madge, 
Becauſe he brak good breeding's laws, 

And with his nonſenſo raus d their rage. 


Sir V. ND was that all? —— Well, Archbald, ye 
was ſerv'd - 
No otherwiſe than what ye well deſerv'd. | 
Was it ſo ſmall a matter to defame, 
And thus abuſe an honeſt womarls-name ? 
Beſides your going about to have betray'd, 
By perjury, an innocent young maid, 
Bauldy. Sir, 1 confeſs my fant thro? a* the ſteps, 
And ne'er again ſhall be untrue to Neps, 
Mauſe. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore, 
I kend not that they thought me ſic before. 
Bauldy. An't like your Honour, I believ'd it well; 
But trowth I was e'en doilt to ſeek the dee]; 
Yet with your Honour's leave, tho* ſhe's nae witch, 
She's baith a flee and a revengfu'—— 
And that my ſome- place finds; but ſ had beſt 
Haud in my tongue; for yonder comes the Ghaift, 
And the young bonny Witch, whaſe roſie cheek 
Sent me without my wit the deel to ſeek, - 


Enter Mb, Prox, and IN u. | 
Sir Will. [looking at Peggy.) Whoſe daughter's (he 
that wears th' Aurora gown, 
With face ſo fair, and locks a lovely brown ? 
How ſparkling are her eyes! what's this | find! 
The girl brings all my filter to my mind. 
Such were the features once adorn'd a face, 
Which death too ſoon depriy'd of ſweeteſt grace, 
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s this your daughter, Glaud?——- 

Glaud.—Sir, the's my niece - 

And yet ſhe's not—but I ſhould had my peace, 

Sir V. This is a contradiction 3 what d'ye mean? 
She is, and ſhe is not! pray, Glaud, explain. 

Glaud. Becauſe I doubt, if I ſhould mak appear 
What I have kept a ſecret thirteen year 

Mauſe. You may reveal what I can fully clear, 

Sir V. Speak ſoon: I'm all i impatience 1 

Patie.—80 am I! 

For much I hope, and hardly yet know why. 

Claud. Then, fince my maſter orders, I obey— 

This bonum fundling ae clear morn of May, 

Cloſe by the lee fide of my door I found, 

All ſweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 
In-infant weeds, of rich and gentle make, 

What cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forfake ? 
Wha, warſe than brutes, cou'd leave expos'd to air 
Sae much of innocence, ſae ſweetly fair, 

Sae helpleſs young; for ſhe appear'd to me, 

Only about twa towmands auld to be, 

I took her in my arms, the bairnie ſmil'd 

With fic a look, wad made a ſavage mild, 

I hid the ſtory, ſhe has paſs'd ſinceſyne 

As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine: 

Nor do 1 rue my care about the wean, 

For ſhe's well worth the pains that I have tane. 

Ye lee ſhe's bonny ; I can ſwear ſhe's good, 

And am right ſure ſhe's come of gentle blood ; 

Of whom I kenna—oaithing ken I mair, 

Than what I to your honour now delare, 

Sir W. This tale ſeems [trange !— 

Patie.—The tale delights my ear! 

Sir V. Command your joys, young man, till truth ap- 

pear. 

Mauſe. That be my taſk—Now, Sir, bid all be huſh, 
Peggy may ſmile—Thou haſt no cauſe to bluſh, 
Lang have 1 wiſh'd to ſee this happy day, 
That I might ſafely to the truth give way; 
That I may now Sir William Worthy name, 
The beſt and neareſt parent ſhe can claim. 
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He ſaw't at firſt, and with quick eyes did trace 
His ſiſter's beauties in her doughter's face. Clay; 
Sir Witl. Old woman, do not raye—prove what you 
'Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play, 
Patie. What reaſon, Sir, can an old woman have 
To tell a lie, when ſhe's ſae near her grave? 
But how, or why, it ſhould be truth, I grant, 
I every thing that looks like reaſon want. 
Omnes, The ſtory's odd! we wiſh we heard it out. 
Sir Will. Make haſte, good woman, and reſolve each 
doubt. | | 
[ Maule goes forward, leading Peggy to Sir William, 
Mauſe. Sir, view me well, bas fifteen years ſo plew's 
A wrinkled face that you have often view'd, 
That here I as an unknown ſtranger ſtand, 
Who nurs'd her mother that now holds my hand ? 
Yet ſtronger proofs Fl} give if you demand, 
Sir V. Ha honeſt nurſe! where were my eyes before! 
I know thy faithfulneſs, and need no more: 
Yet from thelab'rinth, to lead out my mind, 
Say, to expoſe her, who was ſo unkind ? 
[Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes her fit by him. 
Sir Will. Yes, ſurely, thou'rt my niece! truth mult 
prevail; | 
But no more words, *till Maufe relate her tale. 
Patie. Good nurſe, diſpatch thy ſtory wing'd with 
bliſſes, | | 
That I may give my cuſin fifty kiſſes, 
Mauſe. Then it was I that ſav'd her infant-life, 
Her death being threaten'd by an uncle's wife, 
The ſtory's lang; but I the ſecret knew, 
How they purſu'd with avaritious view 
Her rich eſtate, of which they're now poſſeſt: 
All this to me a confident conſeſt. 
I heard with horror, and with trembling dread, 
They'd ſmoor the ſakeleſs orphan in her bed, 
That very night, when all were ſunk in reſt, 
At midnight hour the floor I ſaftly preſt, 
And ſtaw the ſleeping innocent away, | 
With whom J travell'd ſome few miles e'er day. 
All day I hid me ;—when the day was done, 
I kept my journey, lighted by the moon, 
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Till eaſtward fifty miles 1 reach'd — | 
Where needful plenty glads your chearful ſwai 
For fear of being found out, and, to ſecure - 
My charge, I Jaid her at this ſhepherd's door; 
And took a neighbouring cottage hexe, that I, 
Whate'er ſhould happen to her, might be by. 
Here, honeſt Gland himſel, and Symon may 
Remember well how I that very day 
Frae Roger's father took my little crove. - 
Glaud [with tears of foy happing dun bis beard,Y 
well remember't: Lord reward your love 
Lang have I wiſh'd for this; for aft I thought 
Sic knowledge ſome time ſhould about be brought, 
Patie. Tis now a crime to doubt my joys are full, 
With due.obedience to my parent's will, | 
Sir, with paternal love ſurvey her charms, 
And blame me not for ruſhing to her arms: 
She's mine by vows, and would, tho' {till unknown, 
Have been my wife, when 1 my vows durſt own. 
Sir V. My niece, my daughter, welcome to my care, 
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair; 
Equal with Patrick: now my greateſt aim 
Shall be to aid your joys, and well-match'd flame, 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand, 
With as good will as either would demand, 


| [Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William. 


Patie, With as much joy this bleſſing I receive, 
As ane wad lite that's ſinking in a wave. 
Sir Will. [raiſes them. ] I give you both my bleſhog ; 
may your love | 
Produce a happy race, and ſtill improve. 
Peggy. My wiſhes are compleat my joys ariſe, 
While I'm haf dizzy with the bleſt ſurpriſe, 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 
That for me ſo much generous kindneſs had ? 
Lang may Sir William bleſs theſe happy plains, 
Happy while beaven grant he on them remains, 
' Patie, Be lang our guardian, ſtill our maſter bez , 
We'll only crave what you ſhall pleaſe to gie? : 
Th' eſtate be yours, my Pepgy's ane to me. 
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Claud. I hope your honour now will take amends ' 


Of them that ſought her life for wicked ends. 
Sir Will. The baſe unnatural villain ſoon ſhall know, 
That eyes above watch the affairs below: 
Il ſtrip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburſe his ill got gains. 
Peggy. To me the views of wealth, and an eſtate, 
Seem light, when put in balance with my Pate: 
For his fake only I'i ay thankful bow 
For ſuch a kindneſs, beſt of men, to you. | 
Symon, What double blythnefs wakens up this day; 
I hope now, Sir, you'll. no ſoon haſte away. 
Sall I unſaddle your horſe, and gar prepare 
A dinner for ye of hale country fare? 
See how much joy unwrinkles every brow, 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you: 
Even Bauldy, the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 
Fell Madge's tawz, and pawky Mauſe's plot. 

Sir Will. Kindly old man; remain with you this day! 

I never from theſe fields again will ſtray : 
Maſons and wrights ſhall ſoon my houſe repair, 
And buſy gardners ſhall new planting rear: 

My father's hearty table you ſoon ſhall fee 
Reſtor'd, and my beſt friends rejoice with me. 

Symon, That's the beſt news I heard this twenty year! 
New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 
Claud. God ſave the king, and ſave Sir William lang, 
To enjoy their ain, and raiſe the ſhepherd's ſang, 

Roger, Wha winna dance, wha will refuſe to fing ? 
What ſhepherd's: whiſtle winna lilt the ſpring ? | 
: » Baulay, I'm friends with Mauſe,—with very Madge 

I'm gree'd, | 
Altho' they ſcelpit me when woodly fleid 
I'm now ſu' blyth, and frankly can forgive, 
To join and ſing, Lang may Sir William live,” 

Madge, Lang may he live; —and Archbald learn to 

ſeek | 
Your gab a wee, and think before ye ſpeak, 
And never ca' her auld that wants a man, 
Elſe ye may yet ſome witches fingers ban. 
This day IIl with the youngeſt of ye rant, 
And brag for ay that I was ca'd the aunt 
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Of our young lady,—my._ dear bonny bairn! 

. Peggy. No other name I'll ever for you learn: 
And, my good nurſe, how ſhall I gratefu* be 

For a' thy matchleſs kindneſs done for me? 

Mauſe. The flowing pleaſures of this happy day 
Does fully all 1 can require repay. 

Sir Vill. To faithſul Symon, and, kind Glaud, to 
And to your heirs 1 give in endleſs feu, {you, © 
The mailens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due, 

For acting like kind fathers to the pair, 
Who have enough beſides, and theie can ſpare, 
Mauſe, in my houſe, in calmneis, cloſe your days, 
With nought to do but ſing your. Maker's praiſe, 
Omnes, The Lob of heaven return your honours 
love, | | 
Confirm your joys, and a' your bleſſings roove, 

Patie [ preJenting Roger to Sir William. } 
Sir, here's my truſty friend, that always ſhar'd 
My boſom ſecrets, ere 1 was a laird: | 
Glaud's daughter, Janet, (Jenny, think nae ſhame) 
Rais'd and maintains in him a lover's flame: 
Lang was he dumb, at laſt he ſpak and won, 
And hopes tb be our honeſt uncle's ſon; 

Be pleas'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, 
That naue may wear a face of diſcontent 
Su Wil/, My ſon's demand is fair=—Glaud, let me 
crave, 
That truſty Roger may your daughter have 
With frank conſent; and while he does remain 
Upon thele fields, I make him chamberlain. 

Claud You croud your bounties Sir; what can we 
But that we're dyvours that can ne'er repay ? 105 5 
Whate'er your honour will's, I ſhall obey. | 
Rüger, my daughter with my bleſling take, 

And {till our maſter's right your buſineſs make: 
Pleaſe him, be faithful, and this auld gray head 
Shall nod with quietneſs down amang the dead. 

Reger. I nc'er was good at ſpeaking a my days, 
Or ever loo'd to make o'er great a fraiſe; 

But for my maſter, father, and my wife, 
I will employ the cares of all my life, 
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Sir Will. My friends, I'm fatisfy'd you'll all behave, 


Fach in his ſtation, as I'd wiſh or crave, 

Be ever virtuous, ſoon or late ye Il find 

Reward and ſatis faction to your mind, 

The maze of life ſometimes looks dark and wild; 

And oft, when hopes are higheſt, we're beguil d. 

Aft when we ſtand on brinks of dark deſpair, 

Some happy turn with joy diſpels nur care. a 

Now all's at rights, who ſings beſt, let me hear. 
Peggy. When you demand, I readieſt ſhould obey : 

I'll fing you ane, the neweſt that I hae, 


SANG XXI. Tune, Corn-riggs are bony. 


My Patie is a lover gay ; 
His mind is never muddy ; 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay ; 
His face is fair and ruddy ; 
His ſhape is handſome, middle fixe; 
He comely in his wawking; 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, 
'Tis heaven to hear him tawking, ' 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yelloau corn was 2 
There mony a kindly aword he ſpar: 
That jet my heart a glywing. 
He kiſi'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo d me beft of ony, | 
That gart me like to fing jinſyne, 
© corn riggs are bony, 


Let laſfjes of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiff they're want ing. 
Since we for yielding were defign'd, 
He chaſily ſhould be granting. 
Then Ill comply and marry Pate, 
And fyne my cucbernony 
He's free to touzle, air or late, 
Where corn-riggs are bony, 
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The happy Lover's Refletions, 


HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 


I left my love behind me; ; | | 

Ye pow'rs ! what pain do I endure, BL. 
When ſoft ideas mind me: | 

Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 

The beaming day enſuing, 4 

I met betimes my lovely maid, = 

In fit retreats for wooing, : | 4. 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, _ | 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting ; | | 

We kils'd and promis'd time away, 4 
Till night ſpread her black curtain, i743 

I pitied all beneath the ſkies, | 1 
Ev'n kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 

In raptures I beheld her eyes, = 
Which cou'd but ill deny me, .. 

Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 

Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me; 

Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 

Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival eater; 
Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center, 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, | = 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, _ 
On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, | 
Before 1 ceaſe to love her, 129 


The next time I go o'er the moor | | 
She ſhall a lover find me: | | 4 
LI 
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And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho? I left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds fhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, | 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more * ſhall bloſſom. 


* Hopeton's high mountains, thirty three miles ſouth weſt of 
Edinburgh, where the right bonourable the Earl of _—_— 


TheiLaſs of PariE's Mill, 


HE Laſs of Patie's Mill, 
So bony, blyth, and gay. 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, 
She {tole my heart away. 
When tedding of the bay, 
Bare headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 
and wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, # 
To age it wou'd give youth 
To preſs 'em with bis hand. 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When 1 ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd; 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all the wealth 

Hopeton's high mountains * fill, 
Inſur'd lang life and health, 

And pleaſure at my will; 
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I'd promiſe and fulfil, 8 
That none but bonny ſhe, 


The Laſs of Patie's Mill 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me. 


DIA, To the Tune of Green-ſleeves, 


E watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who ſkiff on wings of ambient air, 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 
And repreſent her lover 
With all the gaiety of youth, 
With honour, juſtice, love, and truth; 
'Till I return her paſſions ſooth, 
For me in whiſpers move her. 


Be careful, no baſe ſordid ſlave, 
With ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 
Who knows no virtue but to ſave, 

With glaring gold betwitch her, 
Tell her for me ſhe was deſign'd, 
For me who know how to be kind, 
And have more plenty in'my mind 

Than one who's ten times richer, 


Let all the world turn upſide down, 

And fools run an eternal round, 

In queſt of what can ne er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition. 

Let little minds great charms eſpy 

In ſhadows which at diſtance lie, 

Whoſe hop'd for pleaſure when come nigh, 
Prove nothing 1n fruition, 


But, caſt into a mold divine, 
Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 
Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſure, 
Let poets in ſublimeſt lays 
Employ their {kill her fame to raiſe ; 
Let ſons of mufic paſs whole days, 
With well tun'd reeds to pleaſe her. 
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The Yellow-Hair'd Lappis, 


FF April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
1 And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 
The Yellow-Hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 


To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees grow, 


There under the ſhade of an old facred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves, ev'ning and morn ; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and enchanting a ſound, 

That ſilvans and fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung: Though young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes per fum'd in the ſpring. 


That Madie im all che gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was unconltant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Suſie was faithful, good humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's ſine daughter, with all her great dow'r, 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſow'r: 
Then ſighing, he wiſh'd wou'd parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his miſtreſs might be. 


HIL ſome for pleaſure pawn their health, 
Twixt Lais * and the Bagnio, 
I'll ſave myſelf, and without ſtealth 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny-O. 
She bids more fair t'engage a. Jove, 
Than Leda did or Danae-OF+ : 
Were I to paint the Queen of love, 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny- O. 


How joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 
When dancing ſhe moves finely-O 


* Lais.] A famous Corinthian courtezan. 
+ Leda and Danae. ] Two beauties to whom Jove made love; to 
one in the figure of a ſwan, to the other in a golden ſhower, 
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I gueſs what heav'n is by her eyes, Y 

Which ſparkle ſo divinely-O. | 

Attend my vow, ye gods, while L 

Breath in the bleſt Britannio, 

None's happineſs I ſhall envy, 

As long's ye grant me Nanny · O. x 

_ CHORUS, 9 

My bony bony Nanny-O, | 2 
My loving charming Nanny-0, 9 
care not tho the world do know 
How dearly I love Nanm- O. 


S eee ess 8 


BONNY JEAN, 


OVE's Goddeſs in a myrtle grove 8 
Said, Cupid, bent thy bow with ſpeed, 4 g | 
Nor let the ſhaft at random rove, 38 : 
For Jeanie's haughty heart muſt bleed, ot - 
The ſmiling. boy, with divine art, Z 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew unerring to the heart, 
And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean, 


No more the nymph with haughty air, 
Refuſes Willie's Eind addreſs; 
Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 
But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
Whilſt every day he ſpies ſome new 
Surpriling charms in bonny jean. 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 

He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, 

Now when his Jeanie is turn'd kind: 
Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean, 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 

to If abſent from his bonoy Jean. 
a LI. 3. 
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The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, . 
Which even in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems: 
When ſunk in down with glad amaze, 
He wonders at her in his dreams, 
All charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's fair prize, the Spartan queen : 
With breaking day he lifts his fight, 
And pants to be with bonny Jean, 


—— . . 
The Kind Reception. To the Tune of Auld lang ſy ne. 


Hour p auld acquaintance be forgot, 
8 Tho' they return with ſcars? 
Theſe are the nobleſt heroe's lot, 

O Obtain'd in glorious wars: 

Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 

Thy arms about me twine, 
And make me once again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſyne. 


Methinks around us on each bough, 
A thouſand Cupids play, 
Whilſt thro? the groves ] walk with you, 
Each object makes me gay. 
Since your return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 


Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate, 
Let that to their ſhare fall; 
Who can eſteem ſuch ſlav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ball? 
But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 
We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charnis, 
As we did lang ſyne. 


O'er moor and dale with your gay friend 
You may purſue the chace; 

And after a blyth botile end 

All cares in my embrace: 


And in a vac 
You ſhall 
We'll make 
And laug! 


The heroe p 
And ſigns 
Which had 
Bow'd to 
Next day w. 
Th' appr. 
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The PENIT! 


A1N'D 
Bell d 

The gods d 
Well ple: 
They heard 
From her 
Who now Cc 
And thus 


Bleſt days 
More fra 
Did not the 
But ſpok 
Repenting n 
Wou'd h 
She ne er a 
Or cauſe 
Why lov'd 
Vet ſtill 
When he n 
To own 
Why took 
And ſeet 
Which mal 
My ſligb 
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And in a vacant rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 
We'll make the hours run {mooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The heroe pleas'd with the ſweet air, 
And ſigns of gen'rous love, 

Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the-pow'rs above : 

Next day with glad conſent and haſte 
Th* approach'd the ſacred ſhrine, 
Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 

And put them out of pine. 


The PENITENT, To the Tune of, The Laſs of Livingſton, 


Aix'D with her lighting Jamie's love, 
Bell dropt a tear,—Bell dropt a tear, 

The gods deſcended from above, 

Well pleas'd to hear, — Well pleas'd to hear. 
They heard the praiſes of the youth 

From her own tongue, From her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, 
And thus ſhe ſung —And thus ſhe ſung, 


Bleſt days when our ingen'ous ſex, 

More frank and kind. More frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd adoters vex, 

But ſpoke their mind, - But ſpoke their mind, 
Repenting now ſhe promis'd fair, 
Wou'd he return, — Wou'd he return, 
She ne*er again wou'd give him care, 

Or cauſe to mourn, —Or cauſe to mourn, 


Why lov'd I the deſerving ſwain, 
Vet ſtill thought ſhame,—Yet ſtill thought ſhame, 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 
To own my flame, — To own my flame? 
Why took I pleafure.to torment, 
And ſeem too coy,—And ſeem too coy ? 
Which makes me now, alas! lament . 


My lighted joy,. — My ſlighted joy. 
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Ye fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 
Own your defire,—Own your deſire, 
While love's young power with his ſoft wing 
Fans up the fire, —Fans up the fire. 
O do not with a lilly pride, 
Or low deſign, —Or low deſign, 
Refuſe to be a happy bride, | 
But anſwer plain, — But anſwer plain. 


Thus the fair mourner waiPd' her crime; 
With flowing eyes, —With-flowing eyes; 
Clad Jamie heard her all the time, 
With ſweet ſurpriſe, — With ſweet ſurpriſe. 
Some god had led him to the grove, # 
His mind unchang'd,—His mind uachang'd,. 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, my love, 
am reveng'd—T' am reyeng'd ! 


SS DDSODSS @ ==> 


Love's Curt. To the Tune of, Peggy I muſt love thee, 


8 from a rock paſt all relief, 
A The ſhipwreckt Colin ſpying 


His native home, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying ; 

With the next morning ſun he ſpies 

A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe, 

New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion, 


So when by her whom I long lay'd,. 
I ſcorn'd was and deſerted, 

Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted : 

Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 

I found in Peggy's mind and face; 

Ingratitude appear d then baſe, 
But virtue more engaging. 


Then now ſince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying, 

Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſlaying; 


v 
166 


1'll haſte dull 
Since marriag 
Why ſhou'd 

Since Pegg 


Men may be 
And deem 
To figh, and 
Doating 0 
Such was my 
Still hope ſur 
Falſe Betty's 
Since Peg 
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And let the 
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Beſſy 
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They bigg' 
And the 
Fair Beſſy 
And tho 
But Mary ( 
They g⸗ 


Now Beſſy 
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vl haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 


Since marriage can my fears oppoſe, 
Why ſhou'd we happy minutes loſe, 
Since Peggy I mult love thee ? 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 

To ſigh, and ſacrifice their caſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty: 

Such was my cafe for many a year, 

Still hope ſucceeding to my fear, 

Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far out-ſhine them, 


1 - 


O D E. 


ENCE every thing that can 
Diſturb the quiet of man; - 
Be blyth my foul, 
In a full bowl 
Drowa thy care, 
And repair 
The vital ſtream : f 
Since life's a dream, | 
Let wine abound, 
And healths go round, 
We'll fleep more ſound ; 
And let the dull unthinking mob purſue 
Each endleſs wiſh, and ſtill their toil renew. 
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BESSY BELL and MarY GRAY, 


Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
() They are twa bonny laſſes, 


They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 5 
And theek'd it o'er wi' raſhes, 

Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint tap, 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
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When Phoebus ſtarts frae Thetis“ lap, 
The hills with rays adorning: _ 

White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waſte and feet's fow genty, 

With ilka grace ſhe can command, 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like the craw, 
Her eye like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean red-up and braw, . 

She kills when e'er ſhe dances: 

Blyth as a kid, with, wit at will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is; 

And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, 
O © Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco' ſair oppreſs us, 
Our fancies jee between you twae, 
Ye are ſic bonny laſſes: 
Wae's me, for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented; 
Then Fl] draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented, 


——— —V—t-—t— — 
The young LAIx D and Edinburgh KATY, 


OW wat ye wha I met yeſtreen 
Coming down the ſtreet, my Jo, 
My miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, 
Fou bonny, braw and ſweet, my Jo. 
My dear, quoth I, thanks-to the night. 
That never wiſh'd a lover ill: 
Since ye're out of your mither's ſight, 
Let's take a wauk up to the hill. 


O Katy, wiltu gang wi” me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while ? ; 
The bloffom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a' the ſummer's gawn to {mile ; 
The mavis, nightingale and lark, 
The bleeting lambs and whiſtling hynd, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw and park, 
Will nouriſh health, and glad ye'r mind. 
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Or elſe ſhe? 


Right fa 
Sweet Sir, 


When e er 


For tho 
Of ſiller a 


And fſae \ 


Tutor 
Be wylie 


Win the 


Soon as the clear goodman of day | 
Does bend his morning. draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome burn · ſide and play, 
And gather flowers to buſk ye'r brow, 
We'll pou the daizies on the green, 
The lucken gowans frae the bog ; 


Between hands now.and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 


There's up inta a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tower, 

A canny, ſaft and flow'ry den, by 
Which circling birks has form'd a bower : 

When e'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauller ſhade remove, 

There will I lock thee in mine arm 
And love and kils, and kiſs and ; ob l | | 
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KaTY's Anſwer, 


| Y Mither's ay glowran o'er me, 
Tho? ſhe did the ſame before me, 
1 canna get leave 
> To look to my love, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad I take ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher, 
Then Sandy, ye'll fret, 
And wyt ye'r poor «ate, 
When e'er ye keek in your toom coffer, 
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For tho' my father has plenty 
Of ſiller and pleniſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco * 
To twin wi' his gear; 


And ſae we had need to be tenty. 8 


Tutor my parents wi' caution, 
Be wylie in ilka motion 
Brag well o' ye'r land, 
And there's my leal hand, 
Win them, I'll be at your devotion. 
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Spoken to Mrs N. 


Potm wrote without a thought, 
By notes may to a ſong be brought, 


Tho' wit be ſcarce, low the deſign, 
And numbers lame in ev'ry line : 
But when fair Chriſty this ſhall ſing 
In concert with the trembling ſtring, 
O then the poet's often prais'd, 


For charms ſo ſweet a voice bath rais'd. 


* 


Mary Scor. 


Avyy's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 


But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of heav'n relate, 

If Jooking o'er the rolls of fate, 


Did you there ſee mark'd for my marrow, 


Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ?: 


Ah no! her form's too heavenly fair, 


Her love the gods above muſt ſhare, 


While mortals with deſpair explore her, 


And at a diſtance due adore her, 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a fmile; 
Alas! if not you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow, 


Be huſh, ye fears, VI] not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 
Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh ; 
She is too good to let me languiſh; 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the ſky; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow, 


Let rak 
And 
But my 
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Cer Bocis, 
I Will awa' wi” my love, 


I will awa' wi' her, 
Tho' a' my kin had ſworn and ſaid, 
Tier Bogie ui her, 
If I can get but her conſent, 
I dinna care a ſtrae, 
Tho? ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa' wi' her I'll gae. 
1 will au, &c. 


For now ſhe's miſtreſs of my heart, 
And wordy of my hand, 

And well I wat we ſhanna part, 
For filler or for land, 

Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 
And beaus admire fine lace, 

But my chief pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bonny face. 

1 awwill aua, &c. 


There a? the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, treats and air, 

The ſaul that ſparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare: 

Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a' her other charms, 

How bleſt I'll be when ſhe's my wife, 
And lockt up in my arms, 

1 will awa', &c. 


There blythly will I rant and fing, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 
I'll cry, Your humble ſervant king, 

Shamefa' them that wa'd change 
A kiſs of Betty and a ſmile, 
Abeet ye wa'd hay down 
The right ye ha'e to Britain's iſle, 
And offer me your crown, 
1 will awa', &c. 
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= Oe'r the Moor to Maccy, 
A ND I'll o'er the moor to Maggy. 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me, 
Then to my fair I'll ſhow my miod, 
Whatever may befal me: 
If ſhe Jove mirth, I'll learn to fing 
Or likes the nine to follow, 
ll lay my lugs in Pindus* ſpring, 
And invocate Apollo, 
If ſhe admire a martial mind, 
I'll ſheath-my limbs in armour; 
If to the ſofter dance inelin'd, 
With gayeſt airs Pl charm her; 
If ſhe love grandeur, day and night, 
I'll plot my nation's glory, 
Find favour in my prince's ſight, 
And ſhine in future ſtory, 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding, 

And braveſt men know belt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance abounding. 

My bonny Maggy's love can turn 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 

If in her beat aw ſhall burn 
Which in my botom bleezes. 


PII never leave thee. 


Jonny, 
HO? for ſeven years and. mair honour ſhou'd reave 
me, 
To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve thee ; 
For deep in my ſpirit thy ſweets are indented, 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love hes imprinted, 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 
| NELLY, | 
O Jonny, I'm jealous, when e er ye diſcover 

My ſentiments yielding, ye II turn a looſe rover; 


And nought 
If you prov: 
Grieve me, 
A' the lang 


My Nell! 
For while n 
Your bloon 
Your virtue 
Leave thee, 
Gang the w 


Then, J. 
To think m 
And gin ye 
Ye'll win b 
Reave me, 
Of my reſt 


Bid iceſl 
And fair fir 
Bid Britons 
But never | 
Leave thee 
The ſtarns 
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And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer, 

If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 

Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me ! 

A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 
ONNY, 

My Nelly, let never fic fancies oppreſs ye, 

For while my blood's warm I'll kindly careſs ye; 

Your blooming ſaft beauties firlt beeted love's fire, 

Your virtue and wit make it flame ay the higher: 

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 

Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 
NELLY, - F 

Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miſtreſs, for love gars me tro ye; 
And gin ye prove fa'ſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, 
Ye'll win but ſma* honour to wrang a kind maiden, 
Reave me, reave me, heay'ns ! it wad reave me 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me. 

T0 Jonny, 

Bid iceſhogles hammer red gauds on the ſtudy, 
And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear tuddy; 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time believe Ill betray ye; 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee; 

The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins e'er I deceive thee, 


2 20 ——— ———-:7:--- 


PoLWART on the Green. 


T Polwart on the green 
If you'll meet mo the morn, 

Where laſſes do conveen 

To dance about the thorn ; 
A kindly welcome ye ſhall meet 

Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lad complete, 

The lad and lover you, 


Let dorty dames ſay na, 
As lang as eer they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 
While inwardly they bleeze; 
M m 2 
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Oe'r the Moor to Macey. 
A ND I'll o'er the moor to Maggy. 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me, 
Then to my fair I'll ſhow my miyd, 
Whatever may befal me: 
If ſhe love mirth, I'll learn to fing ; 
Or likes the nine to follow, 
III lay my lugs in Pindus' ſpring, 
And invocate Apollo, 
If ſhe admire a martial mind, 
I'll ſheath my limbs in armour; 
If to the ſofter dance inelin'd, 
With gayeſt airs PI] charm her; 
If ſhe love grandeur, day and night, 
II plot my nation's glory, 
Find favour in my prince's ſight, 
And ſhine in future ſtory, 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding, 

And braveſt men know belt to pleaſe, 
Wich complaiſance abounding. 

My bonny Maggy's love can turn 
Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 

If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn 
Which in my boſom bleezes, 


Ill never leave thee, 


Jonny, 
HO? for ſeven years and mair honour ſhou'd reave 
me, 
To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve thee ; 
For deep in my ſpirit thy ſweets are indented, 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted, 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 
NELLY, 
O Jonny, I'm jealous, when e'er ye diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding, ye'll-tura a looſe rover; 


And nought 
If you prov 
Grieve me, 
A' the lang 


My Nell 
For while n 
Your bloon 
Your virtue 
Leave thee 
Gang the w 


Then, J. 
To think m 
And gin ye 
Ye'll win b 
Reave me, 


Of my reſt 


Bid iceſh 
And fair fir 
Bid Britons 
But never | 
Leave thee 
The ſtarns 
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And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer, 

If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 

Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad prieve me! 

A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me, 
JoxNx. 

My Nelly, let never ſic fancies oppreſs ye, 

For while my blood's warm I'll kindly careſs ye; 
Your blooming faft beauties firſt beeted love's fire, 
Your virtue and wit make it flame ay the higher: 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 

| NELLY. | 

Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miltreſs, for love gars me trow ye; 
And gin ye prove fa'ſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, 
Ye'll win but ſma* honour to wrang a kind maiden, 
Reave me, reave me, heav'ns ! it wad reave me 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me, 

3 Jonny, 

Bid iceſhogles hammer red gauds on the ſtudy, 
And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear tuddy; 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time believe I'll betray ye; 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 

The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins e'er I deceive thee, 


© 228 — 2. ——— 4 — — 2 — —2 — 
POLWART on the Green. 


T Potwart on the green 
A If you'll meet mo the morn, 
Where laſſes do conveen 

To dance about the thorn ; 
A kindly welcome ye ſhall meet 
Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lad complete, 
The lad and lover you, 


Let dorty dames ſay na, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 
While inwardly they bleeze; 
M m 2 
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But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 

Be ever to the captive kind 
That langs na to be free, 


At Polwart on the green, 
Among the new mawn hay, 
With fangs and dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 
At night if beds be ver thrang laid, 
And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome. my dear lad, 
To take a part of mine. * 


Joux Hay Bonny Laſſie. 


7 ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
B Aft cry'd he, Oh bey! maun I ſtill live pining 
Myfell thus away, and darena diſcover 
To my bonny Hay, that I am her lover, 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtranger, 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer; 
Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be e er we part, my yows may content her, 


She's freſh 2s the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and fing bidding day a good-morrow, 
The ſward of the mead enamel'd with daiſies, 

Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces. 


But if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers {ſmell the fwecter : 
*Tis heav'n to be by, when her wit is a flowing, 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded ; 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 


For a' my deſire is Hay's bonny laſſie. 


Genty T1BBY 
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Genty TIB and Sonſy NIL Y. To the Tune of, Tibby 

Fowler in the Glen. | 

IBB has a (tore of charms, | 

Her genty ſhape our fancy warms, . : 

How ſtarkly can her ſma' white arms, i 
Fetter the lad wha looks but at her; 

Frae ancle to her ſlender waiſt, 

Theſe {ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her, 

Her roſie cheek and riſing breaſt, | i 

Gar ane's mouth guſh bot fou' o' water, i 


Nelly's gawſy, ſaft and gay, | | 
Freſh as the lucken flowers in May, ad 
> Ilk ane that ſees her, cries, Al hey! I" 
She's bonny, O I wonder at her | 4 
The dimples of her chin and cheek, ' i} 
And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her, 4 
Her lips ſae ſweet, and ſkin ſae fleek, I 
Gar mony mouths beſide mine water, | 1 | 
| 


Now ſtrike my finger in a bore, | 
My wyſon with the maiden ſhore, 1 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for 2 

When theſe twa ſtars appear thegither, 4 4 | 
O love! why doſt thou gre thy fires N 

Sae large? while we're oblig'd to nither 1 
Our ſpacious ſav? immenſe deſires, pr 

And ay be in a hankerin (wither, » 


Tibby's ſhape and airs are fine, 4 
And Nelly's beauties are divine ; x 
But ſince they canna baith be mine, Y 

Ye gods give ear to my petition, 1 
Provide a good lad for the tane, 1 

But let it be with this proviſion, | 
I get the other to my lane, ] 
In proſpect plans and fruition, i 

| 


—  ——  — — 
Up in the Air. > 


OW the ſun's gane out o' ſight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light: 


MM. 3 
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In glens the fairies ſkip and dance 
And witches wallop o'er to France, 
Up in the air 
| On my bonny grey mar 
And I ſee her yet, and I fee her {ay 
Up in, Cc. 


The wind's drifting hail and ſna- 
O'er frozen hags like a foot ba”, 
Nae ſtarns keek throw the azure ſlit, 
Tis cauld and mirk as ony pit, 
The man i' the moon 
Is carowſing aboon, 
D*ye ſee, d'ye ſee, d'ye ſee him yet, 
The man, &c, 


Take your glaſs to clear your 
*Tis the elixir hales the les, 397 
Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puffs the lovers fire, 
Up in the air, 
7 9 8 drives away care, 
a'e wi' ye, ha'e wr ye, and ha'e wi ad 
ms 5 1 wi' ye, lads, yet, 


Steek the doors, keep out the froſt, 
Come, Willy, gies about ye'r toſt, 
Til't lads, and lilt it out, Y 
And let us ha'e a blythſome bowt, 
Up wi't there, there, 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair, 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet, 
Up wit, Oc. 


=D OSO=6o=oo-oEe=s===eesoNss 
To Mrs A. C. A Song. TotheTune of, All in the Downs, 
* EN beauty blazes heavenly bright, 


The muſe can no more-ceaſe to ſing, 
Than can the lark, with riſing light, 
Her notes neglect with drooping wing. 
The morning ſhines, harmonious birds mount high ; 


The dawning beauties ſmile, and poets fly. 


. 
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Young Annie's budding graces claim- 
Th? inſpired thought, and ſofteſt lays; 
And kindle in the breaſt a flame, 
Which mult be vented in her praiſe. 
Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, baye you ſeen 
E'er one ſo like an angel tread the green? 


Ye youth, be watchful of your hearts; 
When the appears, take the alarm: 
Love en her beauty points his darts, 
And wings an arrow from each charm.. 
Around her eyes and {mules the graces ſport, 
Ard to her ſnowy neck and brealts reſort, 


But vain mult every caution prove, 
When ſuch enchanting ſweetneſs ſhines, 
The wounded ſwain mult yield to love, 
And wonder, tho he hopeleſs pines. 
Such flames the foppiſh butterfly ſhou'd ſhun ; 
The eagle's only fit to view the ſun, 


She's as the opening lily fair, 
Her lovely features are complete; 
Whilſt heaven indulgent makes her ſhare 
With angels all that's wiſe and ſweet, 
Theſe virtues, which divinely deck her mind, 
Exalt each beauty of th' inferior kind. 


Whether ſhe love the rural ſcenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy town, 
O! happy he her favour gains, 
Unhappy !. if ſhe on him frown, 
The muſe unwilling quits the lovely theme, 
Adieu ſhe fings, and thrice repeats her name. 
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To Mrs E. C. A Song. Ts the Tune of, Tweed-ſide, 


Na W Phoebus advances on high; 
No iootſteps of winter are ſeen 
The birds carrol ſweet in the ſky, 

And lambkins dance reels on the green, 


Thro groves, and by rivulets clear, 


We wander for pleaſure and health, 
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Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpects of joy and wealth, 


View every gay ſcene all around, 
That are and that promiſe to be; 
Yet in them all nothing is found 
So perfect, Eliſa, as thee, 


Thine eyes the clear fountains excel : 
Thy locks they out-rival the grove; 

When Zephyrs theſe pleaſingly (well, : 
Each wave makes a captive to loye, 


The roſes and lilies combia'd, 
And flowers of moſt delicate hue, 

By thy cheek and thy breaſts are out- ſhin'd 
Their tinctures are nothing ſo true, 


What can we compare with thy voice, 
And what with thy humour fo {ſweet ? 
No muſic can bleſs with ſuch joys ; 
Sure angels are juſt ſo complete, 


Fair bloſſom of every delight, 
Whoſe beauties ten thouſands out-ſhine 
Thy ſweets ſhall be laſtingly bright, 
Being mixt with ſo many diyine, , 
Ye powers, who have given ſuch charms 
To Eliſa, your image below, 
O! ſave her from all human harms, 
And make her hours happily flow, 


| BQ—S . oc—o o—ww——@©@' 


To Calis TA; 4 Song, Ta the Tune of, 1 wiſh my Love 
were in a Maire, 


HE ſung.—the youth attention gave 
And charms on charms eſpies, 
Then all in raptures /alls a ſlave, 
Both to her voice and cyes. 
So ſpoke and ſmil'd the Eaſtern Maid, 
Like thine, ſeraphic were her charms, 
That in Circaſha's vineyards ſtray'd, 
And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms, 


A thouſand f 
Strave to 
But the Circ; 
And taugh 
Caliſta thus « 
And claim 
But while ea 
Words ſet 


Her mind in 
To paint, 
Her majeſty, 
Let ferap! 
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We all th 
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A thouſand fair, of high deſert, 
Strave to enchant the amorous king z 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, 
And taught the royal bard to ſing, 
Caliſta thus our ſang inſpires, 
And claims the ſmooth and higheſt lays ; 
But while each charm our boſons fires, 
Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe, 


Her mind in ev'ry grace complete, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human kill ; 
Her majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 
Let ſeraphs (ing her if they will: 
Whilſt wond'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 
We all that's perfect in her view, 
viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, 
To whom an adoration's due. 


— . DD Ocoee 


A SONG, Tune of, Lochaber no more, 


AREWELL to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jean, 
Where hartſome with thee I've mony day been; 

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more, 
Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a' for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on weir, 
Tho' bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more, 


Tho' hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev'ry wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind: 
Tho' loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naithing like leaving my love on the ſhore, 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd; 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 

And I mult deſerve it before I can crave, 


Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excuſe ; 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 

And without thy favour I'd better not be. 
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b gae _ my laſs, to win honour and fame, 

_ ould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 

_ ing a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
then I 1] leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


. 
8 
S222 


Lass with a Lump of Land. 


8 me a laſs with a lump of land 
8 And we for life ſhall gib 
_ 2 or wiſe I'll never — . 
E. 7 ack or fair it makſna whether, 
pn _ wit, and beauty will fade, 
nx od alane is no worth a ſhilling 
e that's rich, her market's made F 
For ilka charm about her is killing, a 


Gi'e me a laſs with 
N a lump of land 
2 in my boſom Pl hug my treaſure; 
ne 2 her gear in my hand, N 
ove turn dowf, it will find pl! : 
* on wha likes, but there's — . rp 
* * with poortith, tho? bonny, to meddle; 
— they bring cach, or a lump of land, f 
ey'le never get me to dance to their fiddle, 


There's meikle 
good love in bands and bags 
IEG filler and gowd's a ſweet 14-2084 ad 
- eauty, and wit, and virtue in rags, : 
5 ave tint the art of gaining affection. 
75 _ his arrows with woods and parks 
2 3 
N. nd caſtles, and riggs, and moors, and meadows; 
naithing can catch our modern ſparks, x 
ut well tocher'd laſſes, or jointer'd widows, 
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To Mrs K. H. 


OxFE 88 thy love, fair bluſhi 
i : love, uſhing maid; 
For ſincèe thine eye's coafenting, : 
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Thy ſafter thoughts are a' betray d, 
And naſays no worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppoſe thy mind, 
With words thy wiſh denying? 
Since nature made thee to be kind, 
© Reaſon allows complying. 
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Nature and reaſon's joint conſent 
Make love a ſacred bleſſing; 

Then happily that time is ſpent, 
That's war'd on kind careſſing. 

Come then, my Katie, io my arms, 
I'll be nae mair a rover, 

But find out heaven in a thy charms, 
And prove a faithful lover, 

SHE, | 

What you deſign by nature's law, 
Is fleeting inchnation 

That Willy Wiſp bewilds us a” 

By its infatuation, 

When that gaes out, careſſes tire, 
And love's nae mair in ſeaſon; 

Syne weakly we blaw up the fire, 
With all our boaſted reaſon, 

HE. 

The beauties of inferior caſt 
May ſtart this juſt reflection; 

But charms like thine maun always laſt, 
Where wit has the protection. 

Virtue and wit, like April rays, 
Make deauty rite the ſweeter; 

The langer then on thee I gaze, 
My love will grow compleater, 
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To the tune of, I'll gar ye be fain to follow me, 


He, 
Diku for a while, my native green plains, 
My nearelt relauons, and neighbouring ſwains; 
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Dear Nelly, frac theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Were minutes not ages while abſent frae thee, 
SHE, 

Then tell me the reaſon thou doꝰſt not obey 
The pleading of love, but thus hurries away: 
Alake ! thou deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, 

A lover ſae roving will never mind me, 
HE. 

The reaſon unhappy is owing to fate, 

That gave me a being without an eſtate, 

Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, 

To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee, 
SHE, 

Small fortune may ſerve where love has the ſway, 
Then, Johny, be counſell'd nae langer to ſtray; 
For while thou proves conſtant in kindneſs to me, 
Contented I'll ay find a treaſure in thee, 

HB. 

Ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon Ill betray 
A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 
To fondneſs, which may prove a ruin to thee, 
A pain to us baith, and diſhonour to me, 


Bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and witneſs, ye flowers; 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible powers, 
If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, 
May nothing propitious e'er {mile upon me. 
——— ——S— 2 o— = 
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To the tune of, We'll a' to Kelſo go. 
ND I'll awa' to bonny Tweed fide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he fall be mine 
Gif ſae he incline; 
For I hate to lead Apes below. 


While young and fair, 

FI make it my care, 
To ſecure myſell in a jo; 

I'm no fic a fool, 

To let my blood coal, 
And ſyne gae lead Apes below, 
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Few words, bonny lad, 
Will eithly perſuade, 
Tho? bluſhing, I daftly ſay no; 

Gae on with your ſtrain, 
And doubt not to gain, 
For I hate to lead Apes below, 


Unty'd to a man, 
Do whate'er we can, 
We never can thrive or dow; 
Then I will do well, 
Do better wha will, 
And let them lead Apes below. 


Our time is precious, 

And gods are gracious, 
That beauties upon us beſtow; 

*T1s not to be thought 

We got them for nought, 
Or to be let up tor a ſhow, 


*'Tis carry'd by votes, 
Come kilt up your coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 
Where ſhe that's bonny 
May catch a Johny, 
And never lead Apes below, 


The WiDow. 


HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape, and the widow can few, 
And mony braw things the widow can do; | 
Then have at the widow, my laddie. 
With courage attack her baith early and late; 
To kiſs her and clap her ye mauna be blate: 
Speak well, and do better; for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my laddie. 


The widow ſhe's youthfu', and never ae hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a good ſkair 
Ot every thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 

And has a rich jointure, my laddie, 
Nn 
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What cou'd ye wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 

Than a widow the bonnieſt toaſt in the town, 

With nathing but draw in your ſtool, and fit down, 
And ſport with the widow, my laddie, 


Then till her, and kill her with courteſy dead, 
Tho! ſtark love and kindneſs be all ye can plead; 
Be heartſome and airy, ans! hope to ſucceed 
With a bony gay widow, my laddie. 
Strike iron while 'tis het, if ye'd have it to wald; 
For fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 
But ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unfit for the widow,” my laddie, 


The STEP-DAUGHTER's Relief, 
To the tune of; The Kirk wad let me be. 


Was anes a well-tocher'd laſs, 
My wither left dollars to me; 

But now I'm brought to a poor paſs, 

My ſtep-dame has gart them flee, 
My father he's aften frae hame, 

And ſhe plays the deel with his gear; 
She neither has lawtith nor ſhame, 

And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer, 


She's barmy fac'd, thriftleſs, and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine; 
While hungry, haff naked and cauld, 
I ſee her deſtroy what's mine: 
But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 
And ſoon of my ſorrows be free, 
My poortith to plenty wad change, 
If ſhe were bung up on a tree, 


uoth Ringan, wha lang time had loo'd 
This bonny laſs tenderly, 
I'll take thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnood, 
Git thou wilt gae hame with me, 
Tis only yourſell that I want; 
Your kindaels is better to me, 


Than a* tha! 
Of grace, 
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Than a' that your ſtep mother, ſcant 
Of grace, now has taken frae thee, 


I'm but a young farmer, 'tis true, 
And ye are the ſprout of a laird ; | 

But I have milk-cattle enow, i 
And rowth of good rucks in my yard, | 1 

Ye ſall have nathing to faſh ye; 1 
Sax ſervants ſall jouk to thee: ä 
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Then kilt up thy coats, my laſſie, 


| 
And g ways hame with me, | ..- 
= 
The maiden her reaſon employ'd, 9 


Not thinking the offer amils, | 
Conſented ;——while Ringan o'erjoy'd, 1 
Received her with mony a kiſs. 
And now ſhe fits blythly ſingan, 1 
And joking her drunken ſtep- dame, 1 
Delighted with her dear Ringan, 4 | 
That makes her goodwife at hame. 1 
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The SOGER LADDiIE, 


Y ſoger laddie is over the ſea, = 
And he will bring gold and money to me; q 
And when he comes hame, he'll make me a lady:, 
My bleſhog gang with my ſoger laddie, 


My doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave: 
True to his country, to love he is ſteady; 
There's few to compare with my ſoger laddie, 


Shield him, ye angels, frac death in alarms, 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms, 
Syne frae all my care ye'll pleaſantly free me, 
When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gi'e me. 


O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his Lrow, 
As quickly they muſt, if he get his due; 
For in noble actions his courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie, 
Nn 2 
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Bonny CHRISTY, 


OW ſweetly fmells the ſimmer green? 
Sweet taſte the peach and cherry; 


Painting and order pleaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry: 

But fineſt colours, fruits and flowers, 
And wine, tho' I be thirſty, 


Loſe a' their charms and weaker powers, 


Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty, 
When wand'ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
No nat'ral beauty wanting 
How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in concert chanting ! 
But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, 
I'm rapt in admiration 
My thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 
And drap the hale creation, 
Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 
And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe')] prove a woman, 
But dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother, 
With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another, 
Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chriſty did o'er hear him 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But e er he wilt drew near him, 
She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae rooni to doubt her; 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 
My Chriſty— witneſs bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frae tears ariſing ! 
I with this may na be a dream: 
O love the mailt ſurpriſing ! 
Time was too precious now for tauk, 
This point of a his wiſhes 
He wad na with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
But wair'd it a' on kiſſes. 
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The Bonny Scor, To the Tune of, The Boatman. 


E gales that gently wave the ſea, 
* And pleaſe the canny Boat man, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 

My brave my bonny Scot—man, 

In haly bands 

We join'd our hands, 

Yet may not this diſcover, 

While parents rate 

A large eſtate, 

Before a faithful lover, 


But I loor chuſe in Highland glens 
To herd the kid and goat—man, 
E'er I cou'd for lic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot—man, 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firſt began 
The bale ungenerous faſhion. ' 
Frae greedy views, 
Love's art to ule, 
While ſtrangers to its paſſion. 


Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Wha pants to preſs thy bawmy mouth, 
And in her boſom hawſe thee, 
Love gi'es the word, 
Then haſte on board ; 
Fair winds and tenty Boat · man, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er 
Frae vonder ſhore, 
My blyth, my bonny Scot——man, 


— ooo 
Love inviting REASON, @ Song, 


To the Tune of, I am afleep, do not waken me, 


HEN innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 
Nun 3 
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E'er Annie became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe ! 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 

Let ne er a new whim ding thy fancy a jee; 
O!] as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny, 

And favour thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee, 


Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the ſpleen? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to thee ? 


Can lap dogs and monkies draw tears frae theſe een, 


That look with indifference on poor dying ine ? 
Rouze up thy reafon. my beautiful Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny, 
And think on thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee, 


Ah! ſhou'd a new gown, or a Flanders-lace head, 
Or yet a wee coatie, tho' never ſae fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetfu', and let his heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And dinna prefer ye'r fleegeries to me 
O!] as thou art bonny, be ſolid and canny, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee, 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sany, 

Tho' gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be, 

By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at theſe beniſons promis'd to me : 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me, 

O ! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee, 


O! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 
Ere ſquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had power, 
To rival my love. and impole upon thee, 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And let thy deſires be a' center'd in me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny, 
And love him wha's langing to center in thee, 
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The Bob of DUNBLANE, 


Assi, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 
And I'll lend you my thripling kame; 

For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 

If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dunblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of ye'r trunkies, 

Buſk ye braw, and diana think ſhame: 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 

Be better than dancing the Bcb of Dunblane, 


Be frank, my laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, 
And take my word and offer again; 
Syne ye may chance to repent it meikle 
Ye did na accept of the Bob of Dunblane. 
The dinner, the piper, and prieſt, ſhall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowie with lying my lane 
Away then, leave baith minny and dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dunblaxe. 


G—>—o--e —"”—— <o - 
> if 4 Throw the Wood LADDIE. 


N why leaves thou thy Nelly to moura ? 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 


When nathing can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho? woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lavrocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye diuna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare no to tell 
I'm faſh'd wi” their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning : 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, laddie, 1 wander myſell. 


mier EONS 8. 
Then ſtay,,my dear Sandy, nae langer 


But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 


Wha's living in languor till that happy day, 
When throw the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing and play. 
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. If thou were my ain thing, 


I would love thee, I would love thee ; 


An thou were my ain thing, 
How dearly would I love thee, 


Like bees that ſuck the morning dew 
Frae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hew, 
Sae wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 

And gar the gods envy me. 
An thou were, &c. 


Sae lang's I had the uſe of light, 
I'd on thy beauties feaſt my ſight, 
ne in ſaft whiſpers through the night 
I'd tell how much I loo'd thee, 
An thou were, &c, 


How fair and ruddy is my Jean ! 
She moves a goddels o'er the green: 
Were I a king, thou ſhou'd be queen, 

Nane but myſell aboon thee, 
An thou were, &c. 


I'd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 
Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 
Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 

Form'd hardy to defend thee. 
An thou were, &c, 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 


In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of no delay, 
O! let na ſcorn undo thee, 
An thou were, &c. 


An thou wert my ain Thing. 
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While love does at his altar ſtand, 
Hae there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 
And with ilk 1mile thou ſhalt command 

The will of him wha loves thee, 
An thou were, &c. 


re 


There's my Thumb Li ne'er beguile thee, 


Y ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee 
T' accept a heart which he deſigns thee, 
And as your conſtant ſlave regard it, 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it; 
*Tis proof a ſhot to birth or money, 
But yields to what is ſweet or bonny 
Receive it then with a kiſs and ſmily, 
There's my thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are! 
Thy boſom white, and legs ſae fine are, 
That when in pools I ſee thee clean em, 
They carry away my heart between em. 
I with, and I with, while it gaes duntin, 
O gin I had thee on a mountain; 
Tho? kith and kin, and a' ſhou'd revile thee, 
There my thumb VII ne'er beguile thee, 


Alane through flow'ry hows I dander, 
Tenting my flocks, leſt they ſhou'd wander; 
Gin thou'll pae alang, I'll dawt thee gayle, 
And gi'e my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 
O my dear laſhe, it is but daffin 
To had thy wooer up ay niff naffin: 

That na, na, na, I hate it molt vilely; 
O ſay, yes, and 1 Il ne'er beguile thee, 


The HICHLANVD LADDISE. 


HE Lawland lads think they are ſine, 
But O they're vaia and idly gaudy ! 
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How much unlike that gracefu' mien, 


And maniy looks of my Highland Laddie ? 
O my bonny, bonny Highland Laddie : 


My bandſome charming Highland Laddie > 


May heaven ſtill guard, and love reward 


Our Lawlana Laſs and her Highland Laddie. 


If T were free at will to chuſe | 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blew and belted plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c. 
The braweſt beau in borrows town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 


He's finer far in's tartan plaidy, 
0 my bonny, &c, 


O'er benty hill with him In run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and dady; 
Frae winter's cauld and ſummer's ſun 


He'll {creen me with his Highland plaidy. 
0 my bonny, &c. 


A painted room and ſilken bed, 
May pleaſe a Lawland laird and lady; 
But I can kifs, and be as glad 
Behind a buſh in's Highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c, | 
Few compliments between us paſs, 

I ca' him my dear Highland Laddie; 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs : | 
Syne rows me in his Highland plaidy. 

O my bonny, &c. 


Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, | 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him; which ne'er ſhall end, 


While Heaven preſerves my Highland Laddie, 


0 my bonny, &c, 
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The CoaLier's bonny Lass1E, 


2 Coalier has a daughter, 
| And O the's wonder bonny; = 
A laird he was that ſought her, 1 
Rich baith in lands and money, ö 
The tutors watch'd the motion 1 
Of this young honeſt lover: 9 
But love is like the ocean; 
Wha can its depths diſcoyer ? 


He had the art ta pleaſe ye, .=n 
And was by a' reſpected ; ” 
His airs {at round him eaſy, vv 
Genteel, but unaffected. +8 
The coalier's bonny laſſie [| 
Fair as the new blown lily, 
Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the heart of Willy, 


He lov'd beyond expreſſion p 
The charms that wcre about her, 8 
And panted for poſſcſhon ; 
His hfe was du:! without her, El . 

| 


gory. © 


After marute reſolving 

Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In lafteſt flames diſſolving, 

He tenderly thus tell'd her: 


My bonny coalier's daughter, 
Let naithing diſcompoſe ye, 

"Tis not your ſcanty tocher 
dhall ever make me loſe ye; 3 

For | have gear in plenty, 0 1 
nd ove ſays, 'tis my duty 

To ware-what heaven has lent me 
Upon your wit and beauty, 


WS. —4v—ÿ 2 OSD >= => = = 
Cori and GIs parting. To the Tune of, Woes my 
Heart that we ſhou'd ſunder, 


„ IT H broken words and downcalt eyes, 
Poor Col ipoke his paſliva tender, 
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And parting with his Griſy, cries, 
Ah! woes my heart that we ſhould ſunder, 


To others I am cold as ſnow, 

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder; 
From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go, , 

It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Chain'd to thy charms I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 
Nor time nor place ſhall ever change 
My vows, tho' we're oblig'd to ſunder, 


The image of thy graceful air, 

And beauties which invite our wonder, 
Thy lively wit and prudence rare 

Shall {till be preſent tho? we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe the ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, | 
Always to love me tho' we ſunder. 


Ye gods take care of my dear laſs, 
That as | leave her J may find her, 
When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 
We'll meet again and never ſunder, 


<S<= | 
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The Milt, MiLL—O, 


ENEATH a preen ſhade I fand a fair maid 
Was ſleeping ſound and ſtill—0, 
A' lowan wi' love my fancy did rove, 
Around her with good will—+) ; 5 
Her boſom I preſs'd, but ſunk in her reſt, 
She ſtiruna my joy to ſpill—0O :; 
While kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my ſill—0. 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 
T' employ my courage and ſkill—Q; 

Frae er quietly I ſtaw, hois'd fails and awa 
For wind blew fair on the hill—0. f 


Twa years b 
Tald me 
My laſs like 
Nor kend 


Mair fond of 
I ferlying 
Wi' the tear 
Sweet Sir 
Love gae thi 
And bade 
And nae ma 
Wha had 


My bonny f 
Beneath t 
If I did offe 
Before 1 
O the mill, 
And the 
The ſack a 
And rout 


To L. L. 


H! w 

To | 

The gods (| 
Pleas" 

To mourn t 
And of one 
Who views 
Or ſor 


O be leſ 
And cool t! 
Caus'd by 

Wour 
While hart 


* Viz, Of 
+ Where 


$SCOTS SONGS, ® 327 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud fraiſing fame 
Tald me with a voice right ſhill—O. ' 


My laſs like a fool had mounted the ſtool !“, 
Nor kend wha'd done her the il]—0Q, 


Mair fond of her charms, with my ſon her arms, 
I ferlying ſpeer'd how ſhe fell—O. 

Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tel|—O. 

Love gae the command, I took her by th' hand, 
And bade her a' fears expell—O, 

And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
Wha had done her the deed myſell—0. 


My bonny ſweet laſs on the gowany graſs, 
Beneath the Shilling-hill +,—O, 

If I did offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy's Mill O. 

O the mill, mill—0, and the kill, kill—0, 
And the cogging of the wheel—O ; 

The ſack and the ſieve, a' thae ye maun leave, 
And round with a ſoger reel—O, 


Dc 2-2 Seo” -eo>s7o =o=- :z+z> ze 


To L, L. in Mourning, To the Tune of, Where 
Helen lyes, | 


H! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes? 
To hear thy tender ſighs and cries, 
The gods ſtand liſt'ning from the ſkies, 
Pleas'd with thy piety, 
To mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear, 
And of one dying take a care, 
Who views thee as an angel fair, 
Or ſome divinity, 


O be leſs graceful or more kind, 
And cool this fever of my mind, 
Caus'd by the boy ſevere and blind, 
Wounded I ſigh for thee; 
While hardly dare I hope to riſe 
* Viz, Of repentence. 
+ Where they winnow the chaff rom the corn. 
Oo 
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To ſuch a height, by Hymen's ties, 
To lay me down where Helen lies, 
And with thy charms be free, 


Then muſt Fhide my love and die, 

When ſuch a ſovereign cure is by ! 
No, ſhe can love, and I'll go try, 

Whate'er my fate may be, 
Which ſoon I'l] read in her bright eyes; 
With thoſe dear agents III adviſe, 
They tell the truth, when tongues tell lies, 

The leaſt believ d by me. 
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The CONCLUSION. 
Aster the Manner of Horace, ad librum ſuum, 


| E AR vent'rous book, e'en take thy will, | 
And ſcowp around the-warld thy fill: 


ow! ye're newfangle to be ſeen, 
In gilded Turkey clad, and clean, 
Daft giddy thing! to dare thy fate, 
And ſpang o'er dykes that ſcar the blate; 
But mind when anes ye'er to the bent, 
(Altho' in vain) ye may repent, - 
Alake, I'm fleed thou aften meet 
A gang that will thee ſourly treat, 
And ca' thee dull for a' thy pains, 
When damps diſtreſs their drouzie brains, 
I dinna doubt, whilſt thou art new, 
Thou'lt favour find frae not a few; 
But when thou'rt ruffl'd and forfairn, 
Sair thumb'd by ilka coof or bairn; 
Then, then by age ye may grow wiſe, 
And ken things common gi'es nae price. 
I'd fret, waz's me ! to ſee thee lye 
Beneath the bottom of a pye; 
Or cow'd out page by page, to wrap 
Up ſnuff, or ſweeties in a ſhap. 

Awa, fic fears, gae ſpread my fame, 
And fix me an immortal name; 
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Apes to come ſhall thee revive, 

And gar thee with new honours live, 
The future critics I foreſee 

Shall have their notes on notes on thee: 
The wits unborn ſhall beauties find 
That never enter'd in my mind, 

Now when thou tells how I'was bred 
But * hough enough to a mean trade; 
To balance that, pray let them ken 
My ſaul to higher pitch cou'd ſten: 

And when ye ſhaw I'm ſcarce-ofggear, 
Gar a' my virtues ſhine marr clear, 
Tell, I the beſt and faireſt pleaſe, 

A little man that loo's my eaſe, 

And never thole theſe paſſions lang 
That rudely mint to do me wrang, 

Gin ony want to ken my age, 20 
See Anno Dom + on title page; 


The ſpacious ꝓ leaden conduits fill, 
And firſt gow'd up the Caftle-hill ; 
When South Sea projects ceaſe to thrive, ? 


This year when ſprings by care and {kill 5 


And only North-Sea ſeems alive, 
Tell them your author's thirty-five, 


Hough enough.] Very indiſſerently. 

+ See Anno Dom.] The firſt edition of his poems was publiſhed 
in 1720. 

The ſpacious, &c.] The new lead pipes for conveying water 
to Edinburgh, of 4 inches and a half diameter within, and 6-1oths 
of an inch in thickneſs; all caſt in a mould invented by the inge- 
nious Mr Harding of London. | 


THE END. 
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EXPLANAT ION of the Scots Words uſed 
by the Author, which are rarely or never 
found in the modern Engliſh Writings, 
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Some GENERAL RULEs, ſhewing wherein many 
Southern and Northern Words are originally the 


Tame, having only a letter changed for another, ot - 


ſometimes one taken away or added. 


I. In many Words ending II. The | changes to w, or 


with an | after an a or u, after o, or a, and is 
u, the | is rarely ſounds frequently funk before a» 
ed. noi her Conſonant : as, * 
Scots, Engliſh, ' Scots, Engliſh, . 
A', J - 
Ba, Ball. - Bauk, Baulk, 
Ca, Call Bouk, Bulk, 
Fa, Fall. 1 | 
Ga, Gall, II. The | changes to a, w, 
Ha, Hall. or u, after o or a, and is 
Sma, Small. frequently ſunk before a- 
Sta, Stall. not her Conſonant: as, 
Wa, Wall. BOW, BOLL. 
Fou, er fu, Full, Bout, Bolt. 
Pou, or pu, Pull. Caff, Calf. 
Woo, er U, Wool. Cow, Coll or Clip 


Ill. An of 


fo an a, 


| AULD, 


Bauld, 
Cauld, 
Fauld, 
Hald, or | 
Sald, 
Tald, 
Wad, 


IV. The « 
change 
ai; as, 

AE, or a 

-Acten, 

Aff, 

: Aften, 


Aith, 
Ain, or a 
Alane, 
Amaiſt, 
Amang, 
Airs, 
Aits, 
eren, 


Scots, Engliſh, Scots. Engliſh. 
| Faut, Fault. Awner. Owner, 
5 Fauſe, Falſe. Bain, Bone. 

g Fowk, Folk. \ Bair, Bear. 
Gowd, Gold. Baith, Both, 
Haff, Half. Blaw, Blow, 
How, Hole, or 6ol/aw Braid, Broad. 
Howms, Holms. Claith, Cloth, 
| Maut, Malt. Craw, Crow, 
4 Pow, Poll. Drap, Drop, 
| Row, Koll. Fae, © Foe. 
Scawd, Scald. Frae, Fro, or from 
Stown, Stoln, Gae, Go, 
Wawk, Vall. Gaits, Goats, 
OY. | | Grane, ' Groans, 
III. An o before ld, changes Haly, Holy. 
to an a, or au; as, Hale, Whsle, - 
AU LD, OLD. Haleſome, MWholeſome, 
7 Bauld, Bold, Hame, „ Home. 
> Cauld, Cold. Hait, or het, Hot. 
T _ Fauld, Fold, Laith, Loath, 
; Hald, or had, Hold. Laid, Load. 
Sald, Sold. Lain, or len, Loan, 
| Tald, Told. Lang, Long. 
f Wad, Would. Law, Low, 
. Mae, Moe. 
IV. The o, oe, or ow, is Maiſt, Moſt. 
changed to a, ae, aw, or Mair, More. 
at a, Mane, Mean, 
AE, er ane ONE, Maw, Mow, 
Aeten, Oaten, Na, No. 
Aff, Off. Nane, None. 
Aten, Often, Naithing, Nothing, 
Aik, Oak. Pape, Pope. © 
Aith, Oath, Rae, Roe. 
Ain, or awn, Own, Rair, Roar, 
Alane, Alone. Raip, Rope. 
Amaiſt, Almoſt. Raw, Row, 
Amang, Among. Saft, Soft. 
Airs, Oars., Saip, Soap. 
Aits, Oats. Sair, Sore. 
Apen, Open, Sang, Song. 


Oo 3 


— — - 
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Scots, Engliſh, 
Slaw, Sl . 
Snaw, Snou. 
Strake, . Stroke, 
Staw, - Stole. 
Stane, - Stone, 

Saul, Sous l. 
me, 79. 


Taiken, Toten. 
Tangs, Tongs, 


Tap, - Top. 
Thrang, - - Throng. . 
Wae, Moe. 
Wame, Womb, 
Wan, Von. 
War, Worſe, 


Wark, Work. 
Warld, World. 
Wha Whe, 


V. The o or wit frequently 


. 1 i; as, 


Scots. En gliſh. 
ANI THER, ANDTHER, 
Bill, Ball. 

Birn, Burn, 
Brither, Brother, 
Fit, Foot, 


Fither, Fither. 


Hinay, MHony, 


Ither, Other. 
Mither, Mother. 
Nits, Nuts. 
Nite, | Noſe. 

| Pit, P ut, 
Rin, Run, 
Sin, Sun. 


— 


AB 


ABLINS, perbaps 

Abiet, albeit 

Abson, above 

£iherbrard, the 28 of 
an acre 

* long ſince. It. early. 

Air up, ſoon up in the 

mor | 

Ambrie, aupboard 

Anew, enow 

Arles, earneſt of a 2 

Aſe, aſhes 

Attaini, or ataness at ance, 
at the ſame time 


Alttour, out- over 


Auld farren, ingenious 


Aurglelargain, or cagle- 


B A 


Bargain, to contend and 
wrangle 
Aauſome, fright ful, terrible! 
And, the breath. 
Ayont, beyond. 


B A 

BAC KSA x ſirloin. 

Badrans; a cat. ; 

B aid, ſtaid, abode 

Bairns, children 

Balen, whalebone 

Bang, i is ſometimes an ac · 
tion af haſte ; we ſay, he 
or it came with a'bang.. 
—4 bang,\alſo means a 
great dumber; / en 
mers ſhe had a bang. 


B 
Bangfier. 8 


ing perlor 
Bannocks, + 
thicker tl 
round 
Barlten d, wl 
&c. harde 
like a bar 
Barlikbood, 
ang pal 
Barrow tr. 
of a hand 
Batts, coli 
Bawbie, ha 
Bauch, tori 
Bawſey, ba 
a cow o 
white fa 
Redaen, ii 
haſte 
Bedrals, bi 
Beft, beate 
Begoud, be 
Wien, 
Beit, to b⸗ 
Beild or 5. 
Bein, or be 
been hou 
furniſhe« 
Leit, of b 
pair 
Belli, bub 
Beltan. th 
Rood-d 
Bend, to c 
Bended, d 
Renn, the 
houſe 
Beniſen, \ 
Benſell, 0 
Vent, the 
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 Bang/ter, a bluſtering roar-. 


ing perſon 


Bannocks, a fort of bread” 


thicker than cakes, aud 
round 

Barken'd, when mire, blood, 
&. hardens upon a thing 
like a bark 


Barlikbood, a fit of drunken | 


angry paſſion, 

Barrow trams, the ſtaves 
of a hand barrow 

Bat ts, colick 

Bawbie, half penny .. 

Lauch, ſorry, indifferent 

Banwſey, bawland faced, is 
a cow or horſe with a 
white face 


Bedaen, immediately, in 


haſte 
Bedralt, beadles 
Beft, beaten 
Begoud, began 
witen, all in tears 
Beik, to balk 
Beild or beil, a ſhelter 
Bein, or been, wealthy, A 


been houſe, a warm well 


furniſhed one 
Leit, of beet, to 2 


pair 
Bells, bubbles 


Beltan the 3d of May, or 
Rood-day 

Bend, to drink 

Bended, drank hard 

Renn, the inner room of a 
houſe 

Benijen, bleſſing 

Benſell, or benfail, force 

Sent, the open field, A 


B L 
tough graſs growing in 
ſand 
Beuk, baked | 
Bewith, ſomething in the 
mean time 
Bicker, a wooden diſh 
Bickering,fighting, runniag 
quickly; {chool-boys bat- 
tling with ſtones 
Bige, build. Bigget, built. 
5iggings, buildings 
Biggonet, à linnen cap, or 
coif 
Billy, brother 
Bindging, becking, courte - 
ſying 
Byre, or byar, a cow-(tall 
Birks, birch-trees 
Birle, to drink. Common 
people joining their far - 
things for purchaſing li- 
quor, they call it birling 


a bawbie 


Bir, a burnt mark 


Birns, the (talks of * 
heath 

Birr, force, flying 1 
with a 

Bir ſed, bruiſed ' 

Bittle, or beatle; a wooden 
- mel} for beating hemp, 
or a fuller's alub L 

Black a-viced, of a black 
complection 

Blas, pale blue, the lan 
of the ſkin when bruiſed 

Blaflum, beguile 

Blate, bathtul 


Blatter, a rattling 40 | 


leech, to\blanch or hi- 
ten 


— —_— 


—ñ wat Le and, 
— 


—— 
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B R 
Bleer, to make the eye 
water | 
Bleez, blaze | 
Blether, fooliſh diſcourſe 
Bletherer, a babler. Stam- 


mering is called b/ether- 


rin 
Blin, ceaſe, Never blin, 
never have done 
Blink, glance of the eye 
Blinkan, the flame riſing 
and falling, as of a lamp 


when the oil is exhauſt- 


ed | 
Bluter, plunde 
Boat, or bote, vomit - 
Boal, a little preſs or cup- 
board in the wall 
Bode, predict 
Badin, or bodden, provided 
or furniſned 
Bodle, one ſixth of a pen · 
ny Engliſh 
Bodworth, an ominous meſ- 
ſage. Bodwords are now 
uſed to expreſs ill · natur - 
ed meſſages 
Boglebo, hobgoblin or ſpec- 
tre 
Bony, beautiful 
Bonywalys, toys, gewgaws 
Boſs, empty 


 Beugils, ſounding horns 


Bouk, bulk 


- Bountith, gratuity 


Beurd, jeſt or dally 
Bouze, to drink 
Brochen, a kind of water- 


gruel, of oat meal, but - 


B. U 
Brae, the ſide of a hill, 
bank of a river 
Braird, the firſt ſprouting 
corn 9 
Brander, a gridiron 
Brandt, calves of the legs 
Brankit, primm'd up 
Brankan, prancing, a ca- 
pering 
Branks, wherewith the 
- countrymen bridle their 
horſes 
Brattle, noiſe, as of horſe's 
feet 


Brats, rags, Sometimes 
children 
Brave, fine in apparel, brave 


Brecken, fern 

Brent-brow, ſmosth high 
forehead 

Brigs, bridges 

Briſs, to prels 

Breach, a buckle 

Brack, broken parts or re · 
fuſe 

Brock, a badger 

Broe, broth 

Brow, forehead 


- Brewden, fond 


Browſfter, brewer, Brow}, 
a brewing 

Bruliment, a broil 

Bruik, to love and enjoy 

Bucky, the large ſea ſnail 
aterm of reproach, when 
we expreſs a croſs na- 
tured fellow, by thrawn 
bucky 

Buff, nonſenſe; as be ble» 
thered bu 


- 


C 
Bugh, the li 
the ews 2 
milking ti 
Buller, do 
motion e 
ſpring-he 
a rifing ti 
Bumbazed, 
to ſtare 2 
idiot 
Bung, com! 
as it wer 
Bunkers, 2 
of long | 
ſerve for 
Bunler, 2 
Burn, a bi 
Buſh, to & 
Buſtine, fu 
But, often 
bat feed 
Byer, à co 
Bykes, or 
hives of 
Bygane, b 
Byword, 7 


CADGE 

is a cou 
Cadoie, cl 
6065 a ca 
Callan, bi 
Camſchou 

4 difton 
Cangle, de 
Canter J, 

ly fnar 
Canna, C3 
Cant, to t 
Cantrai p. 
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C A CH 
Bugh, the little fold where Canty, chearful and merry 
the ews are incloſed at Capernoited, whimſical, il 
milking time — natured | 
Buller, to bubble. The Car, ledge 


motion of water at a Carena, care not 
ſpring-head; vr noiſe of Carle, an old word for 3 


a rifing tide man 
* Bumbazed, confuſed, made Carline, an old woman. 
. to ſtare and look like an Parch'd peaſe. Gir 
1 idiot carline, a giant's wife 
* Bung, completely fuddled, Cathel, an hot-pot,” made 
a as it were to the bung of ale, ſugar, and eggs. 
5 Bunkers, 2 bench or fort Caudle 

of long low chelts, that Cauldriſe, ſpiritleſs, want» 
P ſerve for ſeats ing chearfulneſs in ad- 

Bunler, à bungler dreſs 

F Burn, a brook ' © Cauler, cool or freſh 
X Buſh, to deck; Dreſs. Cawk, chalk 


Buſline, fuſtian (cloth) Chaſts, chops 
But, often, for without; as, Chaping, an ee 
but feed or favour ; or ſtoup, ſomewhar leſs 


Byer, a cow-houſe | than an Engliſh quart 
Bykes, or bikes, neſts, or A char, or @ ar, aſide. 
hives of bees When any thing is beat 
Bygane, by paſt à little out of its poſiti⸗ 
Hyword, a proverd | on, or a door or window 
a4 a little opened, we fay, 
CA | they're 4 char, or . ia 
CADGE, carry. Cadger, Charlewain, Charles · wain; 
is a country carrier, &c” the conſtellation called 
Cadęie, chearful — Plough, or Urſa Ma- 
Caf a calf, Chaff 
Callan, boy Claney, fortunate, good · 


Camſchough, ſtern, grim, of natured 
4 diftorted countenance Chat, a cant name for the 


Cangle, to wrangle - gallows ? 
Cankerd, angry, paſſionate - Chiel, a general term, like 

ly fnarling fellow: uſed ſometimes 
Canna, cannot with reſpect, as, he's a 


Cant, to tell merry old tales very good chiel; and con- 
Cantraips, incantations temptuouſly, that chiel 
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Cbirm, chirp and ſing like 
a bird 

Chucky, a hen 

Clag, failing or imperfec- 

on, | 

. Clan, tribe, family 

Clank, a ſharp blow or 
ſtroke that makes a noiſe 

Claſhes, chat 

Clate, a rake 

Clatter, to chatter 

Claught, took hold 

Claver, to ſpeak nonſenſe 

Claw, ſcratch 25 

Cleek, to catch as with a 
hook | 

Cleugh, a denbetwixt rocks 

Clinty, hard, {tony 

Clock, a beetle 


Cloited, the fall of any ſoft 


moiſt thing 

* Cloſe, a court or ſquare; 
and frequently a lane or 

alley 

Clour, the little lump that 

riſes on the head, occa- 

ſioned by a blow or fall 

Cute, or cloot, hoof of cows 
or ſheep © 

Gockernony, the gathering 

of a woman's hair, when 

it is wrapt or /nooded 
up with a band or h. 

A woman's head-dreſs 
or cap | 

Coch ſtool, a pillory 

Cod, a pillow 

Coft, bought 

C2g, a pretty large wooden 
diſh the country people 
put their pottage in 


x CU | 

Cagle, when a thing moves 
e and forwards, 
inclining to fall 

Goodies, afl wooden veſ- 

ſel uſed by ſome for 

chamber pots 

Coof, a ſtupid fellow 

Coor, to cover 

Coofer, a ſtoned. horſe 


Cg, did caſt. Cogſten, 


thrown” 
Corby, a raven 


Cofie, ſheltered in a conves 


nient place 

Cotter, a ſub-tenant 

Cowp, to fall; alſo a fall 

Cowp, to change or barter 

Coup, a company of peo» 
ple; as merry, ſeuſeleſs 
corky cowp' : 

Cour, to crouch and creep 

Couth, frank and kind 

Crack, to chat 

Creel, baſket 

Criſh, greaſe 

Croil, a crooked dwarf 

Creon, or crune, to mute 
mur, or hum o'er a ſong, 
The lowing of bulls 

Crouſe, bold 

Crove, a cottage 

Crummy, a cow's name 

Cryn, ſhrink, or become 
leſs by drying 

Cudiegh, a bribe, preſent 

Culzie, intice or flatter 

Cun, to taſte, learn, know 

Cunzie, or coonie, coin 

Curn, a ſmall parcel 

Gurſchie, a kerchief. A 
linnen dreſs wore by our 


D 
Highland 


| Cut led, uſed 


ing metho 
ing love a 
Cuts, lots. 
uſually m 
unequally 


Cutty, ſhort 


D 
D AB,ap 
Dad, to be: 
gainſt an 
with à 4 
his hea 
wall, &c 
Daft, fool 
times Ws 
50 fol 
ail, or 
plain 
Daintith:, 
ties 
Dainty, is 
thet of 
woman 
Dander, 
fro, or 
Dang,did 
drive... 
ing ha 
back o 
Darn, to 
Daſh, to 
tenanc 
Dawty, * 
To da 
careſs 
Deave, t. 
notle 


Dees, d 
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DE 
Highland women 


Cut led, uſed kind and gain- 


ing methods for obtain- 
ing love and friendſhip 
Cuts, lots. Theſe cuts are 
uſually made of ſtraws 
unequally cut 
Cutty, ſhort 


D A 

DA, a proficient 

Dad, to beat one thing a- 
gainſt another, He feli 
_ avith a dad, he dadded 
his head againſt the 
wall, Se. 

Daſt, fooliſh ; and ſome- 
times wanton 

8.7, folly, wagrie 
ail, or dale, a valley, 
plain 

Daintith:, delicates, dain- 
ties 

Dainty, is uſed as an epi- 


thet of a fine man or 


woman 

Dander, wander to 0 
fro, or ſaunter 

Dang, did ding beat, thruſt, 
drive. Ding dang, mov- 
ing haltily one” on the 
back of another 

Darn, to hide 

Dab, to put out of coun- 
renance 

Dawiy, a fondling, darling 
To daaut, to cocker, and 
careſs with tenderneſs 

Deave, to ſtun the ears with 
notle 


Dees, dairy maids 


D 0 

Deray, merriment, jollity, 
ſolemnity, tumult, — 

order, noiſe 

Dern, ſecret, hidden, — 
y % 

Deval, to deſcend, fall, 
hurry 

Dewegs, rags or ſhapings of 

© cloath 

Didle, to act or move like 
a dwarf | 

Dight, decked. Made rea : 
dy; alſo, to clean 

Dinna, do not 

Dirle, a \marting pain 
quickly over 


Dit, to \top or cloſe up a 
hole 


' Divet, broad turf 


Docken, a dock (the herb) 

Dailt, confuſed and filly 

Doited, doſed or crazy, as 
in old age 

Doll, a large piece. Dole, 


or {hare 

Dont, moiſt 

Donſie, affectedly neat, 
Clean, when applied to 
any little pErſon 

Doofart, a dull heavy» 
headed fellow 

Dool, or drule, the goal 
which gameſters ſtrive to 
gain ſirſt, (as at football) 

Dol, pain, grief 

Dorts, a proud pet 

Daorty, proud, not to be 
ſpoke to, conceited, ap- 
pearing as diſobliged 


Doſend, cold, impotent 


Doug bt, could, availed. 
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DR 
Beaght, ſtrong, valiant and 
able 


; Douks, dives under water 

Douſe, ſolid, grave, prv- 
dent 

Dow, to will, to «16-5 hay 
thrive 

Da, dove 

Deu d, (liquor) ihat'sdead, 
or has loſt the ſpirits; or 
withered (plant) 

Dow, mournſul, wanting 
vivacity 

Donnie, melancholy, fad, 
doleful 

Deowna, dow not, i. e tho* 

one has the power, he 

Wants the heart to it 

| Dowp, the arſe, the ſmall 
remains of a candle, 

the bottom of an epg- 

.. ſhell, Better haff egg as 
toom doaup 

Drant, to {peak flow, af- 

ter a ſighing manner 

Dree, to ſuffer, endure 

2 12 weariſome, fright- 
ful 


Prag Now, keeping at 
-- diſtance, Hence an ill 
payer of bis debts, we 
call dreigh, tedious 

Dribs, drops 

Drizel, a little water in a 
rivulet, ſcarce appearing 
to run 

Droning, ſting lazily, or 
moving heavily. * 
ing with groans 


Drouked, drench'd, All 


— 


& J 
Dubs, mire 
Fs by defeat | 
Dan, ſtroke or blow - 
Dunty, a doxy 
Durk, a poinyard or dag · 


ger 
Dyales, trembles, ſhakes 
Dyver, a bankrupt 


[ER 
E AG, incites, ſtirs up 
Eard, earth, the ground 
Edee, of a hill, is the fide 


or top 


Een, eyes 

Eild, age 

Eildens, of the ſame age | 

Eith, 4 Eithar, ea- 
ſier of 


Etbuck, elbow 

El ſom, a ſhoemaker's aw] 

Elritch, wild, hideous, un- 
inhabited, except by i- 

maginary "ghoſts 

Endlang, along 

Ergh; ſerupulous, when 
one makes faint at- 
tempts to do a thing 
without a ſteady reſolu- 
tion 

Erft, time paſt 

Eftler, hewn ſtone, Build- 


ings of ſuch we cal! _m 
ler-auork 
Ether, an adder 5 


Etle, to aim, deſipn, 
Even'd, compared ' 
Eydent, 2 labori- 


ous 


E 
F 4, a trap 
ed for ca 
mice 
Fadge, 2 { 
, bread yn 
roll 
Fag, to tire 
Fail, thick 
are uſed 
dikes fot 
ſures, & 
Fain, expr. 
fire; as, 
Allo joy! 
pleaſure 
Fait, neat, 
der 
Fairfaw, ' 
well to « 
or fair 
him. 
Fang, the 
To fang 
faſt 
Faſh,vex o 
ous, tro 
Faugh, a 
white ar 
riggs, |: 
Feck, a par 
maiſl fe 
number 
few 
Feck/onv, a 
Feckleſs, | 
weak 
Feed, or fe 
quarrel 
Fei:, man) 
Fen, ſhitt, 
by ind 
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FA, a trap, ſuch as is uſ- 
ed for catching rats or 
mice 

Fadge, a ſpungy ſort of 

; bread in ſhape of a 
roll 

Fag, to tire, or turn weary 

Fail, thick turf, ſuch as 
are uſed for building 
dikes for folds, inclo- 
ſures, &c, 

Fain, expreſſes earneſt de- 
fire; as, ſain would J. 
Allo joyful, tickled with 
pleaſure 

Fait, neat, in good or- 
der 

Fairfaw, when we wiſh 
well to one, that a good 
or fair fate may befall 
him. 

Fang, the talons of a fowl 
To ang, to grip or hold 
faſt 


Faſb, vex or trouble. Faſh- 
ous, troubleſome 

Faugh, a colour between 
white and. red. Faugh 
riggs, fallow ground 

Feck, a part, quantity; as, 
maiſt feck, the greateſt 
number; nae ſecl, very 
few 

Feck/enw, able, active 

Feckleſs, feeble, little and 
weak 

Feed, or feud, feud, hatred, 
quarrel 

Fei, many, ſeveral 

Fen, ſhitt, Fending, living 
by induſtry, Make a 


433 
F O 
ſen, fall upon methods. 
Ferlie, wonder 
Fernzier, the laſt or fore - 
run year 
File, to defile or dirty 
Fireflaught, a flaſh of lights 
ning 7 
Fiftle, to ſtir, a ſtir | 
Fitted, the print of the foot 
Fizzing, whizzing 
Flafing, moving up and 
down, raiſing wind by 
motion, as birds with 
their wings 
Flags, flaſhes, as of wind 
and fire 
Flane, an arrow a 
Flang, flung 
Flaughter, to pare turf 
from the ground 
Flaw, lie or fib 
Fleech, to coax or lar: 
ter 
Fleg, fright 
Fe. a ſmart blow 
F ley, or flie, to affright 
Fleyt, afraid, terriſied 
Flinders, ſplinters | 
Flit, to remove | 
Flite, or fiyte, to ſcold, 
chide, Flet, did ſcold 
Fluſbet, floods | 
Fog, moſs | | 
Foordays, the morning far 
advanced, fair days» | 
light 
Forby, beſides 
Farebears, forefathers, an- 
ceſtors | 
Forfairn, abuſed, beſpat- | 
tered 


Pp 
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Forefoughten, weary, faint, 
and out of breath with 
fighting 
Forgainſt, oppoſite to 
Forgether, to meet, en- 
counter 
For leet to forſake or forget 
Foręſtam, the forehead 
Feuth, abundance, plenty 
Foay, ſpungy, ſoft 
Frais, to make a noiſe, We 
uſe to ſay one makes a 
Frais. when they boaſt, 
wonder, and talk more 
of a matter than it is 
worthy of, or will bear 
Fr ay, buſtle, fighting 
Freik, a fool, a light, im- 
pertinent fellow 
Fremit, ſtrange, not a-kin 
Friſted, truſted | 
Fruſh. brittle, like bread 
baken with butter 
Fuff, to blow. Fun, 
blowing 
Furder, proſper 
Furthy. forward 
Fu/h, brought 
Hl to be reſtleſs, uneaſy 
Furlet, four pecks 


G A 
G AB, the mouth, To 
Prat, gab ſae gaſh. 
_ Gabbing, pratting pertly. 
To gab again, when ſer- 
vants pive ſaucy returns 
when reprimanded 
Cabby, one of a ready and 
ealy expreſſion, the ſame 
with auld gabbet 


G1 


Gadge, to dictate imperti= 


nently, talk idly with a 
ſtupid gravity 
Caſau, a hearty loud 

laughter. Te gauy/, laugh 
Gait, a goat 
Gams, gums 
Gar, to cauſe, make or 
force 
Gare, greedy, rapacfous, 
earneſt to have a thing 
Gaſh, ſolid, ſagacious. 
One with a long out-chin, 
we call gaſh-gabbet, or 
gaſh beard 
Gate, way 
Gaunt, yawn 
Gawhy, idle, ſtaring, idio- 
tical perfon - 
Gawn, going 
Gaws, galls 
Gawſp, jolly, buxom 
Geck, to mock 
Geed, or gade, went 
Genty, handſome, genteel 
Get. brat, a child, by way 
of contempt or derifion 
Gielainger, an ill debtor 
Gif, if 
Gillygacus, or gillygapur, a 
ſtaring gaping fool, a 
gormandizer 
Gilpy, a roguiſh boy 
Gimmer, a young ſheep, 
(ew 
Gin, 1 . 
G ird, to ſtrike, pierce 
Girn, to prin, ſnarl. Alſo 
a ſnare or trap, ſuch as 
boys make of horſe-hair 
to catch birds 


Girth, a h. 
Glaiks, an 
_ thing fe 
fooliſh, 
To give 
beguile 
him his 
pains 
Glaiſter, t 
Glamour ' 
devils, 
glers de 
they al 
glamou 
the ſpe: 
Glar, mar 
Glee, to ſq 
Glee, (har 
Glen, a ni 
tween I 
Gloom, to 
Glowming 
evening 
Glowr, tc 
Glunſb, t 
and gr\ 
Goan, a 
meat 
Goolie, a 
Gorlings, 
young 
Goſſie, go! 
Gowants, 
Gove, to 
ſedfaſl 
face 


Gow, be 
game, 


blow o 
call a ; 


fet 
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Girth, a hoo 
Glaiks, an idle good for no- 
thing fellow, Glaiked, 
fooliſh, wanton, light. 


To give the glaiks, to 


beguile one, by giving 
him his labour for his 


pains 


Glaifler, to bawl or bark 


Glamour, juggling. When 
devils, wizards or jug- 
glers deceive the fight, 
they are ſaid to caſt 
glamour o'er the eyes of 
the ſpectator 

Glar, mire, ouzy mud 

Glee, to ſquint 

Gles, ſharp, quick, active 

Glen, a narrow valley be- 
tween mountains 

Cleom, to ſcoul or frown 

Glowming, the twilight or 
evening gloom 

Glawr, to (tare, look tern 

Glunſh, to hang the brow 
and grumble 

Goan, a wooden diſh for 
meat 

Goole, a large knife 

Gorlings, or gorblingi, 
young unfledg'd birds 

Coſſie, goſſip 

Gowans, dazies 

Cove, to look broad and 
ſtedfaſt, holding up the 
face 

Gowf, beſides the known 
game, a racket or ſound 
blow on the. chaps, we 


call a gef on the haf= 
Jet 4 
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Gowk, the cuckow. In de- 
riſion we call a thought» 
leſs fellow, and one who 
harps too long on oue 
ſubject, a gowt 

Gowl, a howling, to bellow 
and cry 

Gouſty,ghaltly,large, waſte, 
deſolate and frighiful _ 

Grany, grandmotier, any 
old woman 

Grape, a trident fork, Al - 
ſo to grope 

Gree, prize, victory 

Green, to long tor 

Greet, to weep, Grat, wept 

Grieve, an overſeer 

Groff, groſs, coarſe 

Grotts, mill'd oats 8 

Grouf, to lye flat on the 
belly 

Grounche, or glunſh, 
murmur, grudge 

Grutten, wept 

Gry/e, a pig 

Gumption, good ſenſe _ 

Gurly, rough, bitter, cold 
(weather) | 

Gyſencd, when the wood 
of any veſſel is ſhrunk 
with dryneſs 

Gytlings, young children, 


H A 
H AFFET, the check, 
fide of the head 
Hagabag, coarle 
Haggiſe, a kind a". 4 
made of the lungs and h» 
ver of a ſheep, and boil- 
ed in the big bag ; 
Pp 2 
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Hags, hacks, peat pits, or 
breaks in moſſy ground 

Hain, to ſave, manage nar- 
rowly 

Haleſome, wholeſome ; as 
hale, whole 

Hallen, a ſcreen 

Hameld, domeſtic 

Hamely, friendly, frank, 

open, kind 

Hanty, convenient, hand- 
ſome 4 

Harle, drag 

Harns, brains, Harn- Pan, 
the ſeull 

WG OY ru 
Haſh, a ſloven 

Haveren, or havrel, ibid. 

Haughs, valleys, or low 

: grounds on the fides of 
rivers 

Havinr, good breeding; 
Havicur, behaviour 

Haus, the throat, or fore- 
part of the neck 

Heal, or beel, health or 

Whole 

Heepy, a perſon - 
driac 

Heryeſtreen, the night be · 
fore yeſternight 

Heez, to lift up a heavy 
thing a little, A heezy 
is a good lift | 

Heftit, accuſtomed to live 
in a place | 

' Heght, promiſed ; alſo 
named 

Hembpy, a tricky wag, ſuch 
for whom the _—_ 
n 


HU 
Hereit, ruined in eſtate, 
broke, ſpoiled 
Heſp, a claſp or hook, bar 
or bolt, Alſo, in yarn, 
a certain number of 
threads 
Hether-bells, the heath 
bloſſom 
Heugh, a rock, or ſteep 
hill, Alſo, a coal- 


pit 

Hiddils, or hidlings, lurk- 
ing, hiding places, To 
do a thing in bidlings, 
i. e. privately 

Hirple, to move W 
and lamely 

Hir ſſe, to move as with a 
ruſtling noiſe 

Hirſle, or hirdſale, a flock 

of cattle 

Hs, a ſingle ſtocking 

Hobbleſhew, confatcd race 
ket, noiſe 

Hool, huſk, Hooled, in- 
cloſed 

Heooly, flow 

Hoſt, or wht, to cough, 

Hou, or ha, a cap or roof- 

tree 

Heu, low ground, a hol- 
low 

Hew! ho! 


Heowdered, Indden 


Howdy, a midwife 

Haul, to dig 

Houmt, plains on river- 
ſides 

Hiwt! fy! 

Howtowdy, a young hen 

Hurdle, to crouch or bow 


together 

hog, or | 
Hut, a ho 
Hyt, mad 


11h, each. 
Ingan, or 
Ingle, fire 
Fo, ſweet 
Fouk, a | 
Irie, fear 
afraid 
apparit 
choly 
P/e, I ih 
Je 
Hes, em 
Funt, al 
of me: 


Jute, {01 
Jibe, to! 


X ABE 
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JA 
together like acat,hedge» 
hog, or hare 
Hut, a hovel 
Hyt, mad 


14 
ACK, jacket 
Jag, to prick as with a 
pin 
Faw, a wave or guſh of 
water 
Fawp, the daſhing of water 
Tceſhogles, icicles 
Foe, to incline to one fide, 
To ee back and fore, is 
to move like a beam op 
and down, to this and 
the other fide 
Fig; to crack, make a noiſe 
like a cart - wheel 


I. each. Ike, every 

hogan, onion 

Tangle, fire 

Fo, (weetheart 

Fouk, a low bow 

Irie, fearful, terrified, as if 
afraid of ſome ghoſt or 
apparition, Alſo, melan- 
choly 

P/e, 1 ſhall; as PH for I 
will 

Hes, embers 

Funt, a large joint or piece 
of meat 

Jute, ſour or dead liquor 

Jibe, to mock. Gibe, taunt 


K A 
ABER, a rafter 


K N 

Kale, or hail, colewort, 
and ſometimes broth 

Kacky, to dung 

Kain, a part of a farmerent 
paid in fowls 

Kame, comb 

Kanny,or canny,fortunate; 
alſo wary, one who mana- 

ges his affairs diſcreetly 

Kebuck, a. cheeſe 

Keckle, tolaugh, to be noiſy 

Kedey, jovial 

Keek, to peep 

elt, cloth with a freeze, 
commonly made of na- 
tive black wool . 

Kemp, to ſtrive who ſhall 
perform moſt of the ſame 
work, in the ſame time 

Nen, to know; uſed in 
England as a noun, A 
thing within ken, i. e. 
within view 

Kent, a long ſtaff,” ſuch as 
ſnepherds uſe for leaping 
over ditches 

Kepp, to catch a thing that 
moves towards one 

Kieſt, did caſt. Vid. Coof# 

Kilted, tuck'd up 

Kimmer, a female goſſip 

Kirn, a churn, to churn 

Kirtle, an upper petticoat 

Kitchen, all ſort of eatables, 
except bread 

Kittle, difficult,myſterious, 
knotty (writings) 

Kittle, to tickle, tickliſh 

Knacky, witty and facetious 

Knoit, to beat or ſtrike 
ſharply 

Pp 3 
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Knor'd,  buffetted and 
bruiſed 
Knoaſt, or knuift, a large 
- lump 
Know, a hillock 
Knublock, a knob | 
Knuckles, only uſed in 
Scots for the joints of 
the fingers next the back 
of the hand 
Nou, goblin, or any per- 
ſon one ſtands in awe to 
diſoblige, and fears 
X, kine or cows | 
th, to appear. He'll kyth 
in his ain colours 


Kyte, the belly 


L A 

LAGGERT, beſpatter- 
ed, covered with clay 

Laigh, low 

Laits, manners 

Lak, or lack, undervalue, 
cantemn; as, He that 
laks my mare, would buy 
my mare 

Landart, the country, or 
belonging to it, Ruſtic 

Lane, alone | 

Languor, languiſhing, me- 
lancholy. To hold one 
out of languor, i. e. di- 
vert him | 

Langkale, coleworts uncut 

Lap, leaped 

Lapper'd, crudled or clot- 
ted h 

Lare, a place for lying, 
or that has been lain in 

Lare, a bog 


LI | 
Lave, the reſt or remainder 
Lawin, a tayern reckoning 
Lawland, low country 


_  Lavrock, the lark 


Lawty, or lawtith, juſtice, 
fidelity, honeſty 

Leal, true, upright, honeſt, 
faithfal, to traſt, loyal 
A leal heart never lied 

Leam, flame 

Lear, learning, to learn 

Lee, untill'd ground; alſo 
an open graſſy plain 

Leglen, a milking pale with 
one /ug or handle 

Leman, a kept miſs 

Lends, buttecks, loins 

Leugh, laughed 

Lew-warm, lukewarm 

Libbit, gelded 

Lick, to whip or beat, Lem, 
a wag or cheat, we call 
a great /ick 

Lied, ye lied, ye tell a lie 

Lift, the ſky or firmament 

Liggs, lies 

Lills, the holes of a wind- 
inſtrument of muſick ; 
hence, lilt up a ſpring ; 
lilt it out, take off your 
drink merrily 

Limmer, a whore 

Limp, to halt 

Lin, a cataract 

Ling, quick career in a 
ſtraight line, to gallop 

Lingle, cord, ſhoe-maker's 
thread. 

Linkan, walking ſpeedily 

Lire, breaſts. Iten, the 


moſt muſcular parts; 


| 
ſometime 
compled 


 Lirk, a wr 


Li, the fl 
Lith, a jou 
Loan, a lit. 
to countr 
they milk 
Loch, a la 
Loo, to lo 
Loof,, the 
band 
Looms „ tC 
in gene 
Loot, did 
Low, flam 
Lown, ca 


be ſecr 


Lounder, 
Lout, to 
ing cot 
Luck, to 
faſten: 
hande: 
ken go 
Lucky, { 
goody 
Lug, eal 
or vel 
Luggie, 
with a 
Lum, th 
Lure, 1: 
Hart, h 


M AG. 


Maik, © 
qual 


GLOSSARY. 439. 


ME 
ſometimes the air or 
completion of the face 


Lit, a wrinkle or fold 


Liſi, the flank 
Lith, a joint 
Loan, a little common, near 
to country villages, where 
they milk their cows 
Lach, a lake ; 
Loo, to love 
Loof, the hollow of the 
hand 
Looms, tools, inſtruments 
in general, Veſſels 
Lost, did let 
Low, flame, Lowan flaming 
Lown, calm. Keep lown, 
be ſecret 
Loun, rogue, whore, vil- 
lain 
Lounder, a ſound blow 


 Lout, to bow down, mak- 


ing courteſy, To ſtoop 

Luck, to encloſe, ſhut up, 
faſten: hence, /uckhern 
handed, cloſe ſiſted, Iuc- 
ken gowans, booths, Cc. 

Lucky, prand-mother, or 
goody | 

Lug, ear. Handle of a pot 
or veſſel 

Luggie, a diſh of wood, 
with a handle 

Lum, the chimney 

Lure, rather 

Hart, hoary or grey hair'd 


M A 
M AGTIL, to mangle 
Maik, or make, match, e- 
qual 


M hk 
Maikleſs, matchleſs 
Mailen, a farm 
Makly, ſeemly, well pro- 
portioned 
Makſna, 'tis no matter 
Maliſen, a curle, maledic- 
tion | 
Mangſt galled or bruiſed 
by toil or ſtripes 
Mank, a want. 

Mart, to ſtammer in ſpeech 
March, or merch, a land- 
mark, border of lands 

Mark, the marrow 
Marrow, mate, fellow, e: 
qual, comerade 
Maſk, to maſh, in brew- 
ing. Maſſting- loom, 
maſhvat 
Maun, muſt, Mauna, 
mult not, may not | 
Meikle, mucb, big, great, 
large | 
Meith, limit, mark, ſign 
Mends, ſatis faction, re- 
venge, retaliation. Ta 
make a mend, to make 
a grateful return 
Menſe, diſcretion, ſobrie- 
ty, good breeding 
Mens ſou, mannerly 
Menzie, company of men, 
army, afſembly, one's 
followers 
Meſen.aluntledog, lap dog 
Midding, a dunghill 
Midges, gnats, little flies 
Mim, affectedly modeſt 
Mint, aim, endeavour 
Mirk, dark 
Miſcaw, to give names 


440 6 LOSS AR r. 


N A | 
Miſchance, misfortune 
Miſten, to negle& or not 

take notice of one; alſo, 
let alone 

Miſluſbous, malicious, rough 

Miert, neceſſities, wants 

Mittant, woolen gloves 

Mony, many 

Mooli, the earth of the 
grave 

Mou, mouth. 

Moup, to eat, generally 
uſed of children, or of 
old people, who have 
but few teeth. and make 
their lips move faſt, 
tho” they eat but flow 

Mov, a pile or bing, as of 
fuel, hay, ſheaves of 
corn, &c 

Mow:, jeſts 

® Muckle, ſee Meikle 

Murgullied, n 
abuſed 

Mutch, coif 

Mutchken, an Engliſh pint 


N A 
NACKT. or hnachy, ele- 
ver, active in ſmall affairs 
Neeſe, noſe 
Nettle, to fret or vex 
Newſangle, fond of a new 
thing 
Nevel, a ſound blow with 
the ive or fit 
Nick, to bite or cheat, 
Miled, cheated: alſo 
as a cant word to drink 
heartily; as, he nicks 
c 


OE a 


Meſt, next 
Nt ifer, to exchange or bar- 


Ni — trifling 

Nignays, trifles 

Nips, bits 

Nither, to ſtraiten. N. 
thered, hungered or half 
ſtarved in maintenance 

Nive, the ſiſt 

Neck, notch or nick of an 
arrow or ſpindle 

Noit, fee knoit 

Nowt, cows, kine 

Nowther, neither 


Nuckle, new calyed (cows) 


OE 

OE, a grandchild 

Cer, or owre, too much; 
as, I vers is vice 

Oercome, ſuperplus 

Ony, any 

Gr, ſometimes uſed for ere; 
or before. Or day, i. e. 
before day break 

Ora, any thing over what's 
needfuln 

Orp, to weep with a con- 
vulſive pant 

Oughtlens, in the leaſt 

Owk, week 

Owrlay. a cravat 

Owſen, oxen 

Oaut hir, either 

Oxter, the arm pit 


| P A 
PADDOCK, a frog, Pad- 
dock Ride, the ſpawn of 
frogs 


1 
Pais, chal 

paik, to 
bour one 
P ang, to {q 
pack one 

- other 

Paughty, p 
P awky, wit 
or a&tio! 
harm or 
Peer, a ke! 
Peets, tur 
Pegh, to] 
P enſy, ini 

ceited 
Perguire, 
Pat, a f, 
ling. 7 
dle, fee 


Pibrougl 
tunes 
bag pt 
when 
battle 

P. ig, an 
Pike, to 
P impin, 
ſcurv 
Pine, | 
Pingle, 
or W 
Pirn, 
with 
rece! 
„ 
unec 


= 
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PI 
Pai, chaſtiſement. To. 
pait, to beat or. bela- 


bour one ſoundly 

Pang, to ſqueeze, preſs, or 
pack one thing into an- 

ather þ 

Paughty, proud, haughty 

Pawhy, witty, or ſly in word 
or action, without any 
harm or bad deſigns 

Peer, a key, or wharf 

Peets, turf for fire 

Pegh, to pant 

Penſy, finical, foppiſh, con- 
ceited 

Perguire, by heart 

Pat, a favourite, a fond - 
ling. To pettle, to dan- 
dle, feed, cheriſh, flatter. 
Hence, to take the pert, 
is to be peeviſh * 
as commonly per, are, 
when in the leaſt diſobli 
ged 

Pibroughs, ſuch Highland 
tunes as are played on 
bag pipes before them 
when they go out to 
battle 1 

Pig, an earthen pitcher ' 

Pike, to pick out, or chuſe 

Pimpin, pimpiog, mean, 
ſcurvy | 

Pine, pain or pining + 

Pingle, to contend, ſtrive, 
or work hard 

Pirn, the ſpool or quill 
within the ſhuttle, which 
receives the yarn. Pir- 
ny, cloth, or a web of 


unequal threads or co- 
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lours, ſtripped 
Pith, ſtrength, might, force 


* Plack, two bodles, or the 


zd of a penny Englith . 

Pople, or paple, the bube 
bling, purling, or boilin 
up of water (Popling 

Poortith, poverty | 

Powny, a little horſe or gal- 
loway; alſo a turkey 

Pouſe, to puſh 

Poutch, a pocket 

Pratick, practice, att, ſtra- 
tagem' Priving pratick, 
trying ridiculous experi- 
ments | 

Prets, tricks, rogueries. 
We ſay, He play d me 
a pret, i. e, cheated, 
The callan's fou of 

 prets, i. e. has abun- 


dance of waggiſh tricks 


Prig, to cheapen, or im- 


portune for a lower price 
of goods one is buying 
Prin, a pin | 
Prive, to prove or taſte 
Propine, gift or preſent 
Prym or prime, to fill or 
ſtuff 0 
Putt a flane, throw a big 
{tone 


QV 
2 UELY, a young cow 


R A 
RACKLESS, careleſs, 
One who does things 
without regarding whe- 


ther they be good or 


RI 
bad, we call him rack- 
leſs handed ee 
a roe 
Raſfſan, merry, roving, 
hearty 
Raird, a loud found 
Nair, a roar 
Rak, or rock, a miſt, or fo 
Rampage, to ſpeak de 
furiouſly 
Raſhes, raſhes 
Rave, did rive or tear 
Kang, reached 
Kax, to ſtretch, Rax'd, 
reach d 
Ream, cream. Whence 
reaming, as, reaming 
liguor 
Redd, to rid, unravel : to ſe- 
parate folks that are fight- 
ing. It alſo ſigniſies clear- 
ing of any paſſage. Tm 
rea, I'm apprehenſive 


Rede, counſel, advice; as, / 


ad na rede you to do that 
Reel, reach; alſo ſmoak 
Reef?, to rult, or dry in the 
fmoak 
Reft, bereft, robbed, for · 
ced, or carried away 
Roif, rapine, robbery 
Reik, or rink, a courſe or 
race 
Rever, a robber, or pirate 
Rewth, pity 
Rice, or riſe, bulruſhes, 
bramble branches, or 
twigs of trees 
Rife, or ryfe, plenty 
Rift, to belch 
Kigging, the back or tig 


$ A N 
back, the top or ridge of 
a houſe 
Ripples, a weakneſs in the 
back and reins 
Rock, a diſtaff 
Neeſe, or ruſe, to com- 
mend, extol 
Reove, to rivet 
Rottan, a rat 
Roundel, a witty, and ofteg 
ſatyric kind of rhyme 
Rowan, rolling 
Rowt, to roar; eſpecially 
the lowing of bulls and 
cows 
Næautb, plenty 
Ruch, a rick or ſtack of hay 
or corn 
Rude, the red taint of the 
completion. 
Ruefu, doleful 
Rug, to pull, take away by 
rce 
Rumple, the ramp | 
Rungs, ſmall boughs of 
trees lopp'd off 
Runkle, a wrinkle. Runkle, 
to ruffle | 
Rype, to ſearch 


SAEBEINS, ſecing it 
is. Since 

Saiklefs, guiltleſs, free 

Sain d, bleſſed 

Sall, ſhall; like foud for 
ſhould 

Sand 6blind,purblind,ſhort- 
ſighted. 

Sa'r, ſavour or ſmell 

Sar 4. « ſhirt 


8 
Saugh, a wil 
rree 
Saw, an old 
verbial ex 
Scad, ſcald 
Scar, the b 
the ſides 
down wit 
Scart. to ſc 
Scawp. a | 
of ſtony 1 
Scon. bread 
people b 
fire, thin 
er than a 
$cowp, to 
hattily | 
to anoth 
$cowth ro 
Serimp, na 
little 
Seroggs, 
driers. 
Scu d,, ale 
given it 
Scunner. 
Sell, ſelf 
Seuch, fur 
Sey. to tr) 
Seybow, a 
Shan. pit! 
Sharn. Cc 
Shaw, a 
Shawl, | 
Shawps, 
Sheen, ſt 
Shill, {h1 
ound 
Shire, { 
call tl 


quoi 
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SH - 

Saugh, a willow or fallow» 
tree 

Saw, an old ſaying, or pro- 
verbial expreſkon 

$cad, ſcald 

Scar, the bare places 'on 
the ſides of hills waſhen 
down with rains 

Scart, to ſcratch 

Scaaup. a bare, dry piece 
of ſtony ground 

Scon bread, the country 
people bake over the 

- fare, thinner and broad- 

er than a bannock 

$cowp, to leap or move 
haſtily from one place 
to another 

&cowth room, freedom 

Scrimp, narrow, ſtraitned, 
little ; 

Scroggs, ſhrubs, thorns, 
briers. Seroggy, thorny 

Seu dt, ale. A late name 
given it by the benders 

Scunner. to loath 

Sell, ſelf 

Seuch, furrow, ditch 

Sey. to try 

Seybow, a young onion 

Shan pitiful, filly, poor 

Sharn, cow's dung ; 

Shaw, a wood or foreſt 

Shawl, ſhallow 

Shawps, empty huſks 

Sheen, ſhining 

$h:11, ſhrill, having a ſharp 
ound 

Shire, clear, thin. We 
call thin cloth, or clear 


liquor, ſhire; alſo, a 
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clever wag, a ſhire lick 

Shop, to wag, ſhake; or 
jog backwards and for · 
wards 

S, ſhovel 

Shoon, ſhoes 

Shore, to threat 

Shotle, a drawer 

$46, a-kin 

Sic, ſuch 

Sicter, firm, ſecure 

Site, a rill or rivulet, com- 
monly dry in ſummer 

Siller, ſilver 

Sindle, or finle, ſeldom 

Sinſyne, ſince that time. 
Lang jyne, long ago 

Sail, to ſcatter 

Skair, ſhare 

Skaith, hurt, damage, loſs 

Skeigh, ſkittiſh 

Skelf, ſhelf 

Skelp, to run, Uſed when 
one runs bareſovot. Alſo 
a ſmall ſplinter of wood. 
It to flag the hips. 

Skiff, ro move ſmoothly a- 
way 

Skink, a kind of ſtrong 
broth made of cows 
hams or knuckles; alſo 
to fill drink in a cup 

Stirl, to ſhriek or cry with 
a ſhrill voice 

Slate, ſlate. Shale, is 
the fine blue flate 

Stor ie, ragged, naſty, idle 

S+reed, a rent 

SHbald, a tatterdemalion 

St, fly out haſtily 


Slage, or flaid, did flide, 


4 


— 
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SN 
moved, or made a thing 
move eaſilx 

Slap, or flak, a gap, or nar- 
row paſs between two 
hills. Slap; a breach in 
a wall | 

Sleek, ſmooth 

Sleet, a ſhower of half- 
melted ſnow - | 

Slerg, to bedawb or plaiſter 

Sliu, ſmooth, cunning, ſlip- 

pery; as, he's a ſlid 
lown, Slidry, ſlippery 


| Slippery, ſleepy 


Sant, à mire, ditch, or 
flough; to wade thro? 
a mire 


Slate a bar or bolt for a 


door 


Slougb huſk or coat 


Smaik, a ſilly little pitiful 
fellow; the ſame with 

- ſmatchet 

Smirk, ſmiling 

Smittle, inſectious or 
catching 

Smoor, to ſmother 

Snack, nimble, ready, clever 

Sned, to cut 

Sncer, to laugh in deriſion 

Sneg, to cut; as, ſneg d off 
at the aueb end 

Snell, ſharp, ſmarting, bit- 
ter, firm 


Snib, ſnub, check or re- 


prove, correct 
Snifter, to ſnuff or breathe 
thro' the noſe a little 
ſtopt | 
Snod, metaphorically uſed 
tor neat, handſome, tight 


D 
— 
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Snod, the band for tying 
up a woman's hair 
Snool, to diſpirit by chid - 
ing, hard labour, and 
the like; alſo a pitiful 

groveling flave 

Snove, to whirl round 

Snotter, ſnot 

Snurl, to ruffle or wrinkle 

Sod, a thick turf 

Sony, happy, fortunate, 

lucky; ſometimes uſed 
for large and luſty 

Sore, ſorrel, rediſh colour'd 

Sorn, to ſpunge 

Sofs, the noiſe that a thing 
makes when it falls to 
the ground 

Sough, the ſound of wind 
amongſt trees, or of one 
ſleeping 


Sowens, flumry, or oat- 


meal ſour'd amongſt wa- 


ter for ſome time, then 
boil'd to a conſiſtency, and 
eaten with milk or butter 
Sow, to conn over a tune 
on an inſtrument 
Spae, to foretel or divine 
Spaemen, prophets, augurs 
Spain, to wean from the 
breaſt 
Spait, a torrent, flood or 
inundatian 
Spang, a jump; to leap or 


jum 
Spaul, ſhoulder, arm 
Speel, to climb 


Speer, to aſk. inquire 
Spelder, to ſplit, ſtretch, 
ſpread out, draw aſunder 


* 


Spence, t! 
houſe v 
ate kept 


Spill, to ſ 


Spoolie, ſp 


der 

Spr aings, 
rent co] 
Spring a 
inſtrume 
Sp ruſh ſp 
Spruttled, 
Spunk, tin 
Stalwart. 
Stang, di 
ſting or 
Stank, a 

water 
Stark, (tri 
Stars. tl 
a ſmall 
ne'er a 
Stay, \tee} 
Heart t 
Steek, to 
Stegb, to 
Stend, 01 
with a 
Stent, to 
Stipend, : 
Stirk, al 
Stoit, or 
or refle 
Stoor, roi 
Stou, to 
ſtou, a 
Stound, 3 

{titch 
Stour, d 
winds, n 


To ftour 


$ T 
Spence, the place of the 
. houſe where proviſions 
ate kept 


Spill, to ſpoil, abuſe 


Spoolie, ſpoil, booty, plun- 


der 
$þr aings, ſtripes of diffe- 
rent colours 
Spring a tune on a muſical 
inſtrument 
Spruſh ſpruce 
Spruttled, "ſpeckled ſpotted 
Spunkt, tinder 
Stalwart.ſtrong and valiant 
Stang, did (ting; allo a 
ſting or pole 
Stank, a pool of ſtanding 
water 
Stark, ſtrong, robuſt 
Stars, the ſtars. Starn, 
a ſmall moiety: we ſay, 
ne'er a flarn © 
Stay, ſteep; as, Set a out 
heart to a flay brae. 
Steel, to ſhut, cloſe 
Stegb, to cram 
Stend, or flen, to move 
with a haſty Jong pace 
Stent, to ſtretch or extend 
Stipend, a benefice 
Stirk, a ſteer or bullock - 
Stoit, or ſiot, to rebound 
or reflect 
Stoor, rough, hoarſe 
Stou, to cut or crop,” A 
ſtou, a large cut or piece 
Stound, a ſmarting pain or 
ſtitch 0 
Stour, duſt agitated by 
winds, men, or horſe feet, 
To ſtour, to run quickly 
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Stowth, ſtealth 
Strapan, clever, tall, hand - 
ſome 
Strath, a plain on a river- 
fide 
Streek, to ſtretch 
Striddle, to ſtride; applied 
commonly to one that's 
little 
Strinkle, to ſprinkle, or 
ſtraw - 
Stroot, or firute, (tuffed 
full, drunk 
Strunt, a pett. To take the 
firunt, to be petted or 
out of humour 
Studdy, an anvil, or ſmith's 
ſtithy 
Sturdy, giddyheaded. . 
ſtrong 
Sture, or floor, ſtiff, ſtrong, 
hoarſe 
Sturt, trouble, diſturbance, 
vexation 
Som, a blink, or a little 
ſight of a thing 
Suddle, to ſully or deſile 
Sumph, blockhead 
Sunkan, ſpleenetic 
Sunkets, ſomething 
Sqwak, to throw, caſt with 
force 
Swankies, clever young fel» 
lows 
Swarf, to ſwoon away 
Saua, ſquat, fuddled 
Swatch, a pattern 
Swats, ſmall ale 
Swecht, burden, weight, 
force 
Sheer, lazy, flow 


22 
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Sweeties, confections | 
Swelt, ſuffocated, (Rene 
to death 
Sith, begone quickly 
Sauither, to be doubtful 
whether to do this or 
that 
— afterwards, then 


T A 
TACKE L, an arrow 
Taid, toad 
Tane, taken 
Tap, a head, Such a quan- 
tity of lint as ſpinſters 
put upon the ſtaff, is 
called a /int- tap 
Tape, to uſe any thing ſpar- 
ingly 
Tappet hen, the Scots quart- 
ſtou 
Tarr, to refuſe what we 
love from a croſs humour 
Tartan, croſs {tripped ſtuff, 
of various colours, chec - 
kered. The Highland 
plaids 
Taſs, a little dram-cup 
Tate, a ſmall Jock of hair, 
or any little quantity of 
wool, cotton, &c 
Taunt, to mock 
Tawpy, a fooliſh wench + 
Taz, a whip or ſcourge 
Ted, to ſcatter, ſpread 
Tee, a little earth on which 
gameſters at the goayf ſet 
their balls before they 
ſtrike them off 
Teen, or y nd, anger, rage, 
ſorrow 


GLOSSARY, 


T 0 
Teet, to peep out 
Tenſome, the number of ten 
Tent, attention, Tenty, 
cautious | 


Thack, thatch 
Thae, thoſe X 
Tharmes, ſmall tripes 
Theek, to thatch 
Tig, to beg or borrow 
Thir, theſe 
Thole, to endure, ſuffer 
Thow, thaw 
Thowleſ;, unactive, ſilly, 
lazy, heavy 
Thrawart, froward, crola, 
crabbed 
Thrawin, ſtern, and croſa- 
grained, N 
Threep, or threap, to aver, 
alledge, urge, and affirm 
boldly 
Thrimal, to preſs or ſqueeze 
thro' with difficult 
Thud, a blaſt, blow, 1 
or the violent ſound of 
theſe. Cry'd be at ilka 
thud, i. e. gave a groan 
at every blow 
Tid, tide or time, proper 
time; as, he took the tid 
Tift, good order, health 
Tine, to loſe, Tint, loſt 
Tinſel, loſs 
Tip or tippony, ale ſold 
for two-pence the Scots 
pint 
Tirle or tirr, to ur cover a 
houſe 
Titty, ſiſter 
Tocher, portion, dowry 
Tod, a fox 


Tooly, to 


; -quarre; 
Toom, en 
barrel, 
It to 
Toſh, tig 
Tofie, wa 
- fuddle 
To the for 
unconf 
Touſe or 


teaze 


Font, the 


or trurn 


To, a re 


T owmona 
month: 
Trews, h 
all of: 
Trig, nea 
Troke, ex 
True, tot 
Truf, ſte⸗ 
Try/t, apf 
Turs, tur 
Twin, to 
parate 
Twitch, 1 
Twinters 
years o 
Tydie, pli 
Tynd, vid 
T,/?, to e 
Jure 


DUGG, to 
ſeate 

Ugrome, 

Umpbile, 
ceaſed 1 
old 
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| . oy A fight or 


quarrel 

Toom, empty. applied to a 
barrel, purſe, houſe, &c, 
It to empty 

Toſh, tight, neat 

Tofie, warm, pleaſant, half 

fuddled 

To the fore, in being, alive, 
unconfumed 

Touſe or toufle, to rumple, 
teaze 


Font, the ſound of a horn 


or trumpet 

Tow, a rope 

Towmond, a year or twelve 
months 

Trews, hoſe and breeches 
all of a piece 

Trio, neat, handſome 

Troke, exchange 

True, to trow, truſt, believe 

Truf, ſteal 

Try/t, appointment 

Turs, turſs. Turs, truſs 

Twin, to part with, or ſe- 
parate from 

Twitch, touch 

Twinters, ſheep of two 
years old, 

Tydie, plump, fat, lucky 

Tynd, vide teen 

T,/?, to entice, (tir up, al- 


lure 


UG 
DGG, to deteſt, hate, nau- 
ſeate | 
Ugrome, hateful, nauſeous 
Umpbile, the late, or de- 
8 ſometime ago. Of 
old 
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Undocht, or = 
filly weak perſon 

Uneitth, not eaſy 

Ungeard, naked, got clad, 
unharneſſed 

Unko, or unce, uncouth, 
ſtrange 

Unluſom, unlovely 

Vougy. elevated, proud 

Mad, or wed, pledge, wa- 
ger, pawn; alſo, would 

Waff, wandering by itſelf 

Wak, moiſt, wet 

Wale, to pick and chuſe 

Walop, to move ſwiftly with 
much agitation 

Wally, choſen, beautiful, 
large 

Wame, womb 

Wandought, want of dought, 
impotent 

"5 race,wickedneſs, want 

grace 

War, worſe 

Warlock, wizard 

Wat, or wit, to know 

Waught, a large draught 

Wee, little 

Wean, or wee ane, a child 

Ween, thought, imagined, 
ſuppoſed 

Weer, to ſtop or oppoſe 

Wier, war. 


Weird, fate or deſtiny 


Weit, rain 

Werſh, infipid, wallowiſh, 
Wanting ſalt 

Whautk, whip, beat, flog 

Whid, to fly quickly 

Whilk, which 

Milli, to cheat, Mill. 
wha, a cheat 


y 
, 
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Whinging, whining 

Nins, tarze, 

Whi/ht, huſh, Hold your 
peace 

Whiſk, to pull out haſtily 

Whomilt, turned upſide 
down 

Wiz ht, ſtout, clever, active. 
Item, a man or perſon 

Wimpling, a turning back- 
ward and forward, wind- 
ing like the meanders of 
a river 

Win, or uon, to reſide, 
dwell 

N inna, will not 

Winnaocks, windows 

Minſome gaining, defire- 
able, agreeable, com- 
plete, large 

Mirry lau, a bug-bear 

Wiſent, parch'd, dry'd, wi- 

ther d 

Wiſtle, to exchange money 

Wither/hins, motion againſt 
the ſun 

Woo, or , wool 

Wood, mad 

Mcody, the gallows 

Mord, worthy 
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Mou, wonderful, ſtrange 

Wreathr, of ſnow, whe 
heaps of it are blown 
together by the wind 

ek. inclining. To wy/eg 
to lead, _ 

Wy/on, the gullet 

2 to blame. Blame 


: Y A 

YAMPH, to bark, ot 
make a noiſe like little 
dogs 

Yap, hungry, having a long» 
ing deſire for any thing 
ready : " 

Yealtou, yea wilt thou 

Ted, to contend, wrangle 

Ye/d, barren, as a cow that 
gives no milk 

Yerk; to do any thing with 
celerity 

Yeſk, the hiccup 

Yett, gate . 

Yeſtreen, yeſternight 

Youdith, youthſ Ineſs 

Yowden, wearied 

Yeu, a ſwinging blow 

Yuke, the itch 


/  Tule, Chriſtmas 


